
      
         
            
         
      

   


Further praise for Pigeon English:





'Pigeon English will be read by millions … in a year or so it will be a fixture on the school English syllabus. Parents who do their children’s homework are in for a treat’ Daily Telegraph



'Pigeon English is a superb evocation of a child’s inner world’ The Times 



‘One of the hardest things in fiction is to write from a child’s point of view – Kelman does it brilliantly’ Guardian 



‘Pigeon English thrives on the sharp collision between Harrison’s quasi-comic naiveté and magical world view … and the casual, nihilistic ugliness he blithely describes’ **** Metro 



‘It seems hard to believe that this is the author’s first book … It seems perverse to describe Pigeon English, with its spilled blood and wasted lives, as an optimistic book but, against all the odds, it is’ Alex Clark, Guardian



‘Kelman grew up on a similar estate himself, and Harri’s experience of it is convincing … very engaging, Pigeon English presents us with a likeable young narrator and sheds more light on the pressures of growing up in modern urban Britain’ The Herald 



‘As with the finest books narrated by children, the gap between their understanding and our own more nuanced interpretation provides both humour and poignant irony … Kelman’s dead-on evocation of the horrors and freedoms of inner-city childhood deserves attention.’ Sunday Telegraph



‘Harri’s observations on his unfamiliar London life are full of satirical charm, … Kelman excels at sharp observations and comic timing…Kelman deals sensitively with the subject matter of teenage violence’ TLS
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For the traveller





I’d rather learn from one bird how to sing     

than teach ten thousand stars how not to dance

                           E. E. Cummings
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You could see the blood. It was darker than you thought. It was all on the ground outside Chicken Joe’s. It just felt crazy.

Jordan: ‘I’ll give you a million quid if you touch it.’

Me: ‘You don’t have a million.’

Jordan: ‘One quid then.’

You wanted to touch it but you couldn’t get close enough. There was a line in the way:



POLICE LINE DO NOT CROSS



If you cross the line you’ll turn to dust.

We weren’t allowed to talk to the policeman, he had to concentrate for if the killer came back. I could see the chains hanging from his belt but I couldn’t see the gun.



The dead boy’s mamma was guarding the blood. She wanted it to stay, you could tell. The rain wanted to come and wash the blood away but she wouldn’t let it. She wasn’t even crying, she was just stiff and fierce like it was her job to scare the rain back up into the sky. A pigeon was looking for his chop. He walked right in the blood. He was even sad as well, you could tell where his eyes were all pink and dead.



The flowers were already bent. There were pictures of the dead boy wearing his school uniform. His jumper was green.

My jumper’s blue. My uniform’s better. The only bad thing about it is the tie, it’s too scratchy. I hate it when they’re scratchy like that.

There were bottles of beer instead of candles and the dead boy’s friends wrote messages to him. They all said he was a great friend. Some of the spelling was wrong but I didn’t mind. His football boots were on the railings tied up by their laces. They were nearly new Nikes, the studs were proper metal and everything.

Jordan: ‘Shall I t’ief them? He don’t need ’em no more.’

I just pretended I didn’t hear him. Jordan would never really steal them, they were a million times too big. They looked too empty just hanging there. I wanted to wear them but they’d never fit.



Me and the dead boy were only half friends, I didn’t see him very much because he was older and he didn’t go to my school. He could ride his bike with no hands and you never even wanted him to fall off. I said a prayer for him inside my head. It just said sorry. That’s all I could remember. I pretended like if I kept looking hard enough I could make the blood move and go back in the shape of a boy. I could bring him back alive that way. It happened before, where I used to live there was a chief who brought his son back like that. It was a long time ago, before I was born. Asweh, it was a miracle. It didn’t work this time.

I gave him my bouncy ball. I don’t need it anymore, I’ve got five more under my bed. Jordan only gave him a pebble he found on the floor.

Me: ‘That doesn’t count. It has to be something that belonged to you.’

Jordan: ‘I ain’t got nothing. I didn’t know we had to bring a present.’

I gave Jordan a strawberry Chewit to give to the dead boy, then I showed him how to make a cross. Both the two of us made a cross. We were very quiet. It even felt important. We ran all the way home. I beat Jordan easily. I can beat everybody, I’m the fastest in Year 7. I just wanted to get away before the dying caught us.



The buildings are all mighty around here. My tower is as high as the lighthouse at Jamestown. There are three towers all in a row: Luxembourg House, Stockholm House and Copenhagen House. I live in Copenhagen House. My flat is on floor 9 out of 14. It’s not even hutious, I can look from the window now and my belly doesn’t even turn over. I love going in the lift, it’s brutal, especially when you’re the only one in there. Then you could be a spirit or a spy. You even forget the pissy smell because you’re going so fast.

It’s proper windy at the bottom like a whirlpool. If you stand at the bottom where the tower meets the ground and put your arms out, you can pretend like you’re a bird. You can feel the wind try to pick you up, it’s nearly like flying.

Me: ‘Hold your arms out wider!’

Jordan: ‘They’re as wide as I can get ’em! This is so gay, I’m not doing it no more!’

Me: ‘It’s not gay, it’s brilliant!’

Asweh, it’s the best way to feel alive. You only don’t want the wind to pick you up, because you don’t know where it will drop you. It might drop you in the bushes or the sea.



In England there’s a hell of different words for everything. It’s for if you forget one, there’s always another one left over. It’s very helpful. Gay and dumb and lame mean all the same. Piss and slash and tinkle mean all the same (the same as greet the chief). There’s a million words for a bulla. When I came to my new school, do you know what’s the first thing Connor Green said to me?

Connor Green: ‘Have you got happiness?’

Me: ‘Yes.’

Connor Green: ‘Are you sure you’ve got happiness?’

Me: ‘Yes.’

Connor Green: ‘But are you really sure?’

Me: ‘I think so.’

He kept asking me if I had happiness. He wouldn’t stop. In the end it just vexed me. Then I wasn’t sure. Connor Green was laughing, I didn’t even know why. Then Manik told me it was a trick.

Manik: ‘He’s not asking if you’ve got happiness, he’s asking if you’ve got a penis. He says it to everyone. It’s just a trick.’

It only sounds like happiness but really it means a penis.

Ha-penis.

Connor Green: ‘Got ya! Hook, line and sinker!’

Connor Green is always making tricks. He’s just a confusionist. That’s the first thing you learn about him. At least I didn’t lose. I do have a penis. The trick doesn’t work if it’s true.



Some people use their balconies for hanging washing or growing plants. I only use mine for watching the helicopters. It’s a bit dizzy. You can’t stay out there for more than one minute or you’ll turn into an icicle. I saw X-Fire painting his name on the wall of Stockholm House. He didn’t know I could see him. He was proper quick and the words still came out dope-fine. I want to write my own name that big but the paint in a can is too dangerous, if you get it on yourself it never washes off, even forever.

The baby trees are in a cage. They put a cage around the tree to stop you stealing it. Asweh, it’s very crazy. Who’d steal a tree anyway? Who’d chook a boy just to get his Chicken Joe’s?



When Mamma puts her phone on speaker it sounds like they’re far away. It makes Papa’s voice go proper echoey like he’s trapped in a submarine at the bottom of the sea. I pretend like he has one hour of air left, if he doesn’t get rescued by then it’s all over. It always freaks me out. I’m the man of the house until Papa escapes. He even said it. It’s my duty to look after everything. I told him about my pigeon.

Me: ‘A pigeon flew in the window. Lydia was even scared.’

Lydia: ‘How! No I was not!’

Me: ‘She was. She said his wings were making her crazy. I had to catch him.’

I put some flour in my hand and the pigeon landed on it. He was only hungry. I tricked him with the flour. You have to walk proper slow, if you go too fast the pigeon will just get scared and fly off again.

Lydia: ‘Hurry up! It’s going to bite somebody!’

Me: ‘Advise yourself! He only wants to get out. Shut up or you’ll scare him.’

His feet felt scratchy on my hand like a chicken’s. It was lovely. I made him my special pigeon. I made a proper good look at him to remember his colours, then I let him out on the balcony and he just flew away. You don’t even need to kill them.

Papa: ‘Good work.’

Papa’s voice was smiling. I love it when his voice is smiling, it means you did good. I didn’t need to wash my hands after, my pigeon doesn’t have any germs. They’re always telling you to wash your hands. Asweh, there’s so many germs here you wouldn’t believe it! Everybody’s scared of them all the time. Germs from Africa are the most deadliest, that’s why Vilis ran away when I tried to say hello to him, he thinks if he breathes my germs he’ll die.

I didn’t even know I brought the germs with me. You can’t feel them or see them or anything. Adjei, germs are very tricky! I don’t even care if Vilis hates me, he’s a dirty tackler and he never passes the ball to me.



Agnes loves to blow spit bubbles. She’s only still allowed because she’s a baby. I even want her to blow lots of them. As many as she wants and forever.

Me: ‘Hello, Agnes!’

Agnes: ‘O!’

I swear by God, when Agnes says hello it makes your ears ring like a crazy bell! You love it anyway. When Agnes says hello Mamma cries and laughs at the same time, she’s the only person I know who can do it. Agnes couldn’t come with us because Mamma has to work all the time. Grandma Ama looks after her instead. It’s only until Papa sells all the things from his shop, then he’s going to buy some more tickets and we’ll all be together again. It’s only been two months since we left, you only start to forget them after one year. It won’t even be that long.

Me: ‘Can you say Harri?’

Papa: ‘Not yet. Give her time.’

Me: ‘What’s she doing?’

Papa: ‘Just blowing more bubbles. You better go now.’

Me: ‘OK. Come soon. Bring some Ahomka, I can’t find any here. I love you.’

Papa: ‘I lo

That’s when the calling card ran out. I always hate it when that happens. It’s always a shock even if it happens every time. It’s like at night when I’m watching the helicopters and they go quiet, I always think they’re going to crash on me. Asweh, when the engine comes on again it’s a mighty relief!



I saw a real dead person. It was where I used to live, at the market in Kaneshie. An orange lady got hit by a tro-tro, nobody even saw it coming. I pretended like all the oranges rolling everywhere were her happy memories and they were looking for a new person to stick to so they didn’t get wasted. The shoeshine boys tried to steal some of the oranges that didn’t get run over but Papa and another man made them put them back in her basket. The shoeshine boys should know you never steal from the dead. It’s the duty of the righteous to show the godless the right way. You have to help them whenever you can, even if they don’t want it. They only think they don’t want it but really they do. You only get to be righteous if you can sing every church song without looking at the words. Only Pastor Taylor and Mr Frimpong can do it and both the two of them are proper old. Mr Frimpong’s so old there’s spiders in his ears, I’ve seen them with my own two eyes.

At church we said a special prayer for the dead boy. We asked that his soul would be carried into the arms of the Lord and the Lord would soften the heart of his killers so they’d give themselves up. Pastor Taylor made a special message to all the children. He said if we knew anybody with a knife to tell about them.

Lydia was peeling the cassava for fufu.

Me: ‘You’ve got a knife! I’m telling about you!’

Lydia: ‘Gowayou. What shall I peel them with, a spoon?’

Me: ‘You can peel them with your breath. It’s like a dragon.’

Lydia: ‘Your breath’s like a dog. Have you been licking bumholes again?’

It’s our favourite game to see who can make the best abuse. I’m usually the winner. So far I have a thousand points and Lydia only has two hundred. We only play when Mamma can’t hear. I chooked myself with the fork. It was only in my arm. I wanted to see how much it hurt and how long the holes would last. I was going to tell everybody they were my magic marks from when I was born and they mean I can see inside your mind. But they disappeared after one minute. It still hurt like crazy.

Me: ‘I wonder what it feels like to be chooked for real. I wonder if you see stars.’

Lydia: ‘Do you want to find out?’

Me: ‘Or fire. I bet you see fire.’

My Mustang has fire. I’ve got four cars: a Mustang and a Beetle and a Lexus and a Suzuki jeep. My best is the Mustang, it’s just dope-fine. It’s blue with fire on the bonnet and the fire is in the shape of wings. It has no scratches because I never crash it, I only look at it. I can still see the fire when I close my eyes. That’s what dying must be like, except the fire isn’t beautiful anymore because it actually burns.



Manik’s papa showed me how to tie my tie. It was my first day at my new school. I hid my tie in my bag, I was going to tell them it got stolen. But when I got to school I got scared. Everybody was wearing a tie. Manik’s papa was there with Manik. The whole thing was his idea.

Manik’s papa walks to school with him every day. He has to guard Manik from the robbers. Manik had his trainers stolen one time. One of the Dell Farm Crew stole them. When they didn’t fit they put them up a tree. Manik couldn’t get them down again because he’s too fat to climb the tree.

Manik’s papa: ‘Let them try it again. It’ll be a different story next time, little bastards.’

Manik’s papa’s quite hutious. He’s always red-eyes. He knows swordfighting. Asweh, I’m glad I’m not Manik’s enemy! Manik’s papa put my tie on for me and made the knot. He showed me how to take the tie off without untying it. You just make a hole big enough to get your head through then you take the tie off over your head. That way you don’t have to tie the tie every day. It even works. Now I’ll never have to tie my tie my whole life. I beat the tie at his own game!

There’s no songs in my new school. The best bit about my old school was when Kofi Allotey made up his own words:



Kofi Allotey: ‘Before our Father’s throne

We pour our ardent prayers.

Please don’t burn me on the stove

Or push me down the stairs.’



Asweh, he caught so many blows we called it the Kofi Stick!

At first me and Lydia stayed together at breaktime. Now we stay with our friends. If we see each other we have to pretend we don’t know each other. The first one to say hello is the loser. At breaktime I just play suicide bomber or zombies. Suicide bomber is when you run at the other person and crash them as hard as you can. If the other person falls over you get a hundred points. If they just move but don’t fall over it’s ten points. One person is always the lookout because suicide bomber is banned. If the teacher catches you playing you’ll get a detention.

Zombies is just acting like a zombie. You get extra points for accuracy.

When you’re not playing games you can swap things instead. The most wanted things to swap are football stickers and sweets but you can swap anything if somebody wants it. Chevon Brown and Saleem Khan swapped watches. Saleem Khan’s watch tells the time on the moon, but Chevon Brown’s is chunkier and it’s made of real titanium. They’re both bo-styles. Everybody was happy with the deal but then Saleem Khan wanted to swap back.

Saleem Khan: ‘I changed my mind, that’s all.’

Chevon Brown: ‘But we shook on it, man.’

Saleem Khan: ‘I had my fingers crossed, innit.’

Chevon Brown: ‘Pussy clart. Two punches.’

Saleem Khan: ‘No, man. One.’

Chevon Brown: ‘On the head though.’

Saleem Khan: ‘The shoulder, the shoulder.’

Chevon Brown: ‘Rarse.’

Chevon Brown punched Saleem Khan proper hard and gave him a dead arm. It was his fault for going back on the deal. He was only scared for if his mamma got red-eyes.

I don’t have a watch yet, I don’t even need one. The bell tells you where to be and there’s a clock in the classroom. When you’re outside school you don’t need to know the hour, your belly tells you when it’s chop time. You just go home when you’re hungry enough, that way you never forget.



I was the dead boy. X-Fire was teaching us about chooking. He didn’t use a real knife, just his fingers. They still felt quite sharp. X-Fire says when you chook somebody you have to do it proper quick because you feel it as well.

X-Fire: ‘When the knife goes in them you can feel where it hits. If it hits a bone or something it feels disgusting, man. You’re best going for somewhere soft like the belly so it goes in nice and easy, then you don’t feel nothing. The first time I shanked someone was the worst, man. All his guts fell out. It was well sick. I didn’t know where to aim yet, I got him too low down, innit. That’s why I go for the side now, near the love handles. Then you don’t get no nasty stuff falling out.’

Dizzy: ‘The first time I shanked someone the blade got stuck. I hit a rib or something. I had to pull like f— to get it out. I was like, give me my blade back, bitch!’

Clipz: ‘Innit. You just wanna stick him and get the f—outta there. No messing around.’

Killa didn’t join in. He was just quiet. Maybe he hasn’t chooked anybody yet. Or maybe he’s chooked so many people that he’s bored by now. That must be why he’s called Killa.

I was the dead boy because X-Fire picked me. I just had to stand still. X-Fire didn’t like it when I moved. He kept pulling me. I felt quite sick but I had to keep listening. I even wanted to listen. It was like when I first tasted mushy peas: it was disgusting but I had to finish it because wasting food is a sin.

I could still feel his fingers in my ribs even after he was gone. It felt very crazy. X-Fire’s breath smells like cigarettes and chocolate milk. I wasn’t even scared.



We always go to the market on Saturday. It’s all outside so you get proper cold waiting for Mamma to pay, you have to keep your mouth closed to stop your teeth escaping. It’s only even worth it for all the dope-fine things you can look at like a remote-control car or a samurai sword (it’s only made from wood but it’s still proper hutious. If I had the means I’d buy it like that, I’d use it to chase the invaders away).

My favourite shop is the sweets shop. It sells every kind of Haribo you can think of. It’s my ambition to try every style there is. So far I’ve tried about half. Haribo comes in a million different shapes. Whatever there is in the world, there’s a chewy Haribo version of it. Asweh, it’s true. They make cola bottles, worms, milkshakes, teddy bears, crocodiles, fried eggs, dummies, fangs, cherries, frogs, and millions more. Cola bottles are the best.

I only don’t like the jelly babies. They’re cruel. Mamma has seen a dead baby for real. She sees them every day at work. I never buy the jelly babies for if it would remind her.

Mamma was looking all over for a pigeon net. I said a prayer to myself that she never found one.

Me: ‘It’s not fair. Just because Lydia’s scared of them.’

Lydia: ‘Gowayou! I’m not scared!’

Mamma: ‘We can’t have pigeons flying in the house all the time, it’s dirty, they’ll mess everywhere.’

Me: ‘It was only one time. He was hungry, that’s all.’

Mamma: ‘Don’t make squeeze-eyes at me, Harrison, I’m not arguing with you.’

Some people put nets over their balcony to stop the pigeons getting in. I don’t even agree with it, they’re not hurting anybody. I want my pigeon to come back. I even hid some fufu flour in my pant drawer specially for him. I don’t want to eat him, I want to make him tame so he’ll go on my shoulder. In the end my prayer was answered: they don’t even sell pigeon nets at the market. Asweh, it was a mighty relief!

Me: ‘Don’t worry. If he comes back I’ll tell him to find another home.’

Mamma: ‘Don’t put any more food out for it. Don’t think I haven’t seen the flour all over the balcony, I’m not stupid.’

Me: ‘I won’t!’

I hate it when Mamma reads my mind! From today onward going I’ll just wait till she’s asleep.

I pretended like I didn’t see when Jordan stole the lady’s phone. I didn’t want Mamma to think I agreed with it, she already hates Jordan because he spits on the stairs. I was at Noddy’s clothes stall. I saw the whole thing while Mamma was paying for my Chelsea shirt. It was X-Fire and Dizzy who actually got the lady’s phone. They were very tricky: they waited until she was talking, then they bumped her to make her drop the phone. They made it look like an accident. The phone fell on the ground, then Jordan came from nowhere, picked the phone up and ran off with it. He squeezed into the crowd and was gone in one second. It was like he was a ghost, he just disappeared. The lady looked around for her phone but it was already gone, there was nothing she could do. It was a clean getaway. Jordan doesn’t get paid for helping them, he just gets some cigarettes or one week of freedom where they don’t try to kill him. It’s not even a good deal. If it was me I’d want a tenner every time.

My new Chelsea shirt is a bit too scratchy. I had to put a plaster on my nipples to stop them getting rubbed off. It’s still bo-styles though. The dead boy loved Chelsea as well. He had the proper shirt with Samsung on it, even the away kit. I hope Heaven has proper goals with nets on them, then you don’t have to run miles to get the ball every time you score a goal.



There’s a million dogs around here. Asweh, there’s nearly as many dogs as people. Most of them are pit bulls because they’re the most hutious, you can use them as a weapon for if your gun ran out of bullets. Harvey’s the worst. He belongs to X-Fire. He makes him bite the swings in the playground, that’s how he keeps him extra hutious. He actually hangs off them with his teeth and swings around in the air like a crazy helicopter. Whenever I see Harvey coming I just hold my breath so he can’t smell my fear.

My favourite dog is Asbo, he’s just funny and friendly. I first met him when me and Dean Griffin were playing football on the green and a dog came and took our ball. It was Asbo. We chased him and tried to tackle him but he was too fast. He burst the ball by mistake. Now we only have my plastic ball left. It always flies away because it’s too light. It’s very vexing. I’m getting a proper ball soon, it will be made of skin so it won’t fly away.

Did you know that dogs can sneeze? Asweh, it’s true. I saw it with my own two eyes. Asbo did a big sneeze. It was a shock at first. Nobody suspected it. He did about a hundred sneezes. He couldn’t stop after the first one, it was like a machine gun. Every sneeze made a new sneeze. Even Asbo was surprised. He couldn’t stop for donkey hours.

Terry Takeaway: ‘He’s allergic to beer, innit.’

Terry Takeaway put some beer in his hand and gave it to Asbo to drink but Asbo wouldn’t drink it. He just made a sad face and turned his head away and that’s when he started sneezing. The bubbles went up his nose.

He’s called Terry Takeaway because he always takes things away. It’s just another name for a thiefman. Every time you see him he’s carrying the last thing he stole. It’s mostly DVDs or a mobile phone, they’re the easiest. He asks you if you want to buy it even if you’re just a kid and you have no means.

Terry Takeaway: ‘Wanna buy these? Proper copper, worth a bundle.’

Dean: ‘What are we gonna do with a load of copper pipes?’

Terry Takeaway: ‘I dunno. You could sell ’em.’

Dean: ‘Why don’t you sell them?’

Terry Takeaway: ‘That’s what I’m trying to do, innit.’

Dean: ‘I mean why don’t you sell them to someone who wants them?’

Terry Takeaway: ‘Alright, son, cool your boots. I was only asking.’

We weren’t even wearing boots! Asweh, Terry Takeaway is dey touch. It’s because he drinks beer for breakfast.



I love easing myself after Mamma puts bleach in the toilet. The bleach makes mighty bubbles, then it’s like easing yourself on a cloud. I save up a long one for specially. Nobody’s allowed to flush the cloud away until I’ve done my special piss on it. I pretend like I’m God easing himself on his favourite cloud. I saw on top of a cloud. It was when we were in the aeroplane. We were actually above the clouds. Do you know what’s there? Just more sky. Asweh, it’s true. Just more and more sky that never runs out. Heaven only comes after.

Mamma: ‘You can’t see Heaven until you’re ready. That’s why God hides it with the sky.’

Me: ‘But it’s still there somewhere.’

Mamma: ‘Of course!’

I wanted to see it now. I wanted to see what Grandpa Solomon was doing.

Me: ‘I bet he’s playing rock, paper, scissors with Jesus.’

Lydia: ‘I bet he’s cheating.’

Me: ‘How! It’s not even cheating!’

Lydia: ‘Advise yourself!’

Grandpa Solomon says scissors actually beats rock because in the end the rock is so tired from all the chooks that it falls apart. Anybody who says rock beats scissors is just too lazy to wait until the end. It’s the only thing I can remember him saying because he died when I was still a baby. It’s still true though. Anybody who says it’s cheating is just a fool.

Lydia thought the aeroplane was going to crash. It was on the second plane, the one from Cairo to England. We were sitting right next to the wing. You could see it wobble as you went along. I wasn’t scared. If an aeroplane crashes the best place to be is next to the wing, that’s where it’s the strongest. Even Papa said it. The wobbling’s normal.

Me: ‘Look at it! It’s wobbling even more! It’s going to fall off!’

Lydia: ‘Stop it!’

Mamma: ‘Harrison! Stop that palaver. Put your belt on.’

We didn’t even crash. I prayed for it before we left the ground.



When I came home from school there were police outside the flats. There were two police cars and a hell of cops all looking in the bushes and bins like they lost something special. One of the cops was a lady. Asweh, it felt very crazy. She even wanted to be a man. She had the same cop clothes on and everything. She was asking the kids questions, nobody could go home until they’d been interviewed. It was brutal. I think lady cops are a very good idea. They just talk to you instead of hitting you all the time.

A pisshead: ‘Do you wanna show me how them handcuffs work? I’ve been a naughty boy, I think I need a spanking.’

Lady cop: ‘Watch it!’

The lady cop just asked us about the dead boy. Did we know where he was that day and if anybody was after him. Did we see anything strange. We just said no. We didn’t know anything. We wished we knew more but there was nothing we could do.

Dean: ‘Have you got any leads?’

Me: ‘She’s not a dogcatcher!’

Dean: ‘Criminal leads, dumb-arse.’

Lady cop: ‘We’re working on it.’

Dean: ‘If we hear anything we’ll text you. What’s your number?’

Lady cop: ‘Cheeky.’

Then the cops had to go. Harvey was trying to bite the door mirror off one of the cop cars. X-Fire was even making him do it. Killa and Dizzy were cheering him on. They only split when the cops got their acid spray out and went to spray it in Harvey’s face. It only makes people go blind but it kills dogs in five seconds.

Me: ‘I saw where the dead boy got killed, the blood was everywhere.’

Dean: ‘I wish I’d seen it.’

Lydia: ‘I don’t want to see it.’

Me: ‘Yes you do. You’re only vexed because you didn’t see it. It was like a river. You could even swim in it.’

Lydia: ‘Advise yourself.’

I even wanted to jump in it like a fish. If I held my breath long enough I could dive right down to the bottom and if I came up again and I was still alive it would be like the dead boy was still here. He could be my air or the light I saw when I opened my eyes again. I held my breath and tried to feel my blood going round. I couldn’t even feel it. If I knew my blood was going to run out in five minutes, I’d just fill that five minutes with all my favourite things. I’d eat a hell of Chinese rice and do a cloud piss and make Agnes laugh with my funny face, the one where I make my eyes go crooked and stick my tongue right up my nose. At least if you knew you could be ready. It’s not fair otherwise.



Paradiddle just means a drum roll. It’s my favourite word of today. In Music we played the drums. A drum roll is when you hit the drum proper quick with two sticks and make it last a long time. I love paradiddle because it sounds like the sound it makes. Asweh, it’s very clever.

The big drum at the bottom (bass drum) has a pedal. You actually play it with your foot. It’s brutal. Most people hit the drums too hard like they’re trying to break them. It’s just a game to them. I only hit them hard enough to make a good sound. I showed Poppy Morgan how to move your foot so the bass drum keeps the same pattern. It’s easier if you count in your head. You always count up to four. You hit the pedal on every one. Like this:



1 2 3 4

1 2 3 4



And you just repeat it for as long as it feels right. Or you can hit the pedal on one and three to make a faster rhythm:



1 2 3 4

1 2 3 4



But that one’s a bit too fast, it makes you feel crazy like you’re going to fall off. When I was showing Poppy Morgan how to play the bass drum I smelled her hair by mistake. I got too close and then I just smelled it. It was honey flavour. Poppy Morgan’s hair is yellow like the sun. When she smiles to me it makes my belly turn over, I don’t even know why.



You can only see the car park and the bins from my balcony. You can’t see the river because the trees are in the way. You can see more and more houses. Lines and lines of them all everywhere like a hell of snakes and smaller flats where the old people and never-normals live (never-normals is what Jordan’s mamma calls the people who are not right in the head. Some of them were born like that and some of them went like it from drinking too much beer. Some of them look just like real people only they can’t do sums or talk properly).

Mamma and Lydia were both snoring like crazy pigs. I put my coat on and got some flour. It was very late. The helicopters were out looking for robbers again, I could hear them far away. The cold wind bit into my bones like a crazy dog. The trees behind the towers were blowing but the river was asleep. Papa and Agnes and Grandma Ama were all dreaming me, they were watching like I was on TV. The pigeon could feel me waiting for him, he was going to come back tonight, I just knew it.

I waited for the wind to move, then I put a nice big pile of flour on the handrail. I spread it out proper long so the pigeon could see it from miles away. Adjei, the wind came back quick quick and blew it off! I just had to hope he’d smell my plan and come back. I like their orange feet and the way their heads move when they’re walking like they’re listening to invisible music.

I love living on floor 9, you can look down and as long as you don’t stick out too far nobody on the ground even knows you’re there. I was going to do a spit but then I saw somebody by the bins so I swallowed it back up again. He was kneeling on the floor by the bottle bank. He was poking his hand under like he dropped something there. I couldn’t see his face because his hood was up.

Me: ‘Maybe it’s the robber! Quick, helicopter, here’s your man! Shine your torchlight down there!’ (I only said it inside my head.)

He pulled something from under the bin. It was all wrapped up. He looked all around and then he unwrapped the wrapping and I saw something shiny underneath. I only saw it for one second but it had to be a knife. It’s the only thing I can think of that’s shiny and pointy like that. He wrapped it up again and put it down his pant, then he ran away sharp-sharp towards the river. It was some funny thing. The helicopters didn’t even see him. They didn’t follow him or anything, they were too high up. He runs proper funny like a girl with his elbows all sticking out. I bet I’m faster than him.

I wanted to keep watching for if something else happened but I had to greet the chief too bad. I waited as long as I could. I don’t know why the pigeon never came. He thinks we’re going to kill him but we’re not. I just want something that’s alive that I can feed and teach tricks to.



I watched the sun come up and saw the boy off to school, I start every day with the taste of his dreams in my mouth. The taste of all your dreams. You look so blameless from up here, so busy. The way you flock around an object of curiosity, or take flight from an intrusion, we’re more alike than you give us credit for. But not too alike.

This is me nine storeys up, perched on a windowsill quietly straining the remnants of my last millet meal. This is me pitying you, that your lives are so short and nothing’s ever fair. I didn’t know the boy who died, he wasn’t mine. But I do know the shape of a mother’s grief, I know how it clings like those resilient blackberries that prosper by the side of a motorway. Sorry, and everything. Now watch your heads, I need to. There she blows. Don’t shoot the messenger.



Every time somebody shuts their door too hard my flat shakes. You can even feel it. When one person shuts a door everybody else feels it as well. It’s even brutal, it’s like you’re all living in the same big house. You can pretend like it’s an earthquake. Mr Tomlin said an earthquake only happens in the parts of the world where the rocks are too ticklish. Everybody laughed. Mr Tomlin is very funny. He even makes better jokes than Connor Green.

I only don’t like it when the shouting gets too loud. It makes me jump right out of my skin. It sounds like invaders coming to kill us. When the shouting gets too near I just turn the sound up on the TV to hide it.

If any invaders come it’s my job to send them away. That’s what the man of the house is there for. We always keep the chain on the door and the locks locked up so the invaders can’t get in. If they get inside we have to chook them with a fork (you can’t chook them with a knife because it’s murder. Forks is not. Forks is just self-defence). I’ll stand in front of Lydia to protect her. And Mamma as well if she’s home. While I’m fighting the invaders Lydia or Mamma are calling the police. I’d aim for the eye because it’s the softest part. It would just make them blind. Then when they can’t see anything I’d push them outside and into the lift. The lift is safe.

It’s only if invaders come. It might not even happen.

I looked through the spyhole. It was only Miquita and Chanelle. I unlocked the locks and let them in.

Miquita: ‘What’s this, security?’

Lydia: ‘Just let them in, Harrison.’

Me: ‘Don’t call me Harrison, you’re not Mamma.’

Asweh, Lydia always acts like the boss when her friends come around. She’s always bluffing and telling me to go to my room and do my homework. I don’t want to go to my room. She only wants me to go so they can watch Hollyoaks. They think it’s the greatest. It’s only people kissing all the time. Sometimes it’s even a boy kissing another boy! I swear by God, it’s true! They’re just disgusting.

Me: ‘I’m telling Mamma you were watching kissing. It’s disgusting.’

Then Lydia shuts the door in my face. She waits until I’m proper close, then she shuts the door. It’s very mean. She never used to shut the door in my face. Now she does it all the time just so her stupid friends can laugh at me.

Me: ‘Let me in!’

Lydia: ‘Miquita doesn’t want you to come in. You keep pinching her behind.’

Me: ‘Don’t bring yourself! No I don’t.’

It’s not even true. I’ve never pinched Miquita’s behind. I’d rather put my fingers in a fire ants’ nest. Miquita and Chanelle are both dey touch, they’re always bluffing about all the boys they’ve sucked off (it means harder kissing). Miquita has a cherry lipstick. It actually tastes like cherry. She’s always putting it on her lips. She says she wants to taste nice and sweet for when she kisses me.

Me: ‘You’re never going to kiss me. I’ll just split.’

Miquita: ‘Where to? There’s nowhere to run. Don’t be scared just ’cause you love me too much.’

Me: ‘I don’t even love you. I wish you’d fall down a hole.’

Miquita could be pretty if she kept her mouth shut. She sat on my hand and I went all hot. It was only an accident, I didn’t mean to feel her behind. Anyway she bluffs too much, she’s always abusing our TV just because it’s made of wood and it’s very old. We got it from the cancer shop, it used to belong to a dead person. The picture doesn’t come straight away, you have to wait for it to warm up. When the picture first comes it’s proper dark, then the real colours come after. The whole thing takes donkey hours. You can even go and greet the chief in the time between turning the TV on and the picture coming. I even tried it and it works.

Miquita isn’t going to the dead boy’s funeral. She didn’t know him.

Miquita: ‘What’s the point, man? All funerals are the same, innit.’

Me: ‘It’s only for respect.’

Miquita: ‘But I don’t respect him. It’s his own fault he got killed, he shouldn’t have been fronting. You play with fire you get burned, innit.’

Me: ‘You don’t know what you’re talking about, you weren’t even there. He didn’t even front anybody, the killer just wanted his Chicken Joe’s.’

Miquita: ‘Whatever. You don’t know shit, you’re just a kid.’

Me: ‘You don’t know either. Asweh, you’re just a fool.’

Miquita: ‘Asweh, asweh! Asweh by God! You sound like a little yappy dog. Get out of my face now, you’re vexing me.’

Me: ‘Well your face is vexing me, fish lips.’

I just split before I got too red-eyes. If Miquita ever sucks me off I’ll kill her. She’s too disgusting and she’s got fat hands.



The shopping centre doors open by magic. You don’t even have to touch them. There’s a big sign with all the rules written on it:



NO ALCOHOL

NO BICYCLES

NO DOGS

NO SKATEBOARDS

NO SMOKING

NO BALL GAMES



Underneath the real rules somebody has written a new rule in pen:



NO FUGLIES



A fugly is a girl who always wants a baby from you. Dean Griffin told me about them.

Dean: ‘If you kiss a fugly she’ll have a baby every time. You only need to look at ’em for too long and you’ll put a bun in their oven, I swear. They’re rancid, man, stay well away.’

You don’t even want to get too close, they have scabs on their face and they smell like cigarettes. Their babies smell like cigarettes as well. We pretended like the fuglies were going to get us. They were zombies and they were all after us, we had to get away. If one of them kissed us we’d change into a fugly zombie. It was very funny. We got away just in time.

Dean’s my second-best friend. He’s my best friend at school and Jordan is my best friend outside of school. It’s Dean who told me to put my dinner money in my sock so the robbers can’t find it. He does it all the time, now he never gets robbed anymore.

I tried it but it felt too lumpy. I couldn’t walk properly. I just keep my dinner money in my pocket. Nobody will rob me anyway, I haven’t done anything to them.

Me: ‘Do you think it’s the dead boy’s own fault they chooked him? That’s what my sister’s friend said. I don’t believe her. I think she might be a fugly. Do you think they’ll catch who did it?’

Dean: ‘Don’t bet on it, the coppers round here ain’t got the skills. They should get CSI on the case, they’ll crack it in no time.’

Me: ‘What’s a CSI?’

Dean: ‘They’re like the top detectives in America, they know the best tricks and they can find the clues that no one else has even thought of. It’s not just on telly, it’s real. I seen this one, there was this gang going round busting people up, like just with baseball bats and stamping on their heads and stuff.’

Me: ‘Why?’

Dean: ‘I dunno, just for a laugh. And there was no witnesses or nothing but CSI got this special computer program that can tell what kind of trainers you’ve got just from the pattern on the bottom, yeah? And they matched the footprints on the dead man’s face to the killer’s footprints, that’s how they got him. It was well smart.’

Me: ‘That is well smart. They should do the same thing here. Maybe we could find the footprints.’

Dean: ‘Maybe, but our technology’s shit though, innit. We ain’t even got the right equipment. Oi, watch it!’

Terry Takeaway nearly crashed into us. He was running like a maniac. He didn’t even see us. He had a big tray of chickens under his arm. I knew it was too heavy. The tray slipped and some of the chickens fell off. Terry Takeaway didn’t even stop, he just carried on running. His eyes were all big from concentrating, it was very funny. We had to jump out of the way.

Butcher: ‘Come back here you little f—er!’

The butcher tried chasing him but he was too fat. He just gave up. The other pissheads were waiting outside on the big library steps. They all took a chicken and went running off in every direction. Even Asbo ran away. He just thought it was a game. He was barking like crazy. We even wanted them to get away. Asweh, it was very funny. Dean said we should come this way every day. We made it a new rule.

I don’t even know where the real chickens are. Everybody just buys them already dead and plucked. It even feels crazy. I miss their faces. Their dead eyes were lovely, like they were dreaming of all the good times when they were running around in the sunshine pecking each other in the head.

Chicken: ‘Peck peck peck peck!’

Other chicken: ‘Peck off!’



When a baby dies they have to give it a name or it won’t get into Heaven. Sometimes they’re too sad to think of a name. Then Mamma thinks of a name for them. She usually gets them from the Bible. If the mamma doesn’t believe in the Bible then she gets a name from the newspaper instead. One baby died today. It was ectopic.

Mamma: ‘That’s when it grows outside the womb. There’s nothing you can do about it. Sometimes they just get lost.’

Mamma had to give the dead baby a name. She called it Katy after a lady in the newspaper. The baby’s mamma was very pleased. She loved it.

Me: ‘Next time a baby dies you can call it Harrison. She’d love it.’

Mamma: ‘I can’t do that, it’s bad luck.’

Me: ‘How?’

Mamma: ‘It just is. Harrison is your name. I don’t want anybody else to have it.’

A name is so Jesus will find you. Otherwise Jesus won’t know who he’s looking for and you’d just float in space forever. That would be hutious. What if you fell into the sun, you’d get burned up like human toast!

It’s OK, the dead babies grow up in Heaven. Asweh, it was a mighty relief. I’d hate it if I had to stay a baby forever. You’d never learn how to read or talk. You’d be useless. I can’t even remember what it feels like to be a baby. I was asleep most of the time. It was very boring. If I was like that forever I’d probably go crazy from head to toe.



There should be footprints by the bins, they should have stuck like when you jump in the puddle and jump out again. I looked for them before school but they were gone. Maybe the killer was wearing special trainers with no pattern, or maybe he just didn’t press hard enough for it to work. I always press hard, it’s how you make the best shapes. Breaktime can be for puddle-jumping, especially if it’s rainy and there’s too many teachers around for suicide bomber. I did a massive one. Then I went frozen for if the pigeon did a shit on me, but he just went past. I couldn’t tell if it was my pigeon, he was too far away. In England bird shit is good luck. Everybody agrees.

Me: ‘Even if it does it on your head?’

Connor Green: ‘It don’t matter where it does it as long as it lands on you. It can be anywhere.’

Me: ‘What if it goes in your eye? What if it goes in your mouth and you eat it?’

Connor Green: ‘It’s still good luck. All shit’s good luck. Everyone knows that.’

Vilis: ‘Harri must be lucky then because he smells of shit.’

Asweh, I got red-eyes like a maniac when he said that. I wanted to destroy him but there were too many teachers around. I had to hold it in.

Dean: ‘We weren’t talking to you, spaz. Go and pick some spuds with your mum.’

Connor Green: ‘Go and f— a cow.’

Vilis just said something in his language and ran away, he ran right through the puddle and ruined the game. The next time he abuses me I’m going to kick him in the nuts.



My coffin would be an aeroplane. The dead boy’s coffin was just normal except it had the badge of Chelsea on it. It still looked bo-styles. All his family were very sad. It felt proper dark because of the rain and all the black they were wearing. There was no singing.

Mamma: ‘God rest him.’

Mamma was squeezing me and Lydia the whole time. You couldn’t tell her to stop. You couldn’t dance because nobody else was dancing and anyway the rain made it too slippy. They wouldn’t let us inside the church because we didn’t know him enough. We had to wait outside. You couldn’t see much for all the people in the way. I saw the cameraman from the TV. The lady who was telling the news kept stopping to get her hair fixed. She was taking donkey hours. It was very vexing. I just wanted her to shut up so I could hear what the speakers were saying.

Me: ‘I wonder what songs they’ll play.’

Bigger kid: ‘Dizzee Rascal! They should play Suk My Dick, innit!’

Another bigger kid: ‘You know it, man!’

TV news lady: ‘Can you moderate your language please, we’re filming here, thanks.’

Bigger kid: ‘Modify this, bitch!’

He pretended to grab his bulla and pointed it at the lady. She didn’t even see it, she was already turned around. He was only bluffing. He didn’t even say it loud enough for her to hear.

Another bigger kid: ‘Rarse!’

Where I used to live, some people have a special coffin in the shape of a real thing. It’s something they loved the most when they were alive. If the lady was always sewing then her coffin would be a sewing machine. If the man loved beer it would be a beer bottle. I’ve seen them all. The coffin tells you what the person loved the most. One time the coffin was a taxi. The man who died was Joseph the taxi driver. I greeted the funeral. I was just coming back from taking the bottles to Samson’s Kabin, one of the funeral ladies pulled me and made me dance with her. It was brutal fun. Everybody was happy. Everybody was allowed to join in. I even forgot that somebody died.

Me: ‘They should have made his coffin a football boot. That would be even better.’

Mamma: ‘Quiet, Harrison. Show respect.’

Me: ‘Sorry!’

I’d have an aeroplane because I’ve never seen one like that before. Mine would be the first.



The dead boy’s blood is all gone now, the rain washed it off. There was nothing you could do to stop it. I wanted to see his body, especially the eyes. I wanted to see if they were like the chickens and what dreams they gave away but the coffin was already closed before I got there.



I sneaked away from Mamma and Lydia, they didn’t even know I was gone. Dean was waiting for me in the car park. We were spies. We watched the crowd for suspicious activity. That’s when people act sneaky because they’ve got something to hide, Dean learned it from the real detective shows.

Dean: ‘Sometimes the killer comes back to watch the funeral, he wants to rub the cops’ noses in it. It’s like saying you can’t catch me, dumb-arses. It’s like giving them the finger. He don’t wanna get caught though, he’s not that dumb. Look out for geezers with their hoods up.’

Me: ‘Everyone’s got their hood up, it’s raining cats and dogs.’

It was true: all you could see was a hell of hoods like boats on the sea. They were at the back, the people near the front who actually loved the dead boy were sharing umbrellas instead. I wonder if opening an umbrella in church would give you double bad luck. It probably would. You’d probably fall down dead on the spot. At least you’d be in the right place, they could have your funeral straight away before the flies could even get to you!

Dean: ‘Alright, and what colour hoodie was your geezer wearing? No, forget that, he’d have dumped it by now. Think, think.’

Me: ‘I know, we could greet everybody and whoever doesn’t shake our hand must be hiding something. Who wouldn’t shake your hand at a funeral? We’ll just go to everybody and say congratulations and see who doesn’t join in.’

Dean: ‘Commiserations, not congratulations.’

Me: ‘Whatever. We’ll just say sorry. Follow me.’

We squeezed into the back of the crowd where the hoods were all standing smoking fags and hiding from the TV camera for if it snapped them. We pretended like we were the official greeters, we went down the line shaking everybody’s hand and saying sorry. Most of them just shook our hands and said sorry back, they knew it was serious and they had to show respect. It was proper quick and quiet.

Me and Dean: ‘Sorry.’

Hoodie: ‘Sorry.’

Me and Dean: ‘Sorry.’

Next hoodie: ‘Sorry.’

Some of them were black and some of them were white. Some of them even dropped their fag before they shook hands like it was the only right thing to do in the circumstances. Only a few of them didn’t join in.

Me and Dean: ‘Sorry.’

Ten or eleven hoodie: ‘You taking the piss?’

Me: ‘No. It’s for commiserations.’

Dean: ‘You got a problem with that?’

Ten or eleven hoodie: ‘F— off, you cheeky little c—.’

We were going to make him a suspect except it was the butcher and he was too fat to be the killer. He’s just mean with everybody. We had to give up after that because they were bringing the coffin out again. They nearly dropped it, one of the carriers was in his bottle and he nearly fell over. Everybody held their breath but they got themselves straight again just in time. There was nearly a ruckus at the end. Killa came along on his bike. He couldn’t get through all the cars in the car park. He went all wobbly trying to get in between them and the funeral car nearly ran him over on its way out. It only stopped at the last minute. Killa slipped in the rain and fell off his bike.

Funeral man: ‘Watch where you’re going!’

I thought there’d be blows or at least Killa would give the man his dirty finger but he just got back on his bike and rode away quick quick. He went wobbly again when he went past the back of the car where the coffin was. The flowers on the coffin said Son and Forever. But it felt like Forever was already finished. It felt like somebody took it away when they killed the dead boy. It’s not supposed to happen. Children aren’t supposed to die, only old people. It even made me worried for if I was next. I spat out the rest of my Atomic Apple Hubba Bubba for if I swallowed it by mistake and my guts all got stuck together.



The steps outside the cafeteria belong to the Dell Farm Crew. Nobody else is allowed to sit there. They’re the best spot in the whole school. They’re under the roof so you don’t get wet when it rains and you can see the whole school from there so your enemy can’t sneak up on you. Only Year 11 can even go near there and only if X-Fire invites you.

If you sit on the steps without permission you’ll get dirty blows. Even if there’s enough room for everybody, you don’t own the steps. The Dell Farm Crew own them. They won them in a war. Now the steps belong to them forever.

They’re called the Dell Farm Crew after Dell Farm Estate. X-Fire is the leader because he’s the best at basketball and fighting. Everybody agrees. He has chooked the most people. He stole my bag. I was only walking past. I wasn’t even suspecting it.

Dizzy: ‘Chuck it on the roof, man.’

X-Fire: ‘Do you want it?’

Me: ‘Yes.’

X-Fire: ‘What you gonna do for it?’

Everybody was watching. I stopped trying to get my bag back. I knew I’d never reach it because his arm was too high. I was just going to tell the teachers that an eagle came down and stole it.

X-Fire: ‘What country you from anyway?’

Me: ‘Ghana.’

Dizzy: ‘Do the cops have guns there? They do, innit.’

Clipz: ‘They make their houses out of cowshit, innit. I seen it.’

X-Fire: ‘Don’t be a dick, man. He’s alright. Tell you what, you can have your bag back if you do a job for me.’

Me: ‘I don’t need a job. I just lock the doors and carry the heavy things.’

Killa: ‘What’s he on about? You’re funny, man.’

Dizzy: ‘If you roll with us we’ll show you the times. We’ll look out for you, innit.’

X-fire can throw the basketball miles. He always scores. I can’t even score because the basketball’s too heavy. I think they put a rock inside it to trick you. I just dribble then pass it to Chevon or Brayden. When I’m Year 11 my muscles will be big like X-Fire’s. I’m already the fastest. I could be the strongest as well.

X-Fire gave me my bag back in the end. It was a mighty relief.

X-Fire: ‘Keep it real, Ghana. You get any shit, you come to me, yeah?’

I didn’t want any shit, I just wanted to get my chop before Manik stole it all. You’re not allowed to eat with your fingers, you have to use the fork or the dinner ladies will ban you. I still use my fingers sometimes, just to make the pile on the fork. Nobody can stop you, it’s a free country.



One lady who lives in the never-normal flats drives a chair car. It’s just a chair on wheels. You just sit in it and drive it like a car except instead of a steering wheel it has handlebars. I’d love to drive it one time. It only goes slow though.

She was going to the shops. I was going home. Two smaller kids came from nowhere. I wasn’t even suspecting it. They came running out of the alley and jumped on the back of her car. I saw it with my own two eyes. Asweh, it was very funny. They held on all the way to the shops.

The lady didn’t even know them. She tried to get them off but they wouldn’t listen.

Chair car lady: ‘Oi, what you playing at? Get out of it!’

But they didn’t even care. When they got to the shops, they just jumped off and ran away. They didn’t even say thank you for the ride! It was the funniest thing I’ve ever seen.

It’s the lady’s own fault. She’s not even sick. She can talk and everything. She only needs the chair car because she’s too fat to walk.

Chair car lady: ‘What are you looking at? Why didn’t you stop ’em, eh?’

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t even want a ride. I’d rather run, it’s quicker and you can’t get slaps for it.

I don’t have a favourite raindrop, they’re all as good as each other. They’re all the best. That’s what I think anyway. I always look up at the sky when it’s raining. It feels brutal. It’s a bit hutious because the rain’s so big and fast and you think it will go in your eye. But you have to keep your eyes open or you won’t get the feeling. I try to follow one raindrop all the way down from the cloud to the ground. Asweh, it’s impossible. All you can see is the rain. You can’t follow just one raindrop, it’s too busy and all the other raindrops get in the way.

The best bit is running in the rain. If you point your face up to the sky at the same time as running, it nearly feels like you’re flying. You can close your eyes or you can keep them open, it’s up to you. I like both. You can open your mouth if you want. The rain just tastes like water from the tap except it’s quite warm. Sometimes it tastes like metal.

Before you start running, find an empty bit of the world with nothing in the way. No trees or buildings and no other people. That way you won’t crash into anything. Try to go in a straight line. Then you just run as fast as you can. At first you’re scared of crashing into something but don’t let it put you off. Just run. It’s easy. The rain on your face and the wind makes it feel like you’re going superfast. It’s very refreshing. I dedicated my rain run to the dead boy. It was a better present than a bouncy ball. I kept my eyes closed the whole time and I didn’t even fall over.



One time me and Lydia were in the lift when it broke down. It stopped for about one hour. It wasn’t even hutious. Lydia was screaming like a maniac. I had to stop her going crazy with rock, paper, scissors. I saved the day all over again.

Lydia: ‘Advise yourself! I didn’t scream!’

Me: ‘Yes you did. This was Lydia: Make it go, make it go! I hate being stuck!’

Lydia: ‘Shut up Harrison. He’s lying.’

We were showing Auntie Sonia our lift. Auntie Sonia says she doesn’t have a lift where she lives, only stairs. It didn’t even feel fair.

Me: ‘It only makes your belly turn over at the beginning. You won’t get sick.’

Lydia: ‘Advise yourself, she’s seen a lift before. She’s been to America. They go up to one hundred over there.’

Me: ‘How! I don’t believe you!’

Auntie Sonia: ‘It’s true. They call them elevators. They even make your ears go pop like on the aeroplane.’

Me: ‘Cool!’

Auntie Sonia’s been everywhere. She’s met a hell of famous people. One time she made Will Smith’s bed (he’s in I Am Legend). They’re not in the room when she’s making their bed, they wait outside. Sometimes they give you a tip. One time they gave Auntie Sonia a twenty dollars. One time a hotel man gave Auntie Sonia a hundred dollars just to shag it up with him. She said no because he was too ugly. Mamma went proper red-eyes when she told her. She hates shagging talk.

Mamma: ‘Not in front of them!’

Me and Lydia: ‘We don’t mind!’

Next time Auntie Sonia goes to America she’s bringing back some Fruit Loops. They’re the sweetest of all the cereals. I’m going to have them for breakfast every day for the rest of my life.

Mamma: ‘Are you planning another trip then? You just got here.’

Auntie Sonia: ‘It’s been six months.’

Mamma: ‘And your feet are itchy already?’

Auntie Sonia: ‘It’s not my feet I’m thinking of.’

Mamma looked at Auntie Sonia’s fingers where they were all black and cracked. You had to pretend like you didn’t know about them and everything was normal. My favourite word of today is fuzzy-wuzzy. Mamma and Auntie Sonia were smashing the tomatoes for palaver sauce. It was like a race to see who could kill them first. Asweh, it made me glad I’m not a tomato!

Mamma: ‘So she says to Janette, are there any other midwives there? And Janette ask her why. And she says it’s her first baby, do I know what I’m doing. She says she don’t want no fuzzy-wuzzy just got off the boat.’

Auntie Sonia: ‘Fuzzy-wuzzy? That’s a new one.’

Mamma: ‘I swear by God. I said I didn’t come on a boat, I came on a plane. They have planes now where I come from. I shouldn’t have said anything really. I had to apologise to her.’

Auntie Sonia: ‘How! You had to apologise? I would rough her. I’d tell her I gave her a juju curse, her baby will come with two heads. She’d probably believe it.’

Mamma: ‘You can’t say that, it’s not professional.’

Auntie Sonia: ‘Fuzzy-wuzzy. I’ll have to remember that one.’

Me: ‘What’s a fuzzy-wuzzy?’

Mamma stopped smashing the tomatoes. You wanted them to escape while they had the chance. Run for your lives!

Mamma: ‘It’s what they call you when you’re new at the hospital. Sometimes if you’re new the patient doesn’t trust you to do the job. It just means somebody who’s new.’

Me: ‘Why fuzzy-wuzzy though? I don’t get it.’

Mamma: ‘I don’t know. Don’t disturb.’

Auntie Sonia: ‘It’s for the noise the nurse’s shoes make. When they’re new they squeak on the floor. The noise just sounds like fuzzy-wuzzy, that’s all.’

Me: ‘How come your shoes don’t make that noise in here?’

Mamma: ‘It only works on shiny floors.’

It sounded quite crazy. It could be true. Next time I get new shoes I’m going to try it. The corridors in the flats have proper shiny floors. I bet they’ll make the dope-finest squeaking you’ve ever heard.

Next time we’re going to Auntie Sonia’s house. She lives in Tottenham, you have to go on the tube. Connor Green says the tube police have machine guns and if you run away they shoot you. I’ll just have to hold my running in, that’s all. It’s only until I get to the other side.



Jordan doesn’t go to school. He got excluded for kicking a teacher. Excluded means thrown out. I didn’t believe it at first, but even his mamma said it was true. She thinks it’s brutal. Jordan’s mamma smokes black cigarettes. The paper is liquorice flavour. Jordan’s lighter than me because his mamma’s obruni. I told you, everything’s crazy around here!

Jordan: ‘My mum’s trying to get me in another school but no one wants me, innit. I don’t even care man, school’s shit anyway.’

Me: ‘What do you do instead?’

Jordan: ‘Play Xbox. Watch DVDs.’

Me: ‘Does your mamma make you do jobs?’

Jordan: ‘No way! Why, does yours?’

Me: ‘Sometimes.’

Jordan: ‘That’s so gay.’

Me: ‘Only the man’s work. Locking the doors, checking for invaders, things like that.’

Jordan: ‘It’s still gay.’

We greeted the rubbish pipe (it’s a special pipe where the rubbish goes. Inside is metal and it smells like shit, it goes all the way down to Hell). We have to greet it every time for luck, it’s a tradition. Just stick your head in and shout:

Me and Jordan: ‘Bollocks!’

and it makes a dope-fine echo. Only don’t stick your head in too far for if it sucks you in. Jordan jumped on my back and tried to push me down the pipe but I spun around just in time. Then I had to hold the lift door while Jordan did a big spit all on the buttons. When he got out Fag Ash Lil got in. We waited for the doors to close. We could hear her when she pressed the button Jordan did a spit on. She didn’t know about the spit.

Fag Ash Lil: ‘Bloody hell!’

She said bloody hell! It was very funny. I only felt scared after. Fag Ash Lil killed her husband and ate him in a pie. Everybody agrees. That’s why her eyes are all mad and watery, it’s from eating human meat.

Jordan: ‘Bloody hell bloody hell! Stupid bastard!’

Me: ‘Bastard!’

You can say bastard, it just means somebody who doesn’t have a papa. Fag Ash Lil’s papa died a hundred years ago so it’s not even lying. Bollocks are just the same as nuts.



In Art Tanya Sturridge was absent and Poppy sat in her chair instead. Then she was almost right next to me. She stayed there for the whole lesson, she didn’t even move away. It made me go all hot. I couldn’t concentrate because I wanted to see what Poppy was doing. She was painting her fingernails. She actually used the paint for pictures to paint her fingernails with. I watched her the whole time. I couldn’t even help it.

She painted one fingernail pink and the next fingernail green, and then the next one pink again, in a pattern. It took a very long time. She was very careful, she didn’t make a single mistake. It was very relaxing. It made me feel sleepy just watching it. I used Poppy’s hair for my yellow. Mrs Fraser says inspiration for your mood picture can come from anywhere, from the world or inside you. I got my inspiration from Poppy Morgan’s hair. I only didn’t tell her for if it ruined it.

Colour Theory teaches you about using different colours to mean different moods or to tell a story. The colours tell them what you felt like inside. It doesn’t need a shape, it can just be colours. It doesn’t have to look like anything. Mine is made of green, yellow and red. The yellow is sunshine and Poppy Morgan’s hair. The green is for the time Agnes was crawling on the grass in children’s park and she saw a cricket and tried to catch him. That was very funny. You should see her face when the cricket jumped away, she was very surprised. She wasn’t suspecting it in a million years. When he landed she tried to catch him again. She didn’t give up, she just carried on trying and trying. In the end I caught the cricket for her. She squeezed his leg. She squeezed too hard at first and nearly broke it off but after that she just touched it nice and gentle. Her fingers are very tiny but fat at the same time. I love them the most. Only babies can be tiny and fat at the same time, they’re very lucky like that.

The red is the dead boy’s blood. I couldn’t get it dark enough so I mixed some black with it, just a little bit at a time. It still didn’t look how it was in my head. I couldn’t get it to match. Asweh, it was very vexing.

Mrs Fraser: ‘You’ll wear a hole in the paper if you carry on like that!’

In the end I just gave up. My eyes were all blurry and Poppy was looking at me funny like she thought I was a spaz. That’s when I knew it was time to give up.



There are warnings everywhere. They’re only there to help you. They’re very funny. The big fence around the front of school has hutious spikes on top to stop the robbers climbing over. There’s a sign on the fence:



[image: ]



Asweh, it’s very funny. There are signs all over school telling you to turn off your mobile phone:



[image: ]



Connor Green: ‘It’s ’cause the teachers are all robots and the signal from the phones messes with their circuits, innit.’

Nathan Boyd: ‘There should be a warning sign on you. No talking to this boy. Serious risk of bullshit.’

Connor Green: ‘F— off.’



We found another crazy sign by the river:
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We love that sign. It’s our new alltime favourite.

Me: ‘We should dare Nathan Boyd to eat the watercress.’

Dean: ‘Good idea. He’ll never do it.’

The river is behind the trees. It’s only dark. It’s too small for swimming and the water is acid, if you fell in all your skin would burn off. There’s a platform that goes over the shit pipe that’s big enough for both the two of you to sit on. You can just sit there and watch all the things in the river go past. It’s usually just sticks or cans or paper. Whoever sees a human head first gets a million points.

We were looking for the knife the dead boy got killed with. It’s called the murder weapon. If we see it, we’re going to fish it out and take it to the police.

Me: ‘Keep your eyes peeled, it could be anywhere.’

Dean: ‘Roger that. I’m on it, Captain.’

We’re proper detectives now. It’s a personal mission. The dead boy even told the rogues to leave me alone one time when they were hooting me for wearing ankle-freezers (that’s when the legs of your trousers are too short). I didn’t even ask him, he just helped me for no reason. I wanted him to be my friend after that but he got killed before it came true. That’s why I have to help him now, he was my friend even if he didn’t know about it. He was my first friend who got killed and it hurts too much to forget. There’d be fingerprints and blood on the murder weapon. If we found it we could identify the killer, that’s what Dean said. He’s seen all the shows.

Dean: ‘And if we help catch the killer we’ll get a reward, innit.’

Me: ‘How much?’

Dean: ‘Dunno. A grand. Maybe more.’

A grand is a thousand. It sounded like too much. If I got a grand I’d buy a ticket for Papa and Agnes and Grandma Ama and if there was any left over I’d buy a proper football made of skin that doesn’t fly away.

Me: ‘Keep looking. He definitely came this way.’

Dean: ‘Are you sure it was a knife?’

Me: ‘Yes! It was this big.’

I showed him how long with my hands.

Dean: ‘Right you are, Chief.’ (That’s how detectives talk. It’s just a rule.)

If the killer threw the knife in the river it could be gone to the sea by now. It could already be too late. Asweh, it was very nervous. I didn’t want them to get away with it. We went quiet again for better searching.

There’s even no fish in the river. It made me feel proper sad. There should be fish even if they’re not tasty ones. There’s no ducks left either, the smaller kids killed them with a screwdriver. The babies just got crushed. We didn’t see the murder weapon. We only saw a wheel from a bike all rusty and bent up. Next time we’ll bring torchlights and gloves for digging in the sharpest weeds.





End of sample
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