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Chapter 1 

 

 

I don’t believe it. I still can’t, even though it’s the only thing we’ve been talking about all 

day. Oh, who am I kidding? There’s been no talking, no asking us what we want, just 

shouting, Dad laying down the law, even though it’s all Dad’s fault. 

From where she’s been cowering on the sofa, hugging her skinny knees, Chrissie turns to 

face me, her blue eyes that look so much like mine a red spiderweb of frightened tears. 

She doesn’t need to say anything. For once, I know exactly what other twins take for 

granted, and just like that time I pushed her clear of that car, she’s relying on me to save her 

again. Only this time I don’t think I can. 

I give her a little smile, just so she thinks I’ve got this covered, but I’m just acting — 

inside I’m as freaked out as she is. I take a deep breath and decide to play it as a New York 

tough lawyer, exactly the type of person Dad loves sucking up to. 

“What about our GCSEs?” I go in hard and fast — my character, he takes no prisoners. 

“No one moves schools in year ten!” 

Satisfied I’ve made my point, I cross my arms and allow myself to look smug as I wait to 

see what Dad’s going to say. 

“Well?” I demand, heating up big time when Dad never looks up from his stupid 

Blackberry. 

“You can finish them at St. Bart’s, Richard,” he finally replies in the dismissive tone he 

uses for everyone who isn’t a client or mega-rich. “Ambassadors, politicians, and at least one 

crown prince—” 

“It reads like a prison,” I protest, all the frustration exploding out of me. And just to make 

my point, I pick up the glossy prospectus and open it at a random page. “‘At St. 

Bartholomew’s, we pride ourselves on traditional educational methods, and without the 

distractions of social media to our students…’ You do realise what this means?” 

“Yes,” says Dad, this time actually managing to tear his eyes away from his Blackberry. 

“It means you’ll spend more time studying and less time making those pointless films.” 

“My films aren’t pointless!” I snap, deliberately ignoring Mum, who’s silently pleading 

with me to keep quiet. “They’ll make me famous one day.” 
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“Not if I take your camera away,” Dad retorts, no trace of emotion in his voice as he starts 

typing something. “Which I will if you give me any more trouble, and that goes for you too, 

young lady.” 

“You leave Chrissie out of it!” He can have a go at me all he likes, but I’m not going to 

let him say anything to her. “I just want to know why we can’t stay here like you promised.” 

“I don’t remember promising anything, Richard.” 

I suck on my lips, pulse pounding in my forehead. “You said we could stay at Nan—” 

“Enough!” he roars, finally tossing his Blackberry on the coffee table. “It’s a fine school 

and—” 

“Goldmeads was a fine school, and look what happened there.” 

Mum winces, and Dad’s grey eyes turn into a storm of rage as the angry silence fills the 

room. I didn’t say it to cause trouble, really I didn’t. I said it to make them see how crazy this 

is, but to my surprise, Chrissie tries to shut me up. 

“It won’t be like Goldmeads.” She sniffs, looking even more like a terrified year seven 

after crying ten hours straight. “As long as you look after me.” 

Mum and Dad exchange nervous glances from their respective armchairs, because like 

me, they know I did nothing to protect her. 

“Sorted,” says Dad, picking up his Blackberry again. “Now perhaps we—” 

“NO.” I’m not going to let them pretend it didn’t happen. “Chrissie was bullied so bad 

she tried to kill herself and—” 

“Richard!” barks Dad, turning as purple as his shirt. “We agreed—” 

“I didn’t agree to anything.” I’m so mad I don’t know what I’m saying. It’s just raw 

emotion coming out. “Chrissie nearly died and…” 

I forget what I was going to say when Chrissie bursts into tears and runs out. 

“Nice one,” Dad sneers with extra sarcasm. “Anything else you’d like to say to help 

things along?” 

I hate the way he makes me out to be the bad guy when all I’m trying to do is look after 

my twin. “You know this is…” I’m about to say “wrong”, but at that moment Dad’s 

Blackberry starts beeping, and holding up his hand as if he’s stopping traffic, he fumbles to 

answer it. 

“Dad?” 

Mum shoots me a warning look, but I’m not letting this drop. 

“Dad!” 
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“Not now, Richard.” And with his Blackberry pressed to his ear, he strides out into the 

hall, mumbling something about mitigating risk by hedging FX rates. 

“I’m sorry, love.” Sounding as fed up as I feel, Mum sits down next to me. “He’s under a 

lot of pressure.” 

“Tell me about it.” I flick through the school’s glossy prospectus and shrug her arm away 

from my shoulders. “What’s so special about this school anyway?” 

“You know how important it is we get on with your father’s new boss socially,” she 

explains, sounding as tired as her greying hair. “It’s why we’re all moving to India, and why 

your dad wants you at St. Bart’s; Doug Spencer’s son Robert…” 

Finally, it makes sense. I should be used to finding out that the surprise ski-trip or camera 

I’d been after were the wrappings of some hidden agenda, but Dad’s gone too far this time. 

“He’s taking me away from all my mates and messing up my GCSEs to kiss the butt of his 

boss’s son?” 

“I’m sorry,” she says, touching my arm. “But we’ve invested everything we’ve got and a 

whole lot more in this venture, and if it fails…” 

“All right,” I agree, sinking down into the sofa, the spent rage leaving me exhausted. “I’ll 

go, but don’t send Chrissie.” 

“Chrissie will want to be with you.” 

“She won’t hack it.” I sigh, tossing the brochure on the floor. 

“She’ll want to be with you,” Mum says again in her calm I know what I’m talking about 

voice. “You know that.” 

“And how do I call you if she starts going all weird again without my mobile or 

Internet?” 

Her weak smile fails to convince me this is going to be anything except a disaster. “You 

get calls home on weekends.” 

“Great.” I sigh, becoming even more listless. “I’ll wait till the weekend to tell you she’s 

stopped eating.” 

Mum kisses my brown hair, and for once, I don’t try to avoid it; the truth is I’m just as 

scared as Chrissie about going. Not because I’m worried about me. I get on with everyone, 

but Chrissie… 

“She’ll be fine as long as she’s with you,” Mum says, pulling me into a hug. “It’s when 

she thinks she’s alone, she…” 
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I don’t want to hear again how it wasn’t my fault she tried to kill herself. If I hadn’t been 

so caught up with that play, I would have noticed Chrissie was being bullied. Still can’t 

believe it was Jenny behind it all — she’d been my best friend forever. 

“Rich,” says Mum, dragging me back to the present. “It’s important nothing happens; 

good relations with the Spencers is paramount to your father’s success.” 
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Chapter 2 

 

 

Chrissie sits by the front doors tearing strips off the rubber plant, eyes as sad as they can be 

without tears. “Why do you want to go to St. Bart’s without me, Rich?” 

“I don’t.” Staring down on the Roman-inspired mosaic floor, there’s nothing I can do to 

stop the misery gobbling me up. 

“Then why tell Mum you did?” 

I study her face, confused why she’s angry with me. “I was just trying to save you from 

having to leave all our friends.” 

“You mean all your friends,” she grumbles, going back to mutilating the rubber plant. 

I open my mouth to tell her not to be such a kid, but I can’t remember seeing her with 

anyone since Kelly from the stables stopped coming round. 

“It’s all right,” she says when I’ve been quiet too long. “I like it best when it’s just us.” 

I know she’s saying it so I won’t feel sorry for her, but it has the opposite effect. 

“Do you want to watch a movie?” 

“Can’t.” I sigh. “Beth’s coming over, and I haven’t finished editing the coronation 

scene.” 

“Great,” she mutters, standing up. “I’ll make popcorn for one.” 

“Chrissie…” I catch up with her before she reaches the first-floor landing. “You can join 

us.” 

“No, I can’t; she hates me!” 

“Don’t be stupid.” I keep hold of her wrist so she won’t go and barricade herself in her 

room. “Come on; it’ll be fun.” 

“For who?” 

“Well, me.” When Chrissie hurts so do I, but there’s only so much self-pity I’m prepared 

to hear. “I spend most of the movie in a blue dress and blond wig.” 

“You’re playing Elsa?” 

“Not through choice,” I confess. “Beth’s playing Anna; Stew couldn’t get in the dress, 

and Dave just point-blank refused after Charlie’s Angels.” 

“I’m not surprised,” she agrees, slight smile on her lips. “Everyone thought he was a 

girl.” 
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I snort a laugh as I remember all the comments when we posted it up on YouTube. “You 

know someone even took a screen shot and put it up on Hot or Not, and most people rated 

him hot.” 

Chrissie giggles, but when she retreats backwards into her room, her eyes turn as dark as 

the shadows cast from her closed curtains. “No one rated me hot.” 

I squirm. Beneath the hair she never washes and clothes that would be big on me, she’s 

pretty. Like Mum, she has flawless pale skin and buttercup-yellow hair, but unlike Mum, 

Chrissie seems to go out of her way to turn herself ugly. 

“Well, if you change your mind…” I break off as she climbs into her bed. 

“Just go,” she mumbles, pulling up the duvet to her neck. “I’ve got to get used to being on 

my own when they pack us off to boarding school.” 

“You’re not going to be on your own,” I tell her with some force. “We can meet every 

day after classes and just hang out; that way you’ll always have at least one person to speak 

to.” 
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Chapter 3 

 

 

My room looks like it did when we moved here four years ago — cardboard boxes neatly 

stacked against bare painted blue walls — only this time I don’t feel happy or excited, just 

this overwhelming sense of dread. 

Sitting down on my bed, I open up my laptop, plug in my headphones, and begin to watch 

the rushes of the coronation scenes, deleting the ones we really messed up and bookmarking 

those I’ll slot into the final version. 

I can’t concentrate. I pause the clip of Stew, who’s dressed as Olaf, in a hideous white 

onesie covered in cotton wool, and open up a browser to see what I can find out about St. 

Bart’s. Nothing. I’ve been searching ever since Dad told us, and the only thing I can find is 

the online version of the prospectus, which has marathon lists of things you’re not allowed to 

do and books I somehow have to read before the start of term. 

Sighing, I return to the impossible task of finishing our remake of Frozen, which Dave 

decided to name Snowzen (I’m not going into that now, but it seemed to make sense at the 

time), and go back to watching myself prance about in a blue dress, waving a wand. Why I let 

them talk me into playing Elsa, I have no idea. Okay — it’s funny. It would have been 

funnier had Stew managed to get into the dress, but as he and Dave write the scripts and 

Beth’s responsible for wardrobe, I don’t have a lot of choice — besides, I’m happiest behind 

the camera, even though I’m a pretty good actor. 

I pause when I realise I haven’t been watching any of the last two minutes where Beth 

and I are dancing. Dave, Stew, and I all look like complete bozos; Beth’s pure Hollywood. 

Brown hair hidden beneath an auburn wig, anime contacts, huge eyelashes, and perfectly 

applied makeup transforming her into a real-life cartoon, she’s never looked prettier and— 

I close my laptop as I think about things I really shouldn’t be thinking about my best 

friend, and it doesn’t matter how many times I tell myself this is stupid, especially when I’m 

being packed off to St. Bart’s. All I can think of is kissing Beth… 

“Knock, knock,” says a familiar voice, and looking up, I see Beth at the door, dressed in 

denim shorts and a blue vest. 

“Your mum let me in,” she says, filling in the awkward silence as I sit there trying to 

remember how I used to act in front of her. “How’s it going?” 

“It’s not,” I stammer as she sidles up next to me. 
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“Why?” 

“Can’t stop thinking about this new school,” I manage to splutter out, body still tense as I 

try to think of something, anything to stop my mind from focusing on how soft and warm her 

arm feels pressed up against mine, and how her long legs— 

“You’ll be fine,” Beth says, oblivious to the fact I’ve been behaving like an awkward 

dork these last few weeks. “Everyone always likes you.” 

“I’m not worried about me.” I sigh. “It’s Chrissie…” 

“I’d have thought she’d be jumping for joy,” Beth retorts. “Got you all to herself for 

once.” 

I hear myself groan. “Beth, please, she’s upset.” 

“She’s always upset about something,” Beth grumbles. “All this moping around, trying to 

look like some kind of anorexic pixie — she’s just attention seeking!” 

Ever since Mrs Brown paired us up to play Robin Hood and Maid Marian just after our 

tenth birthdays, the only thing we’ve ever argued about is Chrissie. 

“She’s not a kid, Rich,” Beth goes on. “She’s the same age as us, and treating her like one 

just makes her worse!” 

“I don’t, but there are things you don’t know.” 

“Like she’s a manipulative cow?” Beth meets me head on. “You should get her in front of 

the camera; she’s a far better actor than you or I put together.” 

I open my mouth to tell her she’s completely out of order, when my mobile beeps. 

“It’s her.” 

“You don’t—” I break off as I succeed in finding my mobile under a cushion, but Beth’s 

right — it’s Chrissie. 

“Go,” Beth snaps, getting out her mobile. 

“I’ll be right back,” I promise. 

“Yeah, right,” she says, already busy texting. 

“Beth, I really will be right back.” 

“No, you won’t,” she disagrees, not looking up from the screen. “She’ll be crying or 

having a migraine…” 

I don’t bother saying anything. There’s no point. We’ll only end up fighting, and I don’t 

want to waste our last few days together having an argument about Chrissie. So I promise her 

again I’ll be back in two minutes then go next door to see what Chrissie wants. 

“What’s wrong?” I ask, stepping inside the gloom. 
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Curled up in bed, she beckons me over. “I don’t feel well,” she complains, hugging her 

stomach. 

“I’ll get Mum,” I say, turning round to leave. 

“No,” she calls out. “Just sit with me for a bit.” 

“And how’s that going to help?” I ask, slightly irritated I’ve had a row with Beth over 

this. 

“I don’t worry about things when you’re here,” she whines. 

“Then come in my room,” I tell her, unable to shake off Beth’s words of warning. “Beth’s 

here, and I’ve a film to finish off.” 

“But?” 

“Chrissie, I need to get on.” 

Silence. 

“Do you want me to get Mum?” 

“No.” 

“Sure you’ll be all right?” 

“Yeah.” 

I close her door and return to Beth, part of me still wondering whether to get Mum. I can’t 

remember the last time I saw Chrissie eat. “Did you decide on which version of the song you 

liked best?” 

“I take it I was right, then,” Beth says, at least not making things worse by sounding 

smug. 

“You don’t understand.” I sigh, opening up my laptop again. “She got bullied at her old 

school—” 

“Everyone gets picked on, Rich!” Beth interrupts, not even prepared to hear me out. “This 

is just an excuse to get you running after her—” 

“It’s not an EXCUSE!” I cry, angry because she never gives Chrissie a chance. “It was so 

bad she tried to kill herself, and it was all my fault!” 

I never realised I blamed myself, but even though I’d never admitted it until now, I guess 

that’s why I let Chrissie hang around with us even when she’s being a mega pain. 

“What?” Beth stares at my open mouth. 

“Jenny Metcalf, my best friend from drama club, was the ringleader,” I explain, now back 

in control. “She turned everyone against Chrissie until she couldn’t take it anymore and tried 

to kill herself.” 

“Oh my God, Rich! Why didn’t you tell me?” 
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I shrug. Chrissie trying to kill herself and what really happened at Goldmeads is one of 

those things we never discuss, but just because no one ever talks about it doesn’t mean it 

didn’t happen. 

“I had no idea,” I tell Beth, finding myself wanting to talk more. “First thing I knew about 

it was when they sent me away to live with Nan and told me never to speak with Jenny and 

my other friends again.” 

Beth doesn’t say anything, just snuggles into me. 

“That’s why we moved here,” I continue, slipping my arm around her. “It was supposed 

to be a fresh start, but she’s never gotten over it.” 

“Is that why she’s all weird with us?” she asks, still keeping her arms looped around my 

waist. “Because she’s scared we’ll pick on her too.” 

“I guess…” But what stops me agreeing with Beth is the fact Chrissie was weird well 

before Goldmeads. 

“I still think she plays you,” says Beth after we’d just been hugging in a comfortable 

silence. 

“Perhaps,” I concede. “But she really does get scared.” 

“Okay, I’ll give her a break.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Now, what do you want me to do?” 

I look at Beth, perfect, pretty Beth. Beth with her long brown hair, her big brown eyes, 

white smile, and perfect summer-brown skin, and then I look back at my laptop, at her 

dressed as Anna, and how different she looks with auburn plaits, blue eyes, and OTT cartoon 

makeup. If she can transform herself into Anna, then perhaps… 

“Rich, what are you planning?” 

I turn to face her, the idea filling me with energy. “I want you to change Chrissie.” 

“What?” 

I turn my laptop round so she can see the same thing as me. “Can you give Chrissie a 

makeover? If she didn’t look so weird, then the other girls might give her a break.” 

She glances in the direction of Chrissie’s bedroom before cringing. “Rich, she won’t even 

come in the same room as me — there’s no way she’ll let me do her hair and makeup.” 

“Yes, she will.” I pull Beth to her feet before she has time to think of another excuse. 

“But we were going to spend the afternoon finishing the film!” 

“I can finish it off,” I tell her. “Please, Beth, for me?” 
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Chapter 4 

 

 

I receive a text from Beth to say they were ready, and to come round hers at five. Passing 

the circle of oak trees where we filmed Shrek, that first summer after we met at Brown’s 

Acting Academy, this ache opens up inside me, and hating Dad all over again, I climb over 

the gate into Beth’s yard, to find myself surrounded by a gaggle of waddling snow-white 

geese. 

Like she always does, Lucky, their sheepdog, bounds over, and after I fuss with her ears 

for a bit, I let her herd me towards the back door, where the smell of apple pie reminds me 

just how hungry I am. 

“Hello, Rich,” says Beth’s mum with her back to me as she takes another tray of pies 

from their gigantic oven. “Ready for the big unveiling?” 

I like her mum; she looks somewhat like Beth, only her long hair is beaded, and her pink 

cheeks always have flour on them. “Does she look good?” 

“We’re under strict instructions not to say anything,” she replies with a big grin. “And 

you’re not to go upstairs either; Beth wants you to wait in the conservatory.” 

“Okay,” I agree. “Are Dave and Stew here?” 

“Got here just before you,” says Beth’s dad, walking straight over to the fridge and 

getting himself a bottle of cider. “I told Beth if you want to invite some more of your mates 

over, that’s cool.” 

Even though they’re being nice, I feel miserable as he reminds me I’m being packed off 

to St. Bart’s in a couple of days. 

“Boarding school isn’t all bad,” he tells me as if reading my thoughts. “I went to one 

myself.” 

“You did?” I can’t believe her dad went to boarding school. I always thought he’d grown 

up on some hippie commune, because he had a long beard even before hipsters became 

fashionable. 

“I chose a different life, Rich,” he says, taking a swig from the bottle. “Education expands 

the mind, and fortunately for me, mine expanded so much I was able to break out from the rat 

race and do something more meaningful with my life.” 



Crazy For Alice 

13 

 

Beth’s mum hands me a huge slice of hot apple pie smothered in their homemade cream, 

and I can’t help it. I wish my parents were farmers too, so we’d have a nice home that we 

wouldn’t have to keep leaving. 

“There will always be a bed here for you, Rich,” her mum tells me. “And now Mark’s at 

Leeds, he can give you a lift back when you get one of those exeat weekends.” 

 

Chillaxing in the conservatory with the guys, I finish off my second piece of pie. 

“What are the people like who bought your house?” Dave asks from where he’s sprawled 

out on one of the armchairs with a Coke. 

“All right, they’ve got three daughters.” 

“Three!” Stew sits up so quickly he almost falls off the sofa. “What are they like?” 

“Cute,” I say. “Especially the youngest.” 

“Blond or brunette?” asks Dave. 

“Blond,” I tell him, fighting the urge to laugh. “Blue eyes, laughs a lot.” 

“She with anyone?” Stew tries to sound casual, but his round face makes him so 

transparent. Stew’s girl mad; but girls aren’t that mad about him. He’s usually got bigger tits 

than they have. 

“Don’t think so,” I reply with a big smirk on my face. “She’s three.” 

“Bastard!” Stew hurls an orange at me. 

Laughing, I catch it. I’m going to miss them, I really am. 

“How much longer is Beth going to be?” Stew complains, finishes his Coke, and takes 

another one. “What’s she up to anyway that’s so top secret?” 

“She’s giving Chrissie one of those makeovers.” 

Dave almost chokes. “You’re kidding, right?” 

“No.” I know they’re my mates, but I’m not having them say anything about my sister. 

“Girls like doing that kind of stuff.” 

“Normal girls!” Dave laughs. 

“Are you trying to say my sister isn’t normal?” I’m getting hot again, and it isn’t the sun 

making me burn. 

“Leave it, Rich,” Stew begs, playing his usual role of peacemaker. “He doesn’t mean 

anything by it, but Chrissie, well, she’s kind of…” 

“Kind of what?” I demand. 

“Well,” Stew stammers. “She doesn’t talk to anyone, except, well — you.” 
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“She does!” I snap, even though I can’t think of anyone. “She’s just shy.” 

“If you say…” Stew shrugs. “Sorry…” 

“Yeah, sorry…” Dave echoes. 

I let it drop because they have, but I’m still not happy. We drink and talk some more, and 

even though it’s one of the brightest summer days, there’s a thunderstorm hanging over me. 

Once again, I’m falling out with my friends because of Chrissie. I check my watch and try to 

enjoy my last Saturday with my best mates, but I can’t; there’s just too much tension pressing 

down on me. 

A rush of footsteps coming down the stairs makes us all sit up, and a second later, Beth 

sticks her head round the door. “Ready?” 

I nod, and as Beth pushes the door open to reveal the results, just as they do in those 

reality programs, I have to blink twice. I can’t believe that’s my skinny, awkward-looking 

twin standing in front of me. 

Chrissie giggles as Dave lets out a long wolf whistle and Stew sucks in his stomach. I 

don’t know how, but in a few short hours, Beth’s transformed Chrissie — it’s no less 

incredible than the special effects in the last Spielberg. 

“What do you think, Rich?” Chrissie’s dull, matted blond hair is now long, silky waves, 

and the makeup makes her skin and eyes glow. 

“You look great!” I get up so I can get a closer look at her in her pink strappy dress. “And 

so tall!” 

“Skyscraper heels,” she says, waving her foot at me. “Do you really think I look good?” 

“Ask them!” I tell her, nodding in the direction of Dave and Stew, who look like a right 

couple of dorks with their open mouths. “Well?” 

They both nod, and then we all laugh the thunderstorm away as Chrissie spins around and 

poses while Dave takes pictures of her with his mobile. 

Standing before Beth, I find myself falling into her lovely big, brown eyes. “Thanks. I 

knew you could do it.” 

“Do I win the Oscar for best makeup artist?” 

“I’ll let you know after the film.” She’s been my best friend since we arrived, so why is it 

when I’m about to leave, I fall in love with her? 
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Chapter 5 

 

 

In honour of our last-ever production, we had popcorn and Stew poured some vodka into 

the Coke as we watched Snowzen on the giant flat-screen in Beth’s conservatory. 

Dave and Stew, who’ve suddenly decided my sister’s cool now that she looks like she 

belongs on some magazine cover, sit with her on one sofa, while I crash with Beth on the 

other. Just to make it clear, I don’t want to share her, I put my arm around her shoulders the 

way friends do, the way I’ve done a million times before, only today it feels like I’m doing 

something undercover. 

“I’m glad you decided on the spray foam,” Beth says, still using my chest as a pillow. 

“Even though it doesn’t look like snow.” 

“I’d be an idiot not to listen to you,” I confess, distracted by her perfect dancer’s legs. Her 

dress is way too short. “You always come up with the best endings.” 

“And you always know how to get the best out of them,” she tells me, her face moving 

nearer to mine. “You even managed to make the polystyrene look cold.” 

I swallow as once again all I can do is think about kissing her. 

“I think that’s my best performance yet,” Dave mumbles with a mouthful of popcorn. “I 

was a very convincing Hans. As soon as you upload it to YouTube, thousands of girls around 

the world will be begging me to take them out!” 

“He wishes.” Beth sniggers in my ear. 

The moment’s broken. I’m wishing now I’d insisted on playing Hans; at least I would 

have got to kiss her, even if it was only acting. 

“Time to party,” says Stew. “Give Rich a proper send-off.” 

“I agree.” Dave jumps to his feet and extends his hand towards Chrissie after doing some 

elaborate bow. “Care to join us?” 

She looks at me, as if trying to ask me something with a searching look, but I never know 

what she’s thinking, and after a while she just shrugs and follows Dave out. 

“Coming?” asks Beth, waving her hand in front of my eyes. 

“Yes,” I say, waking up. 

She smiles and takes my hand as we head out. She’s relaxed and comfortable with me 

because I’m still her best friend, Rich; it’s me who’s on edge because I want more. 
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The Youth Centre is the only place to hang out in the village because everyone knows we’re 

underage. Unfortunately, my chances of sitting next to Beth are ruined when Chrissie sits 

next to me in the back of the jeep. I don’t know if it’s me just seeing what I want to see, but 

I think Beth’s disappointed too. 

There’s so many kids trying to cram into the church hall, they’re spilling out into the car 

park. Sam, who’s back from uni for the summer, is deejaying, and as he’s better than Fatboy 

Slim at mixing, the dance floor’s packed. 

Stew joins some of his mates from college at the pool table, while Dave, Beth, Chrissie, 

and I, with a bit of persuasion from Dave, hit the dance floor and just let ourselves go. 

Beth dances really well; she’s classically trained, so whatever the music, she always 

seems to know how to move her body to look cool — cool and so very sexy. 

“Where’s my present?” She has to pull me down and shout into my ear so I can hear her 

over the thumping bass. 

I’m glad there was vodka in the Coke, because I’d never have the nerve to pull her this 

close to me, the way I’m feeling now. “What present?” 

She giggles, her cheeks bright pink. “My kiss for making Chrissie hot.” 

My mind empties. I’ve played her lover twice, memorised the most romantic lines ever 

written, and been fantasying about this moment for weeks, and all I can do now is stand there 

like a mute moron. 

“I thought you liked me.” 

“I do,” I manage to stammer. “I like you a lot.” 

She smiles and takes my hand. Me, I tell you, if Steven Spielberg walked in and told me 

he wanted me to co-direct on his next project, I’d have probably handled it better. 

“You want to go outside?” 

I nod. 

“Well, you coming or not?” 

“Coming,” I somehow stammer, and with her leading the way, I follow her round the 

back of the hall where there aren’t any lights and we can be alone. 

“I’m going to miss you,” she says, giving my hand a squeeze. “You will write to me, 

won’t you?” 

I nod, my mind blank. Even though I’ve imagined this happening loads of times over the 

last couple of weeks, now that it is, it still doesn’t seem real. 
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“Liar,” she says, slapping my arm playfully. “You’ll forget about me the moment you’ve 

gone.” 

“No, I won’t.” 

“Sure?” she teases, drawing circles round my heart with her fingertip. “What happens 

when all those pretty girls start throwing themselves at you?” 

My fingers are shaking so much when I go to brush her cheek she has to hold my wrist to 

steady them. “Why would I want any of them when I’m with the prettiest girl in the world?” 

She loops her arms around my neck and leans into me, her eyes never leaving mine. “So 

how come we never got together?” 

“Because I’m an idiot,” I tell her, finally starting to relax and enjoy the moment. “An 

idiot who’s going to miss you like crazy.” 

I’ve kissed girls before, but I’m as terrified as I was when Jenny Metcalf gave me my 

very first kiss at the drama club Christmas party when I was ten. 

My lips touch hers, gently at first. In case she’s made a mistake and wants to go back to 

being just friends, I want to make this one and only kiss last forever. Then I hear her moan, 

and realising she wants me as much as I want her, I deepen the kiss, and beneath the 

moonlight, we stop being just friends. 

“Rich!” 

My lips refusing to leave Beth’s, I groan as I hear Chrissie calling me. 

“Rich, where are you?” 

I try to ignore her, but I can’t. I can hear the tears building up in her voice, and I can’t 

stay here with Beth, even though it’s the only thing I want. 

“Ignore her,” whispers Beth, her lips nibbling at my neck. 

I try to block out Chrissie’s voice as I lose myself in kissing Beth again, but the guilt 

won’t leave me alone. “I can’t.” 

Beth pushes me away. “Don’t you see?” she cries, her eyes filling with tears. “She plays 

up every time someone takes you away from her.” 

“Rubbish.” 

“Not rubbish!” she yells, body trembling with rage. “Rich, she got sick when you were 

supposed to go camping with Dave, got a panic attack on that skiing trip, and now we’ve 

finally got it together…” 

“I’ll be right back,” I promise, deciding it’s best to ignore the whole crying thing. “Just as 

soon as I know she’s all right.” 

“Don’t bother!” Hugging herself, Beth walks back towards the music. 
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“Where are you going?” 

“To find someone else to dance with!” 

I kick the wall and cry out as I smash my big toe. Hopping on the spot as my foot 

explodes with pain, I watch Beth walk away, but I can’t go running after her. Ignoring 

Chrissie hurts even more than my foot. I go to kick the wall again, change my mind, then, 

after a bit of searching, find Chrissie sitting at the bus stop in the dark. 

“You okay?” 

“I thought you said I looked pretty.” Rocking back and forth, she fixes her sad blue eyes 

on me. 

“You do,” I tell her, not sure where this is heading. “Why, what’s happened?” 

“No one asked me to dance, and when Dave got off with Amber Miller…” 

I can’t believe she dragged me away from Beth for this. I’ve blown things big time for 

nothing. 

“Rich?” 

“What?” 

“Rich?” she shakes my arm. “Why didn’t anyone ask me to dance?” 

“Because it happens!” 

“Doesn’t happen to you!” 

“I get blown off all the time,” I snap. “Now are you coming back inside or not?” 

“You only want to go back inside so you can screw Beth!” 

For a horrible moment, this sick feeling bubbles up inside, and for the first time ever, I 

think Beth’s got a point about Chrissie, and before I say something I’m going to regret, I get 

up and go. 

“Rich, I’m sorry.” 

I try to shake her off me, but she just holds on even tighter. 

“I just get scared when you’re not around,” she sobs, refusing to give up. “After 

Goldmeads and Jenny Metcalf…” 

I stop. The words act like a magic spell, reminding me I shouldn’t be angry with her, 

because when I thought she was dead, I prayed to God I’d never complain about her 

suffocating me again as long as He let her live. 

“I’m sorry,” she says, still crying as she tries to get me to hold her. “I know I’m a pain, 

but when they all crowded around me, it reminded me of when all the girls cornered me in 

the gym and…” 
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“It’s all right.” Just because Goldmeads was a long time ago doesn’t mean she’s over it, 

and giving in like I always do, I let her hug me. “Now can we go back inside?” 

To my relief, she stops crying, and on the way back in, I give Chrissie the lowdown on 

what guys like. It takes me all of two minutes, slightly longer than it does for some bloke to 

hit on her. I make her go with him, even though she doesn’t want to, then prowl the dance 

floor as I debate how to get Beth away from this smug, cocky guy who could kick my butt 

with one hand tied behind his back. There’s no easy way. I’m just going to have to go for it. 

“Beth!” I tap her on the shoulder, jealousy making me far braver than I really am. 

She glances at me once before returning her attentions to the other guy, who just grins at 

me. I’m mad now. 

“Beth!” 

“Go away!” 

“Beth!” I take a step forward, ready to fight or die trying. 

This time she smiles at me, and after whispering something in the other guy’s ear, moves 

her arms from around his neck to mine. 

“Steve’s a mate from dance class,” she tells me. 

“I don’t care who he is!” I have her back without being punched, but I’m still mad. 

“You’re jealous!” 

Her laughing just makes the fires inside burn even more. 

“Oh, Rich, don’t be like that!” Kissing me on the cheek, she continues to giggle in my 

ear. “You’ve got nothing to get upset about.” 

“You were all over him!” 

“Only to make you jealous,” she tells me as she starts to play with my hair. 

“Well, congratulations, you succeeded!” I hate feeling like this, wanting her and at the 

same time, wanting to push her away because she’s making a right fool of me. 

“Rich, Steve’s more likely to fancy you!” 

“I don’t care!” 

“Please, Rich?” 

I swallow as her lips brush mine. 

“Kiss and make up?” 

I can’t say no; the anger dissolves, and suddenly nothing else matters. Smiling, I kiss her, 

just like before. Only this time we have an audience, as Dave and Stew laugh and whoop. 
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This morning everything was hopeless. I was terrified what would happen to Chrissie 

when we went to St. Bart’s, and thanks to Beth, she’ll fit in no problem, and as for me — 

well, like the hero in any film, I got the girl. 
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Chapter 6 

 

 

Someone’s pressed the fast forward button on my life. One moment I am making out with 

Beth in her top field, the next I’m seconds away from being cut off from the outside world 

as the limo turns down some sorry excuse for a road, flanked on either side by an endless 

desert of sorry-looking bracken and shrubs. 

Ten miles or more behind us was Brockwater Village, which I almost missed when I lost 

the connection to Beth, marking the last post of civilisation. This would make a great location 

if I ever wanted to make a zombie movie, just not the place I want to spend the next year of 

my life. I groan as my signal disappears again and turn to Chrissie. 

“All right?” 

“Like you care,” she grumbles. 

“What have I done now?” She’s been in a right mood ever since we left. 

She doesn’t say anything, just glares at me, and now she dresses like the queen bee in one 

of those lame chick flicks, it’s kind of intimidating. 

“Look, this is stupid,” I concede as the driver slows to join a long line of black limos, 

Range Rovers, Jaguars, and several Lamborghinis. “I don’t want to be fighting with you 

when I’ve got to try to get along with a group of guys I don’t know.” 

“Well, you should have thought of that before you ignored me the entire drive here!” she 

retorts. “You promised me you’d look after me.” 

“Give me a break.” I sigh. “I’m not going to see Beth for ages — you and I are going to 

be together twenty-four, seven.” 

“Until you ditch me for all your new friends.” 

“That’s not going to happen.” I groan, kind of forgetting what I was going to say when I 

get my first glimpse of the school, some monstrosity of a stately home, standing guard 

amongst a vast estate of emerald lawns, majestic trees, and more than one tennis court from 

what I can make out. “Anyway, the way you look now, you’re more likely to be the one 

doing the ditching.” 

“Like that’s going to happen.” 

This time I decide to ignore the attitude. “Just do what I told you to, and everything will 

be cool, and remember, don’t tell anyone I make films.” 

“You’re being really dumb about this.” 
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“Whatever.” I sigh, checking to see if I have a signal so I can call Beth one last time. I 

don’t. “But this isn’t going to be like our old school, and until I can figure them out, I don’t 

want them knowing—” 

“You dress up like a girl for laughs,” she says, flashing me a caustic smile. 

“Glad you finally understand,” I say, matching her sarcasm as we draw even nearer to the 

huge dark-grey stone building. Whoever decided to turn this place into a school had a definite 

fetish for classic B horror movies. 

Deciding not to try to speak to Chrissie until she had enough of ignoring me, I continue to 

check out the school. According to the prospectus, this is a Tudor manor house, and there is 

currently a collection to repair the bell tower. If there is a collection to install Wi-Fi or behead 

a few vomiting gargoyles that have procreated over most of the turrets — I might donate. 

The car crunches to a stop alongside two identical limos, where a couple of seriously hot 

girls, who have to be sixth formers, gracefully exit from the backseat, both wearing barely 

there LBDs and carrying identical black Chanel handbags. I turn to Chrissie; if she blows this 

audition, we’re going to have the term from Hell, but she’s still ignoring me. Stomach tense, I 

get out the car and join the organised chaos of an extravagant red-carpet event. 

Around the perimeter of the car park, LV, Fendi, Gucci, and all manner of designer-

branded luggage is piled onto an ever-moving train of trollies, which are being pushed into a 

side door by some rather pompous men, all wearing pristine black suits, top hats, and purple-

and-gold neckties. 

Everyone here from year seven to thirteen are a walking advert for the high-end fashion 

houses, and barely taking notice of Chrissie and me, some air kiss or exchange fake 

pleasantries before joining the queue of students all making their way into the opulent marble 

entrance. I swallow as I sense Chrissie move alongside me. This is going to be my biggest 

acting challenge to date. 

“Just the six bags?” asks a man’s voice, and turning away from the approaching Bentley 

complete with flags, I find one of the porters is speaking to me. 

“What?” 

“Is it just the six bags here you wish taken to your dorm?” he repeats in the same bored 

tones. 

“Er, no.” I really should have rehearsed this more, and with the absence of information 

online my only references on how to behave in these situations are some dubious period 

dramas and Harry Potter. “Those three are my sister’s. I’ll take this one.” I grab my camera 

bag and sling it over my shoulder. 
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“I trust you’ve taken out all iPads, mobile devices, and other electrical equipment that has 

external connectivity?” 

I nod and pat my camera bag. “It’s all in here.” 

“I hope for your sake it is,” he tells me. “Now move along to registration.” 

I follow where he’s pointing and join the queue of girls and boys spilling out of the main 

entrance doors. Chrissie still refuses to acknowledge my existence, despite clinging to me 

like a shadow. I stand there for a bit, get out my mobile, find there’s still no signal, smile at a 

couple of the girls who are checking me out, look to see if I’ve got a signal again, and am just 

about to repeat the process when a relatively normal guy about my age in jeans and a 

nondescript grey sweatshirt slots in behind us. 

“You new?” He looks normal enough, but his accent wouldn’t sound out of place in 

Downton Abbey (and I’m not talking the servant’s quarters). 

Relieved, I turn to him and nod. “Is it that obvious?” 

His long, freckled face breaks into a reassuring grin. “Very obvious. I’m Jones, by the 

way.” 

I shake his hand, liking him straight away. “I’m Rich, and this is my sister, Chrissie.” 

Chrissie, who’s still in a mega-strop, flashes a quick smile and goes back to ignoring me 

by playing a game on her mobile. 

“We don’t use first names here,” he says, pushing his floppy brown fringe out of his eyes. 

“Which is good, really; my dad had a sense of humour failure when he decided to call me 

Rupert. That’s my brother Oscar over there. He’s Head Boy — you call him Bollinger.” 

He points to a tall guy with slightly darker hair that obscures most of his face, and looks 

far too cool to be at school, despite the fact he’s wearing what appears to be a woollen 

kimono paired with distressed skinny jeans. I should have guessed as soon as he said his 

name was Rupert, he had a double-barrelled surname. 

“All right, Jarvis?” I nudge Chrissie, but she’s still in strop-mode. 

“Girls use their first name,” Jones explains, politely ignoring the fact Chrissie is blanking 

me. “St. Bart’s was boys only until a couple of years ago, so a lot of the traditions don’t apply 

to them.” 

“Does that mean I get to keep my mobile?” Chrissie enquires. 

“No, and don’t even think about trying to smuggle one in; you don’t want to get caught 

breaking any of the rules — especially The Code.” If I was filming this, I would have 

dimmed the lights and under-lit him with a spotlight when he said The Code. 
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“I don’t get it.” I read all about this Code in the prospectus, and I could have explained it 

in a lot less than the three pages they took. “If you steal something, you get in trouble or 

expelled. Seems reasonable enough.” 

“There’s a bit more to it,” he says, checking over his shoulder as if to see we’re not being 

overheard. “Break The Code, and even the masters won’t help you out.” 

“Yeah, right,” I snort, but to my surprise, Jones is still serious. 

“I’m not joking,” he says, his fear somehow managing to entice Chrissie out of mega-

strop mode. “In my first year, Stilton, this year twelve, hung himself in the bell tower after he 

stole a master’s mobile. He’d been put in solitary for his own protection because…” 

I follow his gaze and see a huge man with silver hair and black flowing robes striding 

past. 

“That’s the Head,” Jones explains, speaking in normal tones again. 

The Head could pass for Count Dracula, but I decide to keep my comments to myself. 

“You were saying about Stilton, was it?” 

“Oh, that.” He shrugs. “Well, you learn to take the rules seriously here. That’s why all the 

cameras were installed.” 

For the first time, I notice all the security cameras positioned above the doors and 

stairwells, and I don’t know why, but knowing they film us makes me shiver. 

We chat some more as the queue moves slowly forward, while Rupert — I mean Jones — 

points out other guys from our year. 

“It isn’t that bad,” Jones continues as we near our turn to sign in. “School has a pretty 

good polo squad, and most weekends there’s archery and shooting. Do you play?” 

“Polo?” I shake my head. “I signed up for rugby.” 

“Bad mistake,” he tells me. “Especially if you’re any good. You any good?” 

“I played for my last school…” I trail off as he winces. “Why?” 

He winces again but refrains from saying anything else as the roar of a helicopter comes 

in to land, drowning out everything. I knew even before Jones told me, the boy exiting the 

helicopter was Robert Spencer, the son of Dad’s new boss. Dressed casually in a black suit 

and white t-shirt with dark shades and neat black hair, he moves with A-list confidence 

towards the school as the porters race to retrieve the five Louis Vuitton trunks. Talk about 

making an entrance. I almost feel compelled to ask for his autograph when he takes his place 

alongside Jones. 

Comfortable as anything, the two of them knock knuckles before he shows me a really 

awful photo of me on his iPhone. “You’re Jarvis, then.” 
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I nod, noticing he’s a couple of inches taller than I am and has a lot more muscles on his 

tanned arms. 

“And I take it this must be Chrissie.” He removes his shades and turns on the charm to 

full leading-actor beam. “If your father had sent over a photo of you, I might have invited you 

both over before term started.” 

I freeze as I wait to see how Chrissie’s going to react to this; if she doesn’t play it cool 

and goes running off — this is it. Game over. But she’s still in mega-strop mode, and rolling 

her eyes, returns to her game. Fortunately, being blown off (something I doubt Spencer ever 

experiences, because even without billionaire status, he’s leading-man material), seems to 

amuse him, and he continues to grace us with his presence. 

“You don’t look much like twins,” he muses, turning to me. 

I know I’ve been told to suck up to him, but if I don’t stand up to him now, he’ll think 

I’m a pushover. “Well, we wouldn’t, would we? She’s a girl.” 

To my relief, he laughs. “I think I’m going to like you, Jarvis, but not as much as your 

sister.” 

I know he doesn’t mean it. Behind all that smugness, he’s just playing with her, but 

Chrissie continues to add him to the list of people she’s decided to blank — which still 

includes me. 

“So, who’s your dorm master?” Spencer asks me, continuing to check Chrissie out. 

“Parker.” 

“Same as us,” he says, sticking out his foot and sending a small, skinny boy with glasses 

sprawling forward. “Watch it, Hermit!” 

I laugh, only because I don’t want to end up like the skinny boy who’s picking himself up 

off the tiles, and Chrissie — well, I’m not sure she even noticed. 

“He’s a right loser!” Spencer continues, sounding almost bored. “Isn’t that right, Jones?” 

Jones feigns a grin, but he’s not a good enough actor to hide the unease, which makes him 

chew on his bottom lip. 

“Still, he has his uses,” Spencer continues. 

“He does?” I turn round to see Hermit, if that’s his name, scrambling to pick up his bags 

before scuttling up the stairs, presumably to the dorms, where the teachers can offer him 

some protection. 

“Yes, do you want to do your own laundry?” 

I shrug, telling myself if I don’t go along with this, me and Chrissie are going to be the 

ones getting shoved about. “I thought that’s what the girls were for.” 
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He laughs, and Chrissie looks up from her mobile just long enough to glare at me, which 

is the only reason why I said it; if she doesn’t start acting normal soon, Hermit won’t be the 

only one getting a hard time. 

“Better get ready,” Jones tells me, powering off his mobile and dropping it into a small 

black case. “You need to check in everything that can get a signal.” 

“And they really don’t give them back to us at weekends?” I ask as Spencer slips his 

mobile into an LV briefcase. 

“Afraid not,” Jones tells me. “And don’t forget your smartwatch too.” 

Wishing I’d been more prepared, I stuff it in my camera bag and hope I can survive 

without my playlists until the first exeat weekend. 

“You can rent mobiles in the village,” Jones says. “And there’s an Internet café too.” 

“How much?” 

“Pound a minute.” 

I feel my shoulders sag. I’m going to be broke forever on the allowance Dad’s given me. 

“What’s the problem?” Spencer asks me as we reach the row of tables where the masters 

are collecting all the banned goods. “Just get some more money out on your credit card.” 

Mr Wilson, history teacher, signs me in. He tells me to call him sir. “You call everyone 

sir here,” he explains, so I guess I won’t have any difficulty remembering names. He takes 

out his clipboard and writes mine on the top of a form, forcing me to look at the top of his 

bald head as he ticks off all the items in my bag against a long list of contraband goods. 

“Any other wireless communicators?” he asks, writing down my mobile number at the 

top of the page. 

“No, sir,” I reply, checking to see if Chrissie is okay. She is; one of the girl prefects is 

looking after her. 

“Digital photo frame?” 

“Yes, but it doesn’t connect to the web.” 

“Hand it over!” 

Groaning, I open up my bag and pull it out, along with half a ton of sweets and crisps I 

bought in case the food sucks here. 

“Did you read the joining instructions, Jarvis?” he bellows, ensuring everyone looks at 

me. 

“Yes.” 

“Well, read them again,” he says, holding out a booklet. “And memorise them this time!” 

“Yes, sir,” I say, with a hint of sarcasm, just to show I’m not scared. 
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“You being insolent, Jarvis?” 

“Me, sir?” I pull my innocent face, the one I used to get the part of Oliver. “No, sir.” 

“Good, now hand your bag over. I don’t have time for twenty questions.” 

I groan again as I flick through the rulebook. I don’t believe half this stuff; it’s as if I’ve 

been sent to one of those sadistic schools Charles Dickens wrote about. 

“What’s this?” 

“Dictaphone, sir.” I switch it on. This was my best buy ever from Japan and looks like a 

futuristic lighter. The sound quality even at distance is studio quality. “I use it for recording 

useful sounds — do you want to test it out?” 

He doesn’t want to test it. He now wants to know what my camcorder is. “And this?” 

“It’s a high-definition digital camcorder, sir,” I say, not holding back the sarcasm this 

time, because I’ve had enough of him talking to me as if I’m a moron. 

“Well,” he tells me with a nasty smile, “you can wave goodbye to your high-definition 

digital camcorder because it’s not allowed!” 

“You can’t do that!” 

It isn’t until I see the way Spencer and Jones look at me in the dead silence that gobbles 

up the entrance hall that I realise I have committed a crime of the millennium by St. Bart’s 

standards. Along with everyone else, they are frozen rigid in surreal terror, but I have no idea 

why they’re so freaked. 

“I need it for my studies!” I say through gritted teeth. 

“I’ll decide what you do and do not need, Jarvis!” Wilson growls, sticking his face in 

mine. “And you don’t need this.” 

This would never have happened at my old school, and my mouth is open, ready to ask 

him how I’m supposed to do media studies with no camera, when Jones elbows me out of the 

way. 

“Jarvis is really sorry, sir,” says Jones, looking as terrified as if Wilson had a gun pointed 

at him. “I’ll make sure he knows—” 

But Wilson refuses to let Jones finish. “If I were you, Jones, I’d keep your mouth shut. 

You’re still on probation after that stunt you pulled last term.” 

“But he’s new and doesn’t know the rules—” 

Once again, Wilson refuses to let Jones finish, only this time it hits me what deep trouble 

I’m in when, without warning, Wilson rises to his feet and in one swift movement grabs 

Jones by the scruff of the collar. 
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“One more word out of you, and you can kiss goodbye to all privileges for the rest of the 

year,” he warns Jones in a nasty voice. “Do I make myself clear?” 

Jones attempts to nod but can’t. “Sorry, sir.” 

Wilson grunts and, satisfied, releases Jones. “Anything you want to add, Jarvis?” 

In a state of numb shock, I look around for someone, anyone, who, like me, thinks we 

should be calling the police, but for some unknown reason, they all seem to think threatening 

students is fine. 

“Still want your camera?” 

I go to shake my head. I’m no coward, but I’m not going to antagonise him any further, 

not until Chrissie and I are on the next train back to civilisation, which won’t be long. There’s 

no way Mum will leave us here when I tell her what the teachers are like. Unfortunately, 

Chrissie decides it’s time to stand up for me. 

“Please, sir,” she says, sounding as scared as I feel. “Rich has permission to bring his 

camera.” 

“Really?” Wilson sneers. 

She nods, oblivious to me silently pleading with her to shut up. 

“Rich has been selected to apply for work experience at the BBC,” she goes on. “He’s the 

youngest ever to be picked, and he needs his camera because he’s doing his GCSE a year 

early.” 

The silence somehow becomes even more intense. 

“He’s really very good,” Chrissie continues in excited tones. “He’s won loads of awards, 

and he’s even been on TV.” 

Mr Wilson raises an eyebrow, but not in an impressed or interested way. 

“Really?” he muses. “And pray what masterpieces does Jarvis produce?” 

I’ve studied enough movie scripts to know what’s coming next; I wish Chrissie had so 

she’d stop making this worse. 

“He does everything; he’s just finished this fab movie…” She breaks off, realising her 

mistake, and just stands there staring at her boots, bottom lip curled over. 

“And the title of this epic film?” 

“Snowzen,” she answers in a small voice. 

“A documentary on penguins?” Wilson asks, looking from her to me, clearly enjoying my 

squirming. 

“No,” she mumbles, still looking at her boots. “It’s a comedy tribute of Frozen.” 

“And what part did you play, Jarvis?” 
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In a movie, this is one of those crunch moments, where it can go one of two ways for the 

hero, and I’m not going to crash and burn in the opening scenes. 

“Anna.” 

The silence is shattered by muffled sniggers as Wilson’s lined face morphs into a grin 

worthy of The Joker. “You’re an actress too?” 

“Yes, sir,” I say, projecting a confidence to tell everyone if they think they can bully me 

about this, they can’t. “Do you want to see?” 

A few gasps from behind let me know that I’ve survived the crunch moment. 

“No,” he growls. 

“I do serious drama too, sir,” I add, just to make sure that even the deaf, blind, and stupid 

can’t use this against me. “I got an award for my portrayal of Tony in Westside Story.” 

“Any more lip, Jarvis, and you’ll be starring in round-the-clock detentions,” he retorts, 

handing back my camera. “Do I make myself clear?” 

“Perfectly,” I reply, and still playing cocky comedian, I leave a long pause before saying, 

“Sir.” 

Mr Wilson — Sir — grunts. “Check that’s correct, and sign there.” 

I glance down the list of everything he’s taken, and I’m just about to sign my name when 

he coughs. 

“I’d read the disclaimer if I were you, Jarvis.” 

I read the two lines in bold italics. “Any student caught with contraband goods will lose 

all privileges and, depending on the severity of the offence, face suspension leading to 

possible expulsion.” 

“Still want to sign?” 

“Yes, sir.” I sign my name and hand back the form. 

He grunts again. “New students have to go to the Churchill Room for your induction pack 

— just follow the signs.” 

I stride out of there like I still own the scene and put as much distance as I can between 

Chrissie and me. I know she didn’t do it on purpose, but I’d specifically told her not to say 

anything. Now all I need to make this day the worst ever is to find out I’ve got Hermit as my 

roommate. 
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