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The Mirror Mouse


It was a quiet night in Morfield Woods. The only sound was the wind rustling through leaves and grass. The stars twinkled overhead, and it was dark between the trees. Somewhere, one owl called out ‘tooowhiiit’, and another replied ‘tooo-wooo’.

Then there was a bright flash of light above. It was followed by a rather unusual whistling sound, like a firework falling out of the sky.


[image: “Whissss” trails diagonally across the page, ending with “BAMF.”]

A meteor the size of a beach ball slammed into the dirt, glowing orange with heat. Leaves twirled down from the nearby trees, shaken off their branches by the impact.

Hours passed, and the rock cooled down, the orange colour darkening to black. It looked like a large piece of coal, with several holes in it. For a long time, the animals in the woods stayed back from this strange object that had fallen from the sky.

Eventually, a mouse crept out from under the roots of a tree, sniffing curiously. The metallic scent in the air was like nothing the mouse had ever smelt before.

A scratching sound came from inside the meteorite. The mouse froze, its little heart beating very fast. Something was moving in there.

Scritch-scritch-scritch-scritch

From one of the holes, a new mouse emerged, curls of strange silvery smoke rolling out with it. The new mouse looked exactly like the old one, from the bend in its whiskers to the brown shade of its fur. It was a perfect copy.

Seeing this mirror image of itself was too much for the original mouse. It let out a petrified squeak, then fled, disappearing into the forest. The copy-mouse crawled through Morfield Woods, heading towards the town.







Hiding Under Hugo


Alisha Alva was dreading today. She didn’t even want to get out of bed. Especially since she’d have to move her cat, Hugo, who was curled up on her belly.

‘You stay right there,’ she whispered to Hugo. ‘I’ll hide under you all day.’

The black-and-white cat purred, stretching out his front legs. He looked like he’d be purr-fectly happy with that plan.

‘Except I can’t,’ said Alisha, frustration rising in her voice. ‘Because my stupid Head of Year, Miss Penn, wants to have a chat with me today, about if I’m doing OK. You know what that means, don’t you?’

Hugo watched her lazily. Sometimes it almost felt like he could understand what she was saying. He was a better listener than any human she’d met, even Mum.

‘It means I have to speak to her, and act like a [image: ] very normal perfectly proper girl [image: ] ,’ Alisha sing-songed. ‘Because if I don’t act like a [image: ] very normal perfectly proper girl [image: ] then Miss Penn will say I’m not doing OK. She might even say I’m having a difficult time. That’d mean teachers being weird with me. They never want to just treat you normally, teachers.’

Alisha scratched behind Hugo’s ear, and he nuzzled his head into her hand. That was the best thing about her furry companion – she could tell him anything, ever, and he’d never treat her any different. Not as long as she kept feeding and fussing him.

She’d even told Hugo about last term, when she and her friends, The Late Crew, found an alien egg. They’d looked after it till it hatched into a baby dragon and flew away in a spaceship with its dad.

She also told him about the slime that had taken control of her headteacher, and how they’d beaten it with loud music. Alisha hadn’t told anyone else about the aliens, not even Mum.

‘Maybe I should tell Miss Penn about the aliens,’ Alisha joked to her cat. ‘She’d definitely put me down as having a difficult time then!’

Was there another, even worse, category for if you said you saw aliens? Maybe not doing very well at all or really struggling quite a bit indeed.

‘You know what the worst part is?’ said Alisha, sitting up under Hugo. The cat turned his body to make himself even more comfortable. ‘The worst part is the reason Miss Penn wants to talk is that teachers have noticed I’ve been quiet in lessons. Quiet! Me! They’ve spent all year telling me to talk less. As soon as I do, they say there’s something wrong!’

Hugo started to close his eyes again. Alisha couldn’t let him go back to sleep – she did actually need to get up and go to school now, no matter how much she didn’t want to. There was only one thing she could say that would get him up and going.

‘Breakfast time!’







Mum in Peace


Alisha buttered her toast, while Hugo munched happily in the corner. Of course she fed the cat before herself!

She didn’t want to think about her chat with Miss Penn. Instead, she was trying to focus on looking forward to seeing The Late Crew after school. They met up at least once a week and talked about whether they’d spotted any signs of aliens returning to Morfield. So far, there’d been nothing. Utterly zilch.

‘Boo!’ shouted Mum, jumping into the kitchen in her pink pyjamas. Their flat was half the size of her friends’ houses but with the way Mum leapt and danced around, it never felt small. Mum had dark hair and dark eyes like Alisha, and a face full of mischief. She was a young mother, and people sometimes thought she was Alisha’s older sister.

‘You scared me,’ drawled Alisha sarcastically. ‘I thought you were a creature from outer space.’

‘I cooooome in peeeace,’ Mum said, doing her best alien impression. She never cared about being proper or sensible. If something might be funny, she’d do it to make you laugh.

‘There’s nothing peaceful about you,’ Alisha quipped.

‘I don’t want to be peaceful anyway. It’s boring!’ pouted Mum. ‘You’ve got aliens on the mind recently. Want me to make you a tin-foil hat? You’d fit right in at my support group.’

‘Muuuuuuum,’ groaned Alisha.

‘Whaaaaaat?’ said Mum, imitating the way Alisha said it.

‘You’re not supposed to say things like that. Your support lady said.’

‘Oh, well then,’ Mum said, then put on her well-behaved voice. ‘I will not say bad things about mental health problems, in case I start to believe them about myself. I will not make brilliant jokes, no matter how naturally hilarious I am. Is that better?’

‘Shush,’ replied Alisha, but she grinned as she said it. Mum had difficulties with her thoughts and feelings, which were called mental health problems – though Mum called them her Letters. Not everyone liked jokes about mental health, but Mum found it really funny to joke about serious things.

‘We’d better get you to school,’ said Mum. ‘You’ve got your super exciting chat with your favourite ever Head of Year today.’

‘Ugh, don’t remind me.’

Alisha hadn’t actually told Mum the full truth about why Miss Penn wanted to talk to her. Mum thought it was another conversation about being too loud in class – not one about being too quiet. Little did Alisha know, this was only the start of her problems. Something much weirder than she could imagine was already on its way.


[image: A mother playfully poses as her daughter arrives home, while a cat waits by its empty bowl.]







The Triple P: Pink Pyjama Problems


‘Wait a second,’ said Alisha, as Mum picked up her car keys and headed towards the door.

‘Aren’t you ready to go?’ asked Mum.

‘I am, but you’re not!’ exclaimed Alisha.

‘What do you mean?’ Mum was utterly perplexed.

‘You’re still in your pyjamas!’

Mum laughed, looking down at her pyjamas which consisted of a fluffy pink top and bottoms – obviously not outdoor clothes.

‘Oh, well.’ Mum shrugged. ‘I’m not working at the shop till twelve. I’ll pop my jacket on over the top, no one will see.’

‘There’ll be teachers there, when you drop me off,’ protested Alisha. If Miss Penn found out Mum dropped her off in her pyjamas, she’d think Alisha had problems at home and was not OK.

‘I’m sure no one will notice,’ replied Mum, pulling her jacket on. ‘We don’t want you getting in trouble for being late again.’

Alisha didn’t know how to explain the problem. Mum was thinking about it like she was any other parent. But the school knew about Mum’s Letters. Sometimes when people knew about Mum’s mental health it made them see her differently, in a way that was completely unfair.

For example: if they saw another parent doing drop off in their PJs, they’d think how funny, they must have been in a rush. But if they saw Alisha’s mum doing it, they’d think that’s the mum with mental health issues, she can’t even get dressed in the morning.

The most unfair thing was, Mum was doing really well with her Letters. She was working with a woman from a charity, learning ways to manage when she had bad days and felt really sad or angry. But no one ever thought about that.

How could Alisha possibly tell her that the school saw her differently to other parents? It would hurt her feelings, and it wasn’t Mum’s fault that other people got the wrong idea.

‘You’re right, let’s go,’ said Alisha, giving in.

She’d just have to hope no one saw Mum’s pink pyjamas, and make sure that Miss Penn thought everything was as [image: ] very normal perfectly proper [image: ] as possible!







Keep Driving, Go on the Run, Become Outlaws


‘Shall we just drive past the school?’ teased Mum, while they sat in slowly moving traffic. ‘Go to the shopping centre instead?’

Mum was joking but Alisha knew that if she agreed, they’d most likely end up actually doing it. She and Mum had skived and gone shopping together before. Mum had called her job and pretended to be sick, then done the same with Alisha’s school.

That day had been so fun, simply because they were breaking the rules. The shopping centre was out of town, and everyone they knew would either be at work or school – but Alisha and Mum still giggled and snuck from shop to shop as if someone was about to catch them.

‘I’m very tempted to say yes,’ admitted Alisha.

‘Probably better not, with your chat with Miss Penn today,’ Mum replied reluctantly, tapping her fingers on the steering wheel. Her fingernails were still red from when Alisha had painted them at the weekend.

‘You’re right,’ sighed Alisha, even though shopping sounded infinitely better than talking to the Head of Year. ‘But we have to do it again sometime!’

‘I’m a bad influence on you,’ Mum laughed.

They stopped at a red light and Mum looked over with a rare serious expression on her face. Alisha felt like everything became a bit quieter when Mum got serious, as if the world missed her silliness.

‘Are you alright for school today? It was a late one last night,’ said Mum.

The night before was one of Mum’s Bad Nights. Tiredness from Bad Nights was the real reason Alisha had been quiet in school recently. She could try explaining why she needed to stay up late and make sure Mum was OK, but she didn’t think the Head of Year would understand. She’d have better luck explaining her alien adventures!

‘I’ll be alright,’ said Alisha. ‘You’re going to buy me a cappuccino at the ChocoHut drive-through before school, right?’

Mum snorted, driving forward as the traffic lights turned green. ‘No chance you’d order anything other than a hot chocolate at ChocoHut. And you know my opinion on coffee.’

‘Which is?’ asked Alisha, pretending to be innocent.

‘It only wakes you up because it makes you need to poo!’

Mum laughed at herself, and it was like the lights being switched on at Christmas. Suddenly she was happy and sparkly again, all seriousness disappearing away behind bright colour. Alisha liked it best when Mum was like this. Because who wouldn’t be happy when looking at Christmas lights?

At the corner where Mum needed to turn right for Morfield Secondary School, she turned left instead and parked by the newsagent. She was still smiling about the coffee and didn’t look like she’d noticed she’d parked in the wrong place.

‘Erm, Mum?’

‘You can get out here,’ she said to Alisha, speaking gently. ‘Cross the road and then you’re at school. You won’t need to worry about me embarrassing you in my pyjamas.’

Alisha hesitated, her face going red. She didn’t want Mum to think she was embarrassed by her. But she also didn’t want someone to see Mum’s pyjamas and tell Miss Penn.

‘It’s OK,’ said Mum. ‘Your grandmother used to embarrass me on purpose when I was your age. I hated it.’

‘I’ll walk from here,’ said Alisha, picking up her school bag and climbing out. ‘But I’m really not embarrassed by you.’

Mum nodded, and Alisha closed the car door. When she drove away, Alisha felt an uncomfortable knot in her stomach. She hoped Mum knew she’d never be ashamed of her, no matter what she was wearing or doing. It was other people and their reactions that were the problem!



Alisha was lost in thought as she walked towards the school steps, trying to think of something nice she could do for Mum that night. She didn’t pay any attention to the pigeon pecking at crumbs on the road. Or to the exact copy of that pigeon, which flapped down and landed next to it. The copy had identical markings, almost as if there was a mirror between the two birds.

The copy-pigeon bobbed along after Alisha … following her towards the school.



  
   

   
    
     A Bothersome Receptionist and a Clever Pigeon
    

   
   
    Alisha joined the crowd filing into the school. She walked beside a group of older teenagers, carefully keeping them between herself and the reception desk.
   

   
    Recently, the receptionists had been trying to speak to her every morning when she came in. There were other kids they picked out each day as well. She thought teachers probably asked them to keep an eye on students they were worried about. Alisha didn’t want to be worried about. She just wanted to be left alone.
   

   
    ‘Alisha Alva! How are you today?’ called out a nasally male voice from reception.
   

   
    Alisha ground her teeth, irritated. It was Mr Cuthbert, one of the receptionists. He had a pointy face and wore square glasses. How did he always spot her? She was tempted to not go over, but he’d keep on speaking to her anyway. If she had to talk to him, it was better up close than shouting over people’s heads.
   

   
    She walked up to the reception desk. There were signs about the school’s values propped up on it, about things like being
    
     respectful
    and
    
     organised
    . Nothing on there about being
    
     good laugh
    , much to Alisha’s disappointment. Mr Cuthbert was tall, so even though he was sitting she was still looking up at him a
   

   
    ‘Did you walk in today?’ Mr Cuthbert asked, trying too hard to sound casual. ‘I didn’t see your mum dropping you off?
   

   
    Every day this week, the receptionists had asked questions about Mum. Alisha knew they weren’t just asking. They were looking for any changes that might mean she was
    
     having a difficult time
    at home.
   

   
    ‘She dropped me off across the road,’ said Alisha, and then lied rather than mentioning Mum’s pyjamas. ‘The school car park was busy.’
   

   
    Alisha was finding it easier and easier to lie to the school staff. She was even able to meet Mr Cuthbert’s eye as she said it. Lying was the only way to get them to back off. Especially when the minute she said something even ever-so-slightly out of the ordinary they started inspecting her like an animal at the zoo.
   

   
    ‘Cool, cool,’ replied Mr Cuthbert, resting one elbow on the reception desk as if saying cool made 
    
     him
     really cool. ‘And how’s it hanging?’
   

   
    ‘No one says “how’s it hanging”
   

   
    
   

   
    
    
   

   
   

   
   

   
   

   
    
    
    
   

   
    
    
   

   
   

   
    
    
   

   
    
    
   

   
   

   
    
   

   
   

   
   

  
 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy The Late Crew and the Copy Cat Creature.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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