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  SCENE 1: MAGGIES HOUSE, BY THE SEA


  Its been a year since everything happened, but I still have bad dreams. Dreams of last summer  of me and Tokes and Little Pea  in the park, under the
  arches, racing through burning streets on the night the city was in flames. Its like a movie running through my head  the same one night after night. Then I wake up to the sound of
  the waves and I remember how the story ends.


  We live by the sea now, my mum and me. In a house with a long garden that runs down to a pebbly beach, far away from where it all happened. I can see the water from my bedroom window, hear the
  waves lapping on the pebbles. And theres nothing to do here but remember how one of my friends is dead and the other one might as well be. All because of me.


  I think he has a new name now which would make Little Pea laugh because he always reckoned it was a stupid name. Hes got a whole new identity too: new home, new life  new start. A
  witness-protection programme. The police had to make him and his whole family disappear so Shiv and the Starfish Gang would never find them. And that means they cant tell me where he is and
  I can never contact him. Ever. No phone, no text, no email, no Facebook. Nothing. Its for his own safety, I suppose, but he probably never wants to see or speak to me again anyway.


  Most days I watch the film we made last summer. Ive had a long time to try and finish it, but it still feels like something is missing. Even though Ive cut and edited bits, changed
  angles, altered the soundtrack, I cant ever seem to change the story it tells. Just like in my dreams.





  SCENE 2: A PARK IN SOUTH LONDON


  The boys are back in town! Little Pea was singing.


  All the other kids in the park had gone silent. Little Pea was perched on one of the kiddie swings like some kind of weird boy-bird, staring in the direction of the approaching Starfish Gang who
  were obviously going to beat him to a squishy pulp. But he kept on singing like a canary in a cage.


  He knew what was coming. Id zoomed in so the lens of my camera was staring right into his pupils. If you ask any film director, theyll tell you its all in the eyes and, even
  though Little Pea had this massive crazy smile spread over his funny baby face as he sang, you could tell from his eyes that he knew he was in for a beating.


  If this had been a proper film, it would be a gangster movie or maybe a Western. Thered be whistling wind in the background, or the strumming of a lone guitar as the baddies walked into
  view across the horizon while the little guy trembled and prayed for the hero to ride in and rescue him. Only there was no hero coming to rescue Little Pea from what I could see. Because real life
  isnt like the movies, is it? Thats what my mums always saying anyway.


  I was perched in the middle of the roundabout, cross-legged, filming everything, but trying to pretend my camera was just a mobile phone so nobody would realise. I think I knew that if the
  Starfish Gang caught me theyd smash my camera  and probably me too. But I thought I was invisible in those days. Invisible and safe. I was wrong on both counts.


  Little Pea was acting like he wasnt worried either. The boys are back! The boys are back! he squawked, high-pitched, bird-like, kind of out of tune.


  Little Pea was in Year 8 so I suppose that made him about twelve, but he looked no bigger than a nine-year-old. Id heard someone say he was a fully-grown adult midget; and another who
  reckoned his mum had been poisoning him and stunted his growth. Id even heard a rumour that he was an alien or that hed been abducted by aliens whod shrunk him on their
  spaceship! There were a lot of rumours about Little Pea.


  Pea wasnt his real name either, but it kind of suited him because he had this small round face and eyes that looked kind of green in the light, although they were twinkling with what
  looked like fear now as he stared in the direction of the Starfish Gang.


  With my camera perched on my knee, I could catch their shadows as they walked across the concrete, and the white clouds scudding across the high-rise flats behind them. It made them look like
  they were walking in slow motion. Or maybe that was something they did  another trick to make themselves seem even scarier. Like everyone in the neighbourhood wasnt scared enough of
  them already.


  No one messed with the Starfish Gang. Even I knew that, and I wasnt even from around there. Not really. I knew about the drug raps, the robberies, the street wars and stabbings and
  shootings. And about the army of local kids they had running errands for them all over town. Rumour had it that Shiv, the gang leader, stabbed some kid over in North London, and that Tad, his
  number two, carried a gun shoved down his left sock.


  How did I know? Because I watched and I listened. Thats something all the great film directors do. I read it in an interview in a film magazine: you have to sit in cafes and bus stops and
  parks and listen to people, find stories. There are stories all around you, all the time, it said. Stories waiting to be told.


  So thats what I used to do, ever since my mum and dad split up anyway. My mum said I needed to stop filming other peoples lives and live my own, but she didnt get it. That
  was exactly why I did it: to escape into other peoples stories so I didnt have to think about my own rubbish life at all.


  That day the Starfish Gang strode across the park like they owned it, their jeans hanging so low you could see pretty much all of their boxer shorts, their baseball caps
  resting on the top of their heads like they were far too small. And at the front was Shiv, the gang leader, skinny like a snake with a face the colour of storm clouds, wearing this long black
  leather coat that flapped round his ankles. It made him look like a vampire.


  He had marks on his cheeks, symmetrical half-moon scars, mirror images below the whites of his pale milky eyes. I think Id heard someone say he was only seventeen, but his eyes glared
  like his insides were rotting away in his belly. It made you wonder what hed seen to make him look that way. Or what hed done.


  He came to a stop about five metres short of the swings and the rest of the gang stopped behind him. Little Pea was still chirruping away. Shiv just stood there and stared at him  totally
  still, like you see lions doing on those wildlife programmes when theyre about to pounce. There was a pause  its just a couple of beats when you watch it back on film 
  before Pea stopped singing and fluttered down off the swing. He was grinning as if he was their puppy dog, but I caught a glimpse of his eyes and they were bright as buttons and blinking like
  mad.


  Whatcha, Shiv? he chirped. He was doing a funny dance thing, like a cross between Riverdance and body-popping, and grinning nervously.


  Shiv stayed silent. From the railway track that runs alongside the park came a distant ringing: that sound the rails make when a train is coming close.


  Whassup, Shiv-man? Pea squeaked. What can I do for you, my main man, eh? He was doing a moonwalk on the hot concrete now, in a pair of dirty white trainers with a
  Nike tick drawn on in pen.


  You, blud! Shiv hissed. He took a step forward and Pea stopped dancing. Youre whassup!


  Why? What I done? said Little Pea, mouth still grinning, but his eyes flicking from side to side.


  You know what you done, Shiv said, taking another step forward. Pea darted backwards, tripping up over his feet. His fake trainers looked weirdly big for his tiny body.


  My cousin Pats got a beating cos of you, boy! Shiv went on, tipping his head to one side and staring so hard at Pea he looked like he could pin him up against the fence just with
  his eyes.


  Hey, no way, Shiv-man! Pea protested, wriggling backwards some more. I wasnt even there when it happen, bro!


  Ex-act-ly! said Shiv, spitting out each syllable. His eyes were thin black slits just like a snake, poised, ready to attack. You were sposed to be on lookout,
  but the minute you see trouble you ghosted yourself away, innit?


  No way, said Pea, a high click of fear in his sing-song voice now. I did jus what you tell me, Shiv-man.


  Yeah? Shivs eyes widened just a fraction, the two black slits dark ovals for a moment. So why you do a runner when you seed the police comin, instead of
  soundin the warnin?


  Peas face was flushed and there were little beads of sweat on his pinched cheeks. I never see dem comin, Shiv, he squealed. They snuck up on me. I
  dittnt have no time to warn you! His eyes were sparkling like Christmas lights and it was impossible to tell if he was lying or not.


  Not much of a lookout who dont see nuttin, eh? Shiv snarled, taking another step forward, a swaying movement in his long black coat.


  Behind him the rest of the Starfish Gang were lounging up against the swings, watching. Shivs right-hand man, Tad, was standing on the kiddie swing, rocking gently. You need
  glasses? he called out to Little Pea. Or mebbe you was too busy savin you own self to bother lookin out for nobody else?


  Pea stuttered out a few squeaky vowels, like a car engine that wouldnt start, then spluttered into silence. Shiv was up so close to him now they were almost touching. The sound of the
  approaching train wailed louder on the tracks, an insistent whine cutting through the searing heat of the day.


  Shiv glanced around quickly. Looking for something? Checking the coast was clear? And, as his eyes swung over the roundabout, he clocked me sitting there and his eyes narrowed. Quick as a flash,
  I pretended I was texting on my phone. Shiv stared at me for a moment before scanning over towards the gate.


  I let out a sigh of relief and I probably should have just stopped filming then and disappeared, but I didnt. I guess I knew I wasnt really invisible, but I think I still thought I
  was safe. My mum was always going on about parallel universes. She said London was full of them, all existing side by side, but never really noticing each other. The Starfish Gang and Shiv and
  Little Pea belonged to one universe and I belonged to another and I thought that meant they couldnt touch me.


  Shivs snake eyes swung back to Little Pea.


  I stayed right where you told me, Shiv, I swear! Little Pea yabbered on. His big fake Nikes jigged up and down on the ground as he spoke. He couldnt seem to keep still.
  Mebbe my eyes is goin cack. Mebbe I needs to take myself down the op-ti-cian, but I promise I dont see nuttin. I dittnt see da feds comin.


  You see who give my cousin Pats a beatin then? Shiv hissed.


  No, Shiv. He was fine when I see him.


  Cos someone hurt him bad, said Shiv, eyes boring into Pea like he was the one whod done it. Someone put him in hospital and they gonna pay for it,
  unnerstand?


  Yeah, I unnerstand, Pea said, head nodding frantically like those toy dogs you sometimes see in car windows.


  So, if you saw who done it, you bes tell me, right? Shiv glowered at Pea and, out of the blue, I remembered another thing Id heard about him: that hed smacked
  his own mum once, so hard he broke her jaw. I didnt know for definite if that was true  there were as many rumours about Shiv as there were about Pea  but looking at him then
  it was easy to believe.


  Suddenly Shivs hand was in his pocket and then in one swift movement it was up close to Little Peas face. Little Pea squirmed and wriggled like a fish in a net and for a second I
  couldnt make out what was going on. And then I saw the narrow blade in Shivs hand, pressed up against Peas cheek, gleaming against the scars that ran over it.


  If you watch the film, you can hear me gasp when that happens. Shiv might be named after the knife people say he cut the scars on his own face with, but I was still shocked when he pulled it
  out. And that was when we had the proper movie magic moment. The little blade caught the light and sent a disc of fire flashing into my camera lens, obscuring everything in a haze of
  white. Then, as the viewfinder cleared, I caught sight of the New Kid.


  Id never seen him before, but I knew right away he wasnt from Coronation Road. Not because he looked different exactly. It was just the way he kept walking, like he hadnt
  noticed anything was up. Like he didnt have a clue who the Starfish Gang were. He was walking right into the middle of a war zone and didnt seem to realise it.


  There was a perfect backdrop to the scene. The grass behind him was yellow and sparse, and beyond that there was a view over the whole of Coronation Road, over the terraces and shops and the
  miles of tower blocks towards the city in the distance. You could even see the giant wheel of the London Eye nestled between the skyscrapers and the white clouds. And the New Kid had the sun
  shining on him as he walked towards us, just like the hero in a cowboy movie.


  Shiv hadnt spotted him yet and neither had the rest of the Starfish boys, but Little Pea had, and his eyes widened in surprise. The New Kid was only about ten metres away, but he had on a
  massive pair of headphones and seemed lost in his own world. He had a face like chocolate sunshine, I thought. I wanted to call out to stop him, but something made me hesitate.


  You gonna ansa me or what? Shiv hissed. The blade was tight against Little Peas neck. You gonna tell me who put my cousin Pats in hospital or am I gonna do da same
  for you?


  Um . . . said Pea, looking desperately around him like somebody might be able to give him the right answer. Like he could phone a friend or click his heels together and go up in a
  puff of smoke. He glanced at me and at a couple of little kids who were playing over in the mucky sandpit.


  The sun was shining directly on Pea so the mass of tiny scars on his cheeks, similar to Shivs, stood out clearly like chickenpox craters only more symmetrical. Even his scalp, beneath his
  closely shaved head, was criss-crossed with pale scar lines, like someone had drawn them on with something sharp, or splattered hot wax all over him.


  The train was close by, its screech staining the air with noise. And I knew deep in my stomach that it wasnt right to be filming this. That standing by and letting it happen was wrong.
  But that was when I realised that the New Kid had stopped and was staring. Shiv and the Starfish boys still hadnt clocked him, but hed seen them and he had this look on his face
   not scared, but sort of angry, and also something else I couldnt make out.


  Little Pea started to giggle, a hiccupy, high-pitched giggle, as the train came hurtling along the track. And suddenly Shiv grabbed him and pushed him up against the railings so his massive feet
  were dangling just above the ground and he was choking, spluttering, coughing. He cried out and I saw a thin trickle of red run down his neck and drop on to his trainers.


  Then the New Kid was right behind Shiv, pulling him off Pea. The train was still going past, roaring behind their heads. And I definitely should have stopped filming then. If I had then maybe
  things wouldnt have gone like they did. But I kept the camera rolling as the New Kid grabbed Shiv by the collar and pushed him up against the railings while Pea fell to the ground and
  slithered out of the way, like a small animal. I was frightened suddenly; my heart was racing so hard I swear you can hear it on the film.


  The New Kid looked younger than Shiv  my sort of age, fourteen, fifteen maybe  and smaller too, with cocoa-brown skin, eyes like pebbles and an open face that could not have been
  more different to the sly, bolting, mad look on Shivs. Shiv was panting fast; the New Kid had taken him by surprise. And he might have been smaller than Shiv, but he was strong, because Shiv
  couldnt seem to push him off. But the weirdest thing was that he didnt look frightened at all; he just looked gutted, totally gutted, and I remember thinking: heroes arent
  supposed to look like that, are they? Not when theyre riding in to save the day.


  There was a pause  4.6 seconds it lasts on the film loop. Shiv stopped struggling and just glared down at the New Kid who stared right back at him, and neither of them said a word. No one
  else dared say anything either. Tad and the rest of the Starfish Gang were a few metres behind the New Kid, standing in a line, fists balled, unmoving. Pea was still sprawled out on the ground,
  watching. Nobody moved a muscle. I guess nobody had ever seen anyone get the better of Shiv before and we were all waiting to see what would happen next.


  After 4.7 seconds, the New Kid let go so fast that Shivs knees buckled. Then the New Kid shrugged his shoulders and started walking away. I think he said something, but you cant
  make it out on the film because there was a siren wailing in the background. Shiv caught it though. His face flashed with a spasm of anger and for a second it looked as if he was going to lunge at
  the New Kid. He didnt. He just pulled himself upright and stared, like he could stab him with his eyes.


  Come on. The New Kid was offering a hand to Pea, who was still sprawled on the floor among the broken glass and the empty crisp packets and old tin cans.


  But Little Pea looked up at him and gave him this weird grin. He glanced at Shiv then back at the New Kids outstretched hand. Then he shook his head and giggled in his strange, tinny way.
  No way, crazy boy!


  The New Kid sighed, like he hadnt expected Pea to take his hand anyway. Suit yourself, he said with a shrug.


  Shiv started to laugh. His pale eyes were glinting and his laughter was hard and angry. Hey, come on, Little Pea, he crooned. Come to mamma!


  In the movies the little guy never goes running back to the villain. Not after the hero has rescued him from mortal peril. But Little Pea seemed to have forgotten that Shiv had been about to
  stick him with a knife two minutes before. He just jumped up and trotted over obediently. Shiv stood up and brushed down his long leather coat, staring the whole time at the New Kid, who stared
  right back.


  The rest of the Starfish Gang were still lined up a few metres away. Tad looked like a dog straining on a leash, waiting for a nod from Shiv to tell him to rip the New Kids throat
  out.


  And Pea? He was jiggling on the spot like he needed a wee, and that was when he glanced in my direction and noticed my camera. I quickly pretended to send a text again, but not before I saw his
  beady eyes widen, just a fraction. Then he looked me right in the eye and grinned. And I could tell he knew.


  The New Kid was pulling his earphones back on to his head and walking backwards in the direction of the park gates, his eyes all the time on Shiv.


  From over by the swings Tad grunted, You gonna jus let him walk away, Shiv? You gonna let him disrespec you like that and walk outta here with his head still on his
  shoulders? He was pumped up, ready for a fight, although his luminous white skin and pale eyelashes made him look a bit like a ghost.


  But Shiv just stood there, watching the New Kid until he reached the gate. Then he called after him. Bes watch your back from now on, boy!


  When you watch that bit of film you can tell  just like everyone in the park could tell  that the New Kid was dead meat. A marked man. Kaboom.





  SCENE 3: CORONATION ROAD LIBRARY


  Ive always loved films. I love the stories and the music, but most of all I love the pictures: the close-ups, the long panoramic shots, the follow shots, even the blurry
  hand-held ones. I love the way the pictures tell the story, more than the words themselves. Me and words dont always get on very well. Like me and real life.


  My dad got me a little digital video camera just before he and my mum split up. I think he knew he was going to leave; maybe thats why he bought it. Anyway, it was the best present ever.
  It was tiny  looked a bit like a smartphone and fitted into my pocket  but I could make proper movies with it. I dont think I went out anywhere without it since the day he gave
  it to me. He said Id be the next Spielberg. My mum said it was just another thing for me to hide behind. I think they had a row about that as well. Two weeks later he left.


  Thats when I started filming everything. It felt like my life had fallen to pieces, so I started watching the world second hand through the lens instead. I filmed meals, train journeys,
  my feet on the pavement, the leaves in the garden. I even filmed the TV while I was watching it. I stopped looking directly at anything. And it made life so much less sharp, less painful. And more
  beautiful.


  At school it meant I didnt have to talk to anyone. Theres not much to make a film about at boarding school so mainly it kept me safe, cut off. But in the holidays, when I came back
  to London, my mum worked all the time and my dad had moved to New York so there was nothing for me to do but make movies.


  I saw the New Kid the next day, down at the library. He was in the teenage books section, curled up on one of the big armchairs with a pile of books a mile high stacked up
  next to him. I could see one of the librarians giving him a funny look, like he shouldnt be there, like he didnt belong. But he was so deeply engrossed in what he was reading he
  didnt even notice.


  It was funny, running into him like that  the sort of thing that normally only happens in the movies  especially since I realised Id been hoping Id see him again, the
  hero kid with the death wish.


  I watched him for a bit, and it made me smile. He looked like he was miles away in his head, like hed totally forgotten real life even existed. I dont get that with books. Films,
  yes, but Im dyslexic so words on a page jump around and wont stick in my head.


  The New Kid didnt even notice when a group of mums and toddlers started gathering for a storytelling session nearby, until the librarian lady went over and asked him to move. Then he
  looked up like hed just resurfaced from a deep-sea dive. His brown eyes were like wet, faraway pebbles.


  Oh, yeah, right, he said. Sorry. He scrambled up, gathered his books and made his way over to the front desk.


  So I followed him. I didnt film him, but I just sort of hung out nearby while he tried to check out his books.


  Im sorry, but if you want to register for the library you need to bring your parent or guardian with you, the lady behind the desk was saying in a posh, crinkly voice that
  didnt really fit with the way she looked  lumpy cardigan, hair the colour of mildew, tired eyes.


  But my mum works, the New Kid was saying. She works, like, all the time.


  Your father then?


  The New Kid frowned when she said this. His pebble eyes went blank and I wished Id been filming then so I could catch his expression.


  No worries, he said, putting the books down on the desk and pulling his massive earphones back on to his head. Ill just leave it.


  He went out into the lobby then and called the lift. I kept following him, because he had somehow become the hero of my film and I needed to see how his story panned out.


  The lift doors hovered open and I jumped in just before they closed. I stared at the New Kids feet, and his hands which seemed empty without a book in them.


  Are you following me?


  I jumped. He was looking at me and I felt myself go bright red. The lift was probably halfway down. No, I murmured.


  He tugged his earphones off and looked at me even harder than before.


  I saw you in the park yesterday, didnt I? he said. When it all kicked off. You were there.


  I could feel myself going pinker by the minute. I gave a sort of shrug.


  The lift doors opened. We both hesitated, then the New Kid stepped back to let me go out first, like my dad always does. Did.


  Thanks, I said quietly, avoiding his eye as we both stepped out into the lobby and headed towards the exit.


  Seriously, are you some kind of spy or what? said the New Kid, when we reached the glass doors. He had a look in his eyes that might have been a challenge or might have been
  amusement.


  Dont be silly, I said. The words came out way posher sounding than I meant them to.


  The New Kid gave me another weird look then turned round and shrugged as he stepped out on to the concrete outside.


  Coronation Road Library is an award-winning design, my dad told me once. Its built in the shape of a C  for Coronation Road  and its all multicoloured glass and
  chrome. Outside, in the curve of the C, is a courtyard scattered with these giant stone globes, some half submerged in the concrete, some barely rising out of the surface, and all covered in tiny
  multicoloured tiles. There are some strange metal benches that look more like sculptures than seats, and theyre dead uncomfortable. Some people hate that library  my mum included
   but my dad and I like the shapes, the way they intersect with the sky and the rubble and the estate that runs for miles behind them.


  The New Kid plonked himself down on one of the funny sculpture benches. You want to join me? he asked, looking up and staring me right in the eye.


  I hesitated for a second before I said, Um, OK.


  So I perched next to him and we sat there, watching the pigeons and not saying much. He definitely wasnt your typical hero, this skinny, smiley-faced bookworm, who went around saving kids
  from being stabbed in the park. But there was something about him, some kind of quality which seemed to shine out of him, even here, surrounded by litter and concrete.


  Why did you do it? I asked.


  Do what? said the New Kid.


  I bit my lip nervously. Um, help Little Pea in the park yesterday.


  Is Little Pea the boy with the big shoes?


  I nodded and waited for him to go on, but he didnt, so I said, So why did you then? Do it?


  He shrugged and looked up at the cloudless blue sky. It had been one of the hottest summers on record. There had been no rain for so many weeks that everyone had forgotten what a cloudy sky
  looked like. Probably cos Im an idiot, he said.


  I thought you were brave, I said, feeling my cheeks burning again. I never saw anyone stand up to the Starfish Gang before.


  Maybe. It was still stupid, he said. Then he sighed. I promised my mum two things: to stay out of trouble and always brush my teeth. He turned to me with a grin that
  didnt reach his eyes. And what do I go and do? Get myself in a whole heap of trouble first week of the school holidays.


  I wanted to ask him why his mum made him promise to stay out of trouble, but I didnt want him to think I was prying into his business, so I just said, Your teeth look
  OK.


  He grinned with his big sunshine smile, properly this time, and I found myself smiling back.


  Who did you say those other kids were anyway? he asked. The ones who were beating on Pea or whatever you say his name is?


  The Starfish Gang? I said, staring down at my thin, grubby fingers. And the boy with the knife is called Shiv. Shiv Karunga.


  The New Kid looked down at the tatty Vans on his feet and frowned.


  Youre not from around here, are you? I said.


  A shadow passed over his eyes and he said quickly, Its none of your business where Im from.


  Sorry, I said quietly.


  He sighed again. No, Im sorry. I dont mean to bite your head off. Its just . . . He hesitated, then said something I wasnt expecting. You filmed
  it all, right?


  My fingers curled tightly round the camera in my pocket.


  I saw you with a camera so I figured maybe you filmed what happened.


  He was looking me up and down and I wondered what I looked like to him: a skinny, purple-haired girl with a face like a freckly elf, wearing an ET T-shirt, boys surfing shorts and massive
  cherry-red boots.


  He had the kind of face you couldnt lie to, so I just nodded.


  You got it with you then?


  I pulled my camera out of my pocket and passed it to him, looking down at my hands again.


  Cool, he said, checking it out. He flicked it on and pressed the play button. The footage Id taken in the park yesterday appeared on the tiny screen and his own face came
  into view  close up, with that gutted-and-something-else expression I couldnt make out.


  His brow furrowed as he watched, but he didnt say anything. He let it play for another thirty seconds or so then turned it off.


  Yup, Im an idiot! he said, handing it back to me. So do you always go around filming people when theyre not looking?


  I didnt exactly mean to, I said awkwardly. Im sort of making a movie.


  Serious? He looked genuinely interested.


  Theres this competition, I found myself saying, for young film-makers, and I want to enter it.


  I shrugged and looked down at my beloved cherry-red, steel-cap DM boots, with a sad face Tippexed on one foot and a happy face on the other. My mum hated those boots so I wore them every single
  day, even when it was blisteringly hot and my feet were totally boiling like they were that day. I think Id have worn them in bed if I could.


  Whats it about? he asked. Your film.


  Im not exactly sure yet, I said. My face felt as red as my boots. I dont really have a story. I just film stuff.


  What sort of stuff?


  My toes wiggled uncomfortably. Just stuff around here. The Coronation Road, the Starfish Estate. Inner-city kids living in parallel universes. That kind of thing.


  Right, he said, looking at me curiously for a second. Um  why?


  I scrunched up my toes some more. If I told him the whole story, Id have to tell him about my mum, and about dad leaving and everything. So I just said, I dont know really.
  Its just what there is around here.


  He grinned again unexpectedly. I figured if anyoned been filming us right then wed have looked an odd couple. Then he said something else I wasnt expecting. I could
  help, you know?


  I tried not to look as freaked out as I felt when I said, Really? But I dont think I exactly managed it.


  Yeah. I like stories. Words, you know? Maybe I could help with that bit.


  Right, I said, chewing my lip some more.


  And my mum said to keep out of trouble, he went on. So maybe I can help you keep out of trouble too? Cos, you know, its really not a good idea to go around filming
  guys like Shiv. His eyes clouded a little as he said the last bit.


  The Tippex faces on the toes of my boots seemed to wink up at me. My dad reckons filming keeps me out of mischief, I said.


  And I remembered the chat we had on the day he walked out. Keep filming. Keep out of mischief. Look after your mother for me, hed said, like he was just going
  away on holiday, not leaving us for good. Then hed given me one of his big hugs and walked out of the door.


  Yeah? the New Kid said, giving me a funny look like he was trying to read the thoughts in my head. Well, maybe we can do it together. Look out for each other, you know? And
  make a movie at the same time.


  I looked really hard at him, disbelieving suddenly. Why did someone like him want to hang out with me? Seriously?


  Sure, he said. You do the pictures, I do the words and we both do the film-star bit!


  I smiled and twisted my fingers tightly round the camera. The sun was shining on the New Kid
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