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Hello!

Snowflakes and Wishes is a wintry e-book short linked to my Chocolate Box Girls series. It tells Lawrie’s story, and is set on New Year’s Eve. Lawrie’s family are back at Tanglewood for a party, and returning to Somerset reminds them all how much they’ve missed it. When one of the animals goes missing in the middle of the night, Lawrie and Coco find themselves on another rescue mission. They end up with a LOT more than they bargained for … and in the middle of a snowstorm they begin to realize how much they’ve missed each other too.

Curl up with a hot chocolate and escape into the magical world of Tanglewood … and don’t forget to make a wish!
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We are an hour’s drive from Tanglewood when the sky darkens to the colour of an especially nasty bruise, all blotchy purple with mustard yellow patches showing through. It feels as though the clouds are lowering, hanging just inches above us, like a curtain about to come down on a long and very boring play. We’ve been driving for four hours already; Mum, my little sister Jasmine and me.

‘It’s gone all dark,’ Jas says from the back seat, leaning forward to offer me a chocolate coin left over from her Christmas stocking. ‘What time is it, Lawrie? Will we be late for the party?’

‘It’s only just gone two in the afternoon,’ I say, peeling the gold foil away from the chocolate coin. ‘Relax; we’ve got bags of time, but I think some kind of a storm is brewing.’

‘The weather forecast said heavy snowfalls in the west,’ Mum says, frowning as she drives. ‘Don’t worry, we’ll be there soon …’

‘Snowfalls!’ Jasmine breathes. ‘Oh, I hope it’s proper snow, the kind you can sledge on and make snowballs with. Maybe we’ll get stranded and have to stay at Tanglewood forever.’

I laugh. My little sister is so transparent; she hasn’t really settled back into her old school in Kendal. Some of the kids tease her a bit and although she is tougher than she looks, I don’t want my little sister to have to handle that kind of stuff. She’s seen enough bullying to last her a lifetime.

Jasmine loved a lot of things about living in Somerset, but she’d lost a bit of confidence too, living with a psycho like James Seddon … I suppose we all did. He was Mum’s boyfriend and although he seemed fine to start with, it turned out he had a vicious streak. He was cruel to his animals, cold with his friends and a total bully with us. We were supposed to be his family, but he never stopped telling us that we were dirt, rubbish, scum.

He made me so feel angry, so helpless, so bad. He made all of us feel that way.

    Seddon doesn’t live in Somerset any more; Coco messaged me a while back to say he’d sold up and gone to live with his brother in Canada, and although I’d rather he was in prison (which is what he deserves for the way he treated us, not to mention the animals) I am also a little bit glad. I am glad because now there’s an ocean between us, and because I can breathe a little more easily now that I’m not breathing the same air as him. My mind drifts, and suddenly I am back there …

I’m on my knees in the mud, fumbling with the rope around Sheba’s neck, tugging at the knot while the skinny, scrawny dog whimpers and yelps.

‘Hurry, Lawrie!’ Coco whispers. ‘Quick!’

And then a flashlight flares and a shot rings out. Coco steps back into the shadows, leading the rescued ponies with her, and I see Seddon, shotgun in hand, striding towards me through the darkness.

‘Lawrie?’ he yells. ‘Is that you, you useless boy? I’ve told you before to leave that dog alone – she’s not a pet, she’s a guard dog!’

I manage to get Sheba’s collar off and the two of us duck away from Seddon … but not quickly enough. He grabs my arm and throws me to the ground. I can hear Mum and Jas up by the house, calling me, but when I scramble up Seddon comes for me again, shoving me back against the outbuilding. Pain sears through my arm like fire. I don’t actually see Seddon hit my mum; I just hear the harsh slap of his palm against her cheek in the darkness …

I shudder, remembering the last time I saw James Seddon; good riddance to bad rubbish. He was a bully and conman extraordinaire; he’d come into our lives with smiles and promises and to start with we’d thought he was great … by the time we’d found out what he was really like, it was too late.

Sheba is cuddled up in a blanket on the back seat with Jasmine, trying to snuffle her way into the net of foil-wrapped chocolate coins. She’s our dog now; Mum, Jas and I took her north to Kendal when we went back to live with Gran, and now she’s well fed with a sleek, shiny coat and the waggiest tail in the northern hemisphere. Seeing her now, you’d never believe she’d been so ill-treated. She should be in a travel crate or have some kind of dog seatbelt, but she’s scared of crates and kennels and hates any kind of harness, and we haven’t the heart to force her.

‘Mum?’ Jas pipes up. ‘Are we nearly there? I want to see Caramel before it gets dark!’

‘Not too far now, I promise …’ Mum says. ‘We’ll be there about four, just in time for tea. And yes, of course you’ll see Caramel!’

Caramel was Jasmine’s pony – a birthday present from Seddon – but really the pony had been just an excuse for him to bully and control both Jasmine and Caramel. He’d been on a power trip; he’d wanted to break Caramel’s spirit and had tried to do the same to us. I’d tried to look out for the ponies, but it had been Coco who’d taken matters into her own hands and rescued them, hiding them away from Seddon. That was how I’d got to know Coco, really, because before that I’d always thought she was kind of bossy and annoying … when actually she’d turned out to be pretty amazing.

She’s my best friend; or at least she was before we moved back to Kendal last year. I have missed Coco. I ended up with a bit of a crush on her in the end, after that whole pony rescue thing; and now more than a year has gone by and I can’t help wondering if I will still feel that way when I see her again.

And if I do, what then? I am not exactly known for my wit, charm or smooth chat-up lines. Coco will probably swat me away like some annoying insect and go on being awesome in her own sweet way.

Anyway, there’d been no way we could’ve turned up at Gran’s house with an Exmoor pony and a half-starved dog; seriously … Gran doesn’t even have a front garden. She’d let us keep Sheba, but Caramel had to be left behind. I love my gran, but I can’t help thinking she’d be just a tiny bit relieved if Mum found a job that allowed her to move out and rent a little flat for us all. She’d never say that though, and it’s not possible anyway because we are barely scraping by as it is on the wages Mum earns at the cafe.

So Coco has been looking after Caramel and sending Jas occasional picture updates, but my little sister is desperate to see her pony again. Right now, she looks like she’ll explode with excitement any minute.

‘I can see the sea!’ she yells suddenly, and everyone sits up as the rugged Somerset coast appears to the right of us. The sea is dark grey and brooding under a gloomy sky. Minutes later we turn into a narrow, twisty lane that climbs uphill and at last we come to the rickety gate that marks the driveway to Tanglewood. It’s a rambling, slightly shambolic Victorian house, complete with turret and leaded glass windows, now lit up with fairy lights and stick-on paper snowflakes. This place was our home too, for a little while the autumn before last, after we’d got away from Seddon.

The car slows, crunching along the drive, and as Mum parks beside the house the kitchen door bursts open, spilling a mad gaggle of sisters who rush across the gravel to greet us. We get out of the car, creaky from sitting still for so long, stretching, laughing. Jasmine is shy suddenly, hiding behind me, but the sisters – Cherry, Skye, Summer, Honey and Coco – wrap her in hugs and take her hands and pull her forward, and her face lights up in a way I haven’t seen for a very long time.

I shoot a shy glance at Coco; she’ll be thirteen now, like me, and even in her usual uniform of baggy sweater and skinny jeans, she looks older, cooler, more aloof.

‘Sandy, Lawrie, Jasmine … you made it!’

Charlotte, Coco’s mum, hugs Mum, welcoming us all. ‘How was the drive? It’s such a long way, but we’re thrilled you’re here! We’ve got some soup on the Aga if you’re hungry …’

Coco’s stepdad Paddy appears in the doorway of the chocolate workshop, grinning, and we start moving towards the house because it’s way too cold to be standing around outside on 31 December.

‘Hey,’ Coco says, falling into step beside me. ‘Great to see you, Lawrie! It’s been ages!’

‘Too right,’ I say gruffly. ‘Thought you might have forgotten what I look like …’

‘As if,’ Coco laughs. ‘Looks like those two remember each other, too.’

Sheba is bouncing about on the driveway, skidding from person to person until she finds Fred, and then the two dogs go into a mad frenzy of tail-wagging delight.

I can feel a weight lifting from my shoulders; a weight I hadn’t even realized was there. It’s good to be back in Somerset; good to be with Coco. We went through a lot together, but so much has happened since; I wasn’t sure how it would be when I saw her again. It might have been awkward or embarrassing, but I don’t think it’s going to be either of those things. It’s going to be cool.

And then the first flakes of snow begin to fall out of the darkening clouds, and I catch Coco’s eye and the two of us laugh out loud, turning our faces up to the sky.
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We sit around the scrubbed pine table at Tanglewood, eating hot soup and crusty bread fresh from the Aga.

It feels like time is peeling away, like the last year never happened and we’re still living here, a part of the kind, crazy chaos that is Coco’s family. We’d only stayed at Tanglewood for two weeks, but it had been the happiest time we’d had in Somerset; Mum had just left Seddon in the aftermath of the pony kidnap drama, and we’d been technically homeless. Coco and her family had made us welcome; treated us as family.

Mum had worked for a while in Charlotte and Paddy’s chocolate business, helping them with a big order, and Jas and I had just let ourselves relax. Fun, mayhem, hard work, evenings draped across the blue velvet sofas watching DVDs … those are the things I remember about our time living at Tanglewood. That and Coco sitting in the branches of the old oak tree practising her violin, in her duffel coat and fingerless gloves. She never seemed to get any better, but I never tired of listening. By then, I thought everything Coco did was cool.

‘If everyone’s finished their soup I’ll make hot chocolate,’ Coco’s eldest sister Honey says. ‘With squirty cream and marshmallows – that’s the way you like it, Jasmine, right?’

Jasmine’s face lights up. ‘Oh yes! With extra chocolate sprinkles on top?’

‘Obviously,’ Honey promises. She pours milk into a saucepan and stirs in grated chocolate from the chocolate workshop’s reject batches.

‘We should patent Honey’s hot chocolate recipe,’ Charlotte comments. ‘It’s amazing. And once we’re all warmed up, we have a party to organize …’

‘Mum’s invited half the village, as usual!’ Coco says with a grin. ‘But you’re the guests of honour – I can’t believe you’re really here!’

‘Nor me!’ I say, grinning. ‘Feels kinda weird!’

‘But good weird,’ Jasmine says, her face shining. ‘Can I see Caramel now? D’you think she’ll remember me?’

‘I know she will,’ Coco says. ‘I remind her all the time … we’ll go the minute we’ve finished the hot chocolate.’

‘And tomorrow you can go for a ride, perhaps,’ Charlotte says. ‘Caramel is much calmer than she used to be. We’ll see what the weather is like …’

We all look towards the window, where the snow is swirling.

‘It’s settling,’ I comment. ‘I hope it doesn’t spoil the party …’

‘It’d take more than a bit of snow to stop people coming to one of our New Year parties,’ Skye declares. ‘They’re legendary. And we live in the country, remember? A bit of snow is nothing!’

‘We’re walking distance from the village,’ Paddy reminds me. ‘People will come, snow or no snow! Even if they don’t, you guys are here, and that’s a party in itself … we were all so glad you could make it. We’ve missed you, you know!’

‘We’ve missed you, too,’ Mum says. ‘We often think of you and wonder how you’re all getting on. They stock the Chocolate Box truffles in one of the fancy delis in town now. Things seem to be going well for you!’

Paddy nods. ‘Very well,’ he agrees. ‘One of the big department stores is stocking them in all their branches, and lots of delis and luxury food shops are taking them too. We’re actually in profit now, which is quite something.’

‘Wow,’ Mum says. ‘That’s terrific!’

Coco hands round the steaming hot chocolate, and there is silence for a few moments while we spoon up the melting marshmallows and sip the rich, creamy chocolate.

‘And we’re going to be on TV!’ Coco blurts. ‘Aren’t we? A whole reality TV series about us!’

‘Finch’s mum set it up for us,’ Skye chips in. ‘It sounds pretty cool …’

‘A TV show, huh?’ I tease. ‘You’re famous now!’

‘Not famous, exactly,’ Coco says. ‘Well, not yet!’

‘Will Caramel be in the programme?’ Jasmine wants to know. ‘She might be famous, too!’

‘She’ll be the star of the show,’ Coco says. ‘C’mon, let’s go see her – you too, Lawrie. She’ll remember you; you helped me save her, after all!’

We grab our coats and slip outside, the three of us crunching across the drive through a thin covering of freshly-fallen snow.

‘It’s going to be chaos now in the house … getting everything ready for the party,’ Coco says, pushing open the stable door. ‘We won’t be missing much, trust me!’

As my eyes adjust to the darkness I see Caramel watching us from the far corner; small, solid, steady. The stable smells of fresh hay and warm pony with a faint scent of saddle oil. There’s a sudden bleating noise, and a small, insistent shove against my legs.

‘Humbug!’ I say, laughing out loud. ‘I forgot about you!’

The light flicks on and I see Humbug, Coco’s pet sheep, pushing her head against my hand to be stroked, and Caramel the Exmoor pony, stocky and rough-coated; the pony that brought Coco and me together, the pony that started everything. She gazes at us from soft brown eyes, ambling forward to nudge at Jasmine and me with her mealy-pale nose, soft as velvet.

‘She remembers!’ Jasmine cries, flinging her arms around Caramel’s neck.

I look at Coco and grin, and I remember too.
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Jasmine is in heaven. Coco shows her how to brush Caramel and groom her mane. My little sister shows no signs of getting bored with the task, moving on to plait Caramel’s mane with painstaking care.

‘I haven’t been all that good at keeping in touch,’ Coco says. ‘I meant to – it’s just that there never seems to be time …’

I laugh. ‘You’ve got the world to save, right?’ I quip.

Coco sent a letter just after we moved and she posts and messages now and then on Spiderweb, but neither of us is good at that kind of stuff. When I think of Coco I always imagine her riding Caramel across the moors or holding a placard about saving the whales … she is not really a letter-writing kind of girl.

‘It’s OK,’ I shrug. ‘I’ve been a bit rubbish, too. Still, we’re here now, I guess …’

Coco flops down on to a hay bale, leaving Jas to fuss over Caramel. An awkward silence descends and I run lines in my head, wondering how to break it. I can’t say that Coco looks older, prettier; it just sounds too cheesy, too stupid, even though it’s true. And now, in the half-light, my confidence has ebbed away and I can’t find anything to say at all. I sink down a few hay bales along, pink-cheeked.

Coco catches my eye, and I hope the dim lighting doesn’t show my discomfort. ‘You’ve got taller,’ she says, as direct as ever. ‘And you got your hair cut! I think I liked it better before …’

‘The head at our school is super-strict,’ I reply. ‘I’m going to grow it again …’

‘Have you settled in OK back in Kendal? No thoughts of … well, coming back to Somerset, maybe?’

‘I think we’d all love that,’ I admit. ‘Now that Seddon’s gone. We do miss Somerset, Jas especially – but Kendal is OK. Or it would be, if Mum could get a better job and we had a place of our own instead of squashing in with Gran and Granddad. School’s OK, though. I’ve got friends …’

‘Anyone … special?’ Coco blurts out. ‘Like … maybe … a girl or something?’

I am momentarily speechless. I once told Coco that I liked her a lot, back when we were staying at Tanglewood; she told me she wasn’t ready for a boyfriend. Now she seems very curious about my love life … or, to be more precise, the lack of one.

‘No girls,’ I say, as carelessly as I can manage. ‘No time for all that …’

‘Same here,’ Coco agrees. ‘You know me, I am going to dedicate my life to saving the giant panda and the Siberian white tiger. No room for romance.’

Silence descends again, empty and awkward. Was Coco trying to tell me, in a roundabout way, that her views on romance have changed? If so, I have put my foot in it big style. How on earth do people ever manage to tell each other they’re smitten? It’s a nightmare, like picking your way through a minefield blindfolded.

‘So you’ll probably just stay in Kendal, then?’ Coco asks.

‘Probably,’ I say. ‘There are more jobs for Mum there, even if a lot of them are seasonal and poorly paid. I mean … I do miss Somerset. I even miss you, actually; there’s nobody in Kendal who teases me or winds me up like you used to …’

‘Obviously,’ Coco grins. ‘I’m unique.’

I lower my voice, watching my little sister combing and plaiting Caramel’s mane. ‘Jas is finding it harder than the rest of us,’ I whisper. ‘She hasn’t settled at school. Some of the kids are teasing her a bit … and I’m at the secondary, obviously, so I can’t do much to help.’

Coco frowns. ‘Ouch. Does your mum know?’

‘Jas won’t let me say anything in case it makes things worse. It sucks.’

‘Look, I’ll talk to her,’ Coco says. ‘Tomorrow, maybe. Don’t worry, Lawrie … look at her now; she’s totally blissed out!’

‘She loves Caramel,’ I agree. ‘This break will be good for her, and if you can have a word with her too … that’d be great.’

Coco grins. ‘Well, it’s New Year, isn’t it?’ she says, quietly. ‘A time for new starts for all of you. Anything is possible, right?’

I sigh. I am a lot more practical than Coco, and I cannot see things improving for us any time soon. Still, I like Coco’s optimism. The stable is silent for a moment, apart from the sound of Jasmine whispering to Caramel; and then a voice rings out though the darkness. Paddy is calling us from the house.

‘Kids, where are you?’ he yells. ‘Coco? Lawrie? Jasmine? Come on back to the house – it’s almost party time!’

In the house, Mum is in her element; she seems to have taken charge of things, the way she did when she worked briefly for Paddy and Charlotte. She thrives on chaos, and a transformation has taken place. The main lights have been switched off, replaced by fairy lights and jam jar candles, and swathes of holly and ivy are draped everywhere. In the conservatory, tables have been pushed together, covered in festive tablecloths and piled high with party food; potato salad, coleslaw, hummus and crusty bread jostle for space with trifle, yule log and trays of iced mince pies and cupcakes. Pizzas, quiches and sausage rolls are lined up in the kitchen waiting to be cooked, while jacket potatoes are baking in the Aga and more soup is simmering on the stove top.

Honey is creating a non-alcoholic punch with bottles of lemonade, orange juice and tons of chopped fresh fruit and ice; Paddy is stirring mulled wine on the Aga, and the whole house smells of oranges and spices.

You can almost taste Christmas in the air, or New Year, anyway. It’s a kind of magic. At Gran and Granddad’s, Christmas is about thickly-iced fruit cake and cold turkey sandwiches and Quality Street toffees and an endless menu of TV Christmas Specials. At Tanglewood, things are different.

‘What about the dogs?’ I ask Coco. ‘Will they be OK?’

‘Fred’s fine with big groups of people,’ she says with a shrug. ‘Sheba should take her lead from him, but if she’s looking stressed, just tell me and we’ll take the two of them upstairs for some peace and quiet.’

Cherry and her boyfriend Shay are testing out the party playlist, an eclectic mixture of teen music and retro stuff that Paddy and Charlotte like. Alfie, Summer’s boyfriend, has arrived too, and before long we’re all clowning about to the music as we set out paper cups and last minute bowls of nuts and crisps and nibbles.

And then a car draws up outside and the first proper guests arrive, stomping the snow from their boots and handing coats to Alfie who stores them carefully in an upstairs bedroom. By the time the first drinks have been poured, the door opens again and a tribe of villagers comes tumbling in, and then another car draws up and the stream of incoming partygoers becomes constant. Shay turns up the volume and Summer and Skye duck through the crowd with trays of food, and people are slapping me on the back and asking me how life in Kendal is going and I surrender myself to the chaos, to the party.
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I remember looking at the kitchen clock at about nine thirty, and gathering up an armful of coats from another band of newly arrived guests. I remember seeing Jas playing with Alfie’s little sisters, watching the three of them weaving through the crowds, smiling because I haven’t seen her so relaxed for ages. I’m keeping an eye on Sheba too, but she just pads around after Fred, looking for scraps and galloping up the stairs to the landing whenever she needs chill-out time.

As for Mum, she’s in the thick of it: chatting to Mrs Lee from the Post Office about fortunes and futures, to Alfie’s parents about the trials of raising a teenage boy, and even discussing the perils of Internet dating for the middle aged with Shay’s Uncle Matt. Internet dating? I’d have thought she’d have had enough of romance to last a lifetime after dodgy James Seddon, but I guess you never can tell. You’d think that people would give up on all that mushy stuff once they’re over the age of thirty and officially ancient, but apparently not.

I end up offering round plates of warm mince pies with Coco – the two of us wearing reindeer antlers, chatting to Shay about music and to Honey about her stay in Sydney, Australia, as well as having a long talk with Joe, the farmer who owns the land next to Tanglewood, about how awesome shire horses and Clydesdales are. Time slides by without me noticing and the next thing I know it is almost midnight and Skye and Summer are wandering about with paper snowflakes, asking everyone to write their wishes for the New Year on them in silver pen.

‘We used to write wishes on a Chinese lantern and let it go at midnight,’ Skye tells me as I scribble my wish. ‘Then Coco found out they’re not eco for some reason. Maybe sheep eat them, or they set fire to trees or something; anyway, we had to come up with a new idea.’

‘We’re going to throw the snowflakes into the sea tomorrow morning,’ Summer adds. ‘At high tide. When the tide turns, it will take the snowflake wishes out to sea.’

‘And our wishes will come true,’ Skye finishes. ‘Maybe …’

‘Yeah, right,’ I tell her. ‘If only it were that easy!’

I write my wish anyway; a garbled plea for a flat of our own, a job for Mum, for Jas to be happy at school.

‘Make a wish for yourself, too,’ Summer says, glancing at what I’ve written. ‘You worry a lot about other people, but you’re allowed some dreams too.’

‘I’m fine,’ I say. ‘I don’t need much to be happy …’

My eyes scan the room and I catch sight of Coco, still wearing her reindeer antlers, and I am almost certain she is talking about Greenpeace or giant pandas or climate change. That makes me smile.

Suddenly the music is switched off and Paddy is yelling that’s it’s almost midnight, and that we have to go outside.

‘Outside?’ I echo. ‘What? In the snow? We’ll freeze!’

‘Tradition,’ Skye says. ‘Come on, Lawrie, grab your coat … you’ll see!’

There’s chaos then as the party moves slowly outside, Alfie and Shay handing out coats and scarves and jackets at the door. The snow has stopped and the night is still and silent as we gather on the driveway. Paddy is counting down from ten, then everyone shouts ‘Happy New Year!’ The minute midnight passes, people are crossing their arms and linking hands and Coco appears suddenly to my left and says this is a Scottish tradition, and that ever since Paddy and Cherry came down from Glasgow to join the family this is what they do every New Year’s Eve. Everyone sings ‘Auld Lang Syne’ and although we don’t all get the words right, it doesn’t seem to matter. There is much swinging of arms and shuffling about, but it feels like a nice thing to do, even though the bloke on my right is tone deaf and keeps treading on my foot with his snow boots.

When everyone breaks apart there is a terrifying moment when everyone seems to be kissing everyone else, which is not my thing at all. I’m wishing I was a million miles away when Coco appears from the darkness, flings her arms around me in a hug and kisses my ear clumsily. I panic; am I supposed to kiss her back? If so, do I aim for cheek or ear or … well, lips? My heart thumps and I’m still trying to work it out as Coco spins away from me and I have to make do with a hug from Mum and a sugary kiss from Jas, who skids in and then hares off again with Alfie’s sisters.

I notice that Sheba, at my side, is shivering in the snow.

‘Coco?’ I touch her sleeve. ‘Shall we go back in?’

Coco nods her head. ‘Sure,’ she says. ‘It’s freezing.’

As she speaks, a firework goes off: a plume of white that shoots high into the air before exploding into a fountain of red, blue and green sparks as the gathered partygoers whoop and sigh. More fireworks follow in quick succession, and I can feel Sheba shaking, pressing against my leg.

‘Sheba’s terrified of fireworks,’ I say. ‘I need to get her inside.’

‘Fred’s legged it back to the house already,’ Coco says. ‘He hates fireworks. For goodness’ sake – whose idea was this? We never have fireworks. I should have made sure the dogs were shut inside! Come on …’

We are halfway to the house, my hand on Sheba’s collar, when the sky explodes in a series of ear-splitting bangs that fade into screeching howls. The crowd cheer and whistle, but Sheba freaks completely, ducking backwards, sliding right out of her collar. She bolts away, running along the drive and out towards the lane.

‘Sheba!’ I yell, but the words are drowned out by the noise of the fireworks. ‘Sheba! Come back!’

I break into a run, skidding on the snow, but Sheba has vanished. ‘Sheba!’ I yell again. ‘Sheba!’

Coco runs up behind me. ‘At least we can see her prints in the snow.’

‘I think she’ll be looking for shelter,’ I say. ‘Somewhere quiet, somewhere safe …’

Coco takes my hand and we start to run again through the snow.
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‘Sheba!’ Coco shouts into the darkness. ‘Where are you? Sheba!’

‘We have to find her,’ I say. ‘This isn’t her home; she’ll never be able to find her way back, and if we lost her, Jas would be devastated …’

I would be devastated too. We run on up the hill, slower now, feet slipping in the powdery snow. And then the prints disappear into a stand of trees and my heart sinks.

‘She’s gone into the woods,’ I say. ‘We’ll never find her now!’

‘Of course we will,’ Coco says, confidently. ‘It looks like those stupid fireworks are over … Sheba will calm down now. We’ll get her, Lawrie.’

We cross the ditch and step into the woods. There’s only a light covering of snow under the trees, but we can’t run because the ground is too rough and uneven. Coco uses the torch app on her smartphone to help us follow Sheba’s prints. And then the snow disappears completely as the woods get more dense, and there are no more prints to follow.

‘Where are we?’ I ask, my breath gathering in the air before me like a cloud.

‘No idea,’ Coco whispers. ‘The woods stretch along the coast for miles. If you walk far enough, you get to the cliffs above the Smugglers’ Caves. Not the ideal place to go walking in the dark …’

I clench my fists. ‘Too bad. I’m not turning back; I can’t. This is all my fault … and now she’s gone …’

‘Rubbish,’ Coco says. ‘It’s nobody’s fault, Lawrie … even the idiots responsible for the fireworks didn’t mean this to happen. I have a feeling it was Alfie’s dad and uncle … they were definitely planning something. They probably thought it would be a cool surprise; they wouldn’t have been thinking about the dogs …’

‘I know,’ I mutter, but right now it doesn’t matter what Coco says; I feel sick with guilt, furious with myself.

And then the torch app dies suddenly, and we are left in darkness.

Coco swears beneath her breath. ‘Phone’s out of charge,’ she says. ‘Have you got yours?’

‘Left it in my rucksack,’ I admit. ‘Back at the house. It doesn’t have a torch app anyway; it’s just a cheap pay as you go …’

‘We should’ve rung home,’ Coco says. ‘Mum and Paddy and your mum would know what to do. The party people will be leaving now and they’ll wonder where we are. They’ll be worried …’

‘I’m not giving up,’ I blurt out. ‘I can’t!’

‘I’m not either.’

I look at Coco in the moonlight and see that she’s shivering, her face pale and shadowed with blue. My hands are numb with cold and my teeth are chattering, and I know that staggering around blindly in the dark in a wood that edges on to clifftops is crazy and quite possibly dangerous.

‘Sheba!’ I shout into the stillness. ‘Where are you?’

We stumble on, breathless, numb; feet slipping on the snow, tripping on roots. Sheba could be anywhere in the woods, running scared in the darkness towards the dangerous cliff edge. My fault, my fault, my fault.

‘Lawrie?’ Coco says in a small voice. ‘I’m not being funny, but I think we’re lost. Should we stop a minute; try to get our bearings?’

‘I’m not going back without her,’ I say.

‘I know,’ Coco says. ‘Nor me. But we need to think, or we’re going to end up frozen stiff and stuck out here all night.’

Flakes of snow are drifting down on us through the trees, softly at first and then faster. I feel like crying, but that wouldn’t achieve anything; and boys don’t cry.

‘Sheba!’ I roar with all the breath in my body, and this time, in the silence comes the sound of twigs cracking, leaves rustling. My heart begins to pound and hope unfurls inside me, and at last Sheba bursts into the clearing, shaking and panting.

‘Sheba, hey!’

I drop to my knees on the woodland floor and throw my arms around her; Sheba pushes her face into my hair, my neck, and I ruffle her coat and laugh out loud with relief. Coco is on the ground beside me, stroking Sheba’s bedraggled coat, whispering soft words to her. Our eyes meet and I know I’m grinning like an idiot, ridiculously happy.

I catch Coco’s hand and hold it tight.

‘We did it!’ I say. ‘Another adventure … and everything’s worked out. Team work, right?’

We get to our feet awkwardly, laughing, Sheba still whimpering softly at our feet. ‘Team work!’ Coco agrees.

And then suddenly, without warning, a piercing, unearthly scream splits the night in half.

It sends a shiver down my spine, and my heart is thumping so hard I think it must be audible a mile away. Coco’s eyes are wide with terror. Even Sheba is pressed against me, hackles up, frozen with fear.

The scream cuts through the night again, louder and more haunting, more agonizing than anything I have ever heard in my life.









[image: Penguin walking logo]


6

‘What is that?’ Coco breathes, her voice less than a whisper. ‘Lawrie?’

‘Someone’s in trouble,’ I say. ‘Someone’s hurt …’

‘It could be a murder!’ she whispers. ‘Something bad’s happening, Lawrie. I’m scared!’

‘Maybe someone’s fallen, hurt themselves,’ I reason. ‘Let’s get a closer look.’

‘No!’ Coco argues. ‘That scream was full of fear as well as pain … we can’t handle this on our own, Lawrie. We could be walking into anything. Look, Sheba’s just as scared as we are …’

The dog is shaking, pressing hard against my leg, but in spite of my fear I step forward, towards where the scream seemed to come from.

‘Let’s go back,’ Coco pleads. ‘Tell Paddy, call the police, get help! Lawrie, please!’

But I’m running now, ducking beneath branches, skidding slightly in patches of snow, lurching onwards. The scream rings out again; guttural, desperate, and I’m vaguely aware of Sheba running at my side, of Coco’s footsteps stumbling along behind me.

We blunder towards the noise, coming to a halt in a small clearing where just a moment before the screams seemed to be coming from.

‘Where is she?’ Coco asks, breathless, scanning the dark shapes looming around us. ‘She sounded so close …’

‘Hello?’ I yell into the silence. ‘Hello? Are you OK? We want to help you!’

And then the noise comes again, mewling and pitiful, no longer human-sounding but animal, agonized.

‘Hello?’ I call out, moving forward through the trees. ‘Where are you? Hello?’

‘Not a person,’ Coco breathes. ‘I don’t think it’s a human scream after all …’

And then I see it: the glint of silver wire on snow, reflecting the moonlight that streams through the trees. A clump of dead bracken, a wooden peg, tightening wire, crimson blood pooling out across the snow, a ragged twist of russet fur.

‘Sheesh …’ I whisper. ‘Coco … it’s a fox! She’s caught in a snare!’

I don’t know whether to feel relieved or dismayed. I remember now how other-worldly, how piercing a fox’s cries can be; we would hear them sometimes in the hills around Seddon’s farmhouse when we lived in Somerset before. They’d sounded like a woman’s screams, sharp and shrill enough to curdle the blood.

‘No, no, nooooo …’ Coco croons, dropping to her knees in the snow. ‘I can’t bear it, Lawrie! We have to help her!’

‘We will,’ I promise, without a clue as to how I can keep that promise. ‘We will …’

I am on my knees beside Coco, straining to see in the moonlight. Sheba is beside me, whimpering softly.

The fox’s right leg is caught in a slender twist of wire secured to a peg driven into the ground a short way away. The snare is fixed so that every time the fox tries to pull away the wire tightens. You can see where the fur has been cut away by the wire to expose raw flesh and muscle and bone; worse, it looks as though the fox has tried to gnaw at the trapped leg just above the snare, in an attempt to get free. Crimson blood has seeped into the snow, and her teeth are flecked with red.

The fox has stopped screaming now; her eyes are glazed. I think she must be almost spent, her spirit fading fast. Tears sting my eyes and I don’t care any more whether boys are supposed to cry. I want to help, but I think we’re too late.

This was not the way I wanted my new year to start.

I reach out, fingers shaking, but the minute I touch the fox’s leg, she jerks and yelps, convulsing with pain, and this just pulls the snare tighter than ever. I can barely see the wire at all now; it is hidden by matted fur and clotted blood.

‘The peg,’ Coco whispers. ‘Dig up the wooden peg!’

I kneel up straighter. Coco is right – if we can dig up the peg anchoring the snare to the ground, the pressure will ease. Perhaps then we can pick up the fox and bring her to safety.

I start scraping at the snow with my bare hands, but the ground beneath is half frozen and my fingers are like blocks of ice. Coco joins in, but it’s only when Sheba begins to dig – gleeful, enthusiastic – that we make some progress. The skinny dog’s paws scrabble frantically at the hard ground, sending showers of snow and soil flying. It’s as if she knows what we need her to do, and she works steadily, scratching, scraping, until the wooden peg is exposed enough to loosen and, finally, pull up.

‘Yessss!’ I breathe, but when I look at the fox again I see that her eyes are half closed now in the moonlight, her lips drawn back from her teeth in a terrible rictus grin.

‘She’s still alive,’ Coco whispers. ‘Just. We have to try, right?’

‘Right.’

I take off my coat – a thick woollen jacket – and spread it out on the snow. Moving as quickly and gently as I can, I scoop up the fox and wrap her in the jacket, tucking the trailing wire and wooden peg in too. When I take my hands away they are sticky with blood, stinking of fox. I lift up the whole bundle in my arms. The fox whimpers, but it’s a tiny sound, a whisper.

‘Let’s go,’ I say. ‘We need to find the road, and fast. Before it’s too late …’

Coco frowns. ‘I don’t know for sure, but if we veer to the left, I think we’ll hit the road eventually. And it’ll be easier to walk once we’re out of the woods.’

At last the trees thin out again and the snow-covered lane comes into view. I am beyond frozen by then; my body shaking, my feet numb with cold. My arms ache from carrying the fox bundle and I don’t know how much further I can go.

‘OK,’ Coco says as we stand in the road in the swirling snow. ‘We’ve come out on the main road; we must have gone further than I thought. It’s quite a way back to Tanglewood from here, but if we go in the other direction …’

‘The other direction?’

‘It’s a risk, because she might not even be here,’ Coco is saying. ‘She might be away for New Year, visiting family or something, but maybe – just maybe – we’ll be in luck. There’s a vet who lives along this way, and she’s really nice: Sharon Denny. I did some work experience with her back in the summer, just for a couple of days, and she was really cool. Her surgery is in Minehead, but still, she might know what to do, who to call …’

‘Is it far?’

‘Not far,’ Coco promises. ‘We can do it. Keep going!’

We trudge on through the silent dark and finally a cottage looms out of nowhere, a small sandstone place with fairy lights twinkling in the window and a holly wreath hanging on the red-painted door. A silver four-by-four sits in the driveway, muffled beneath a thick layer of snow.

‘Let’s hope that means she’s home,’ Coco says.

She leans on the doorbell and the buzz of it crackles out into the night.
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Sharon Denny takes it all in her stride, as if half-frozen teenagers accompanied by dogs and foxes turn up on her doorstep regularly in the middle of a New Year blizzard. Well, maybe they do.

‘Coco,’ she says, rubbing her eyes, sleepily. ‘What the …?’

‘Please help us,’ Coco says. ‘This is my friend Lawrie, and it’s a long story, but we were lost in the woods and we found a fox. She was caught in a snare …’

‘Show me,’ the vet says.

I lay my coat on the kitchen floor and open it to reveal the mangled russet-red body inside. For a moment I am sure the fox is dead, and then she writhes and jerks and thrashes, and relief floods through me because this means she still has a chance.

‘OK,’ the vet says. ‘We are very, very lucky that the snare just caught her leg. Often it’s the belly or the neck …’

She reaches for a leather bag and takes out a syringe, a bottle.

‘I’m going to sedate her a little, so I can check her properly and stop the bleeding …’

The needle slips into matted fur and the fox slumps abruptly. She’s not giving up the fight but relaxing, allowing us to fight for her; the vet is looking at the damaged leg now, cleaning it up, stemming the blood.

‘I thought snares were illegal,’ I say.

‘Not illegal,’ Coco tells me. ‘They should be, though. And I’ve never seen an animal caught in one before …’

It could have been Sheba, I think. It could even have been a child.

‘I’ve seen it a few times, sadly,’ Sharon says. ‘Where did you find her? Some of the local farmers use snares to keep the fox population down. It’s not something I approve of, but it happens.’

‘Not Joe Wallace,’ Coco says. ‘He farms the land next to Tanglewood. He wouldn’t do this …’

‘Not Joe,’ Sharon agrees. ‘But some of the others; they see foxes as vermin. I don’t, but we have a bit of a dilemma here. She’s clearly been in that snare for a while. She’s lost a lot of blood and tried to bite through her leg to get free … I don’t think we can save that leg. And a three-legged fox is not going to survive in the wild, Coco. I’m sorry.’

‘She has to survive!’ Coco argues. ‘You have to help her! Please?’

The vet sighs. ‘Sometimes, an injection that lets the injured animal slip away quietly is the best and kindest thing you can do,’ she explains. ‘Wild animals live a very harsh life out there; red in tooth and claw as they say. She can’t go back into the wild; she’d never survive with this kind of disability … you have to think of the animal.’

‘But foxes are dogs, really, aren’t they?’ I argue. ‘Just wilder. Surely she could be tamed? Live alongside people? We can’t just let her go. I’ve carried her for miles through the snow …’

‘I know you have,’ the vet says. ‘You’ve done all you could to help her, but what about her future? Even if you tried to keep her as a pet, she’d never really be reliably tame. It would be a huge challenge …’

‘Please save her,’ I say, and my voice sounds choked up and shaky and I don’t even care. ‘Please?’

‘Are you sure?’ the woman asks again. ‘You can give her a home? Quality of life?’

I want to slam my fist against the wall, yell and swear and smash things. How can I give an injured fox a home when my family doesn’t have a home of our own to begin with?

‘I can,’ Coco cuts in. ‘Mum and Paddy won’t mind; you know they won’t. And they’d pay for the operation or whatever treatment she needs. We can convert one of the stables, make an outdoor run … she’ll be safe. Please, Sharon? Please?’

The vet rolls her eyes. ‘I must be crazy,’ she says. ‘Whatever. I’ll do my best to save her, I promise you, but I think she’ll lose the leg: that doesn’t look good at all. Don’t worry, OK? You’re good kids … there ought to be more like you.’

Things happen fast after that. A call is made to the emergency vet in Minehead, and Sharon Denny says that she’ll drive the fox straight there so that the leg can be operated on at once.

‘No charge,’ she says, shaking her head as she shrugs on a jacket and drags a comb through her hair. ‘Let’s just call it me getting in my good deed for the year early …’
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Later on New Year’s Day, we walk down to the beach beside Tanglewood, the whole gang of us; the Tanberry-Costello girls, Jasmine and me. We bring the paper snowflakes from the party, each one carrying wishes and dreams, and throw them on to the turning tide to be carried out to sea.

I have added a new wish: for the injured fox to survive and, somehow, stay with us.

‘I don’t believe in wishes,’ I say gruffly, watching the white snowflake shapes drifting out to sea, being tugged under by the current.

‘You don’t have to believe,’ Coco says. ‘Not with your mind, anyway. It’s what your heart believes that matters.’

I roll my eyes and shake my head, but still, I can’t stop smiling. I am on the beach on New Year’s Day with the girl I like best in the whole wide world. So what if we live at different ends of the country? I don’t care any more, and I don’t think Coco does either. We understand each other; I think we always will.

It turns out that Coco is right, too. Mum, Jas and I have wished for difficult things, unlikely things, impossible things: a home of our own, a steady job, a new school with friends, a three-legged fox. And it turns out that these things are not impossible after all.

‘There’s something we wanted to ask you,’ Paddy says to Mum as we sit down later that day to a New Year feast. ‘It’s a big thing, and it may not be what you want at all, but we have to ask …’

‘It’s part of the reason we asked you down to the party,’ Charlotte adds. ‘I mean, no pressure, Sandy, it was just something we’ve been thinking about and it may not be right for you …’

‘What?’ Mum asks. ‘What did you want to ask?’

Paddy rakes a hand through his hair.

‘The business is in profit, and we want to take on a full-time office manager,’ he explains. ‘Someone organized; someone who works well under pressure and has a flair for the publicity and press side of things too. Sandy, we’ve had other part-time workers over the last year or so, but nobody has been as good as you … We wanted to ask you first, before we put the vacancy out there. There really is nobody we’d rather have on board.’

Mum’s eyes widen. I can see she’s having a hard time making sense of Paddy’s offer. ‘Work for you?’ she echoes. ‘Here? At the Chocolate Box? Oh … you know I’d love to … I enjoyed every minute. It was my dream job, and I felt like I really was making a difference. But – I don’t see how?’

Charlotte and Paddy start talking details then, including a salary that knocks the wages Mum has been earning in Kendal into the shadows.

‘It would be official,’ Paddy explains. ‘Nothing temporary or cash-in-hand. You’d have security …’

‘But where would we live?’

Charlotte shrugs. ‘There are a couple of properties for rent in the village just now,’ she says. ‘I’d say you could pick and choose …’

Mum is looking overwhelmed. ‘I have to admit, being back in Somerset has got me thinking. I loved it here – we all did – to begin with, anyway. And then that whole thing with James spoiled it and sent us running back to Kendal. I have sometimes wondered if that was the right move; if we couldn’t have found a way to stay …’

‘Think about it,’ Charlotte says. ‘It’s a big thing, I know …’

Mum laughs. ‘It’s too good to be true! I’d have to check … look into things … see what the kids think …’

‘We think you should do it,’ I say, glancing at Jasmine’s shining face. ‘It’s a steady job, isn’t it? Doing something you love.’

‘But the upheaval!’ she protests. ‘Moving to the other end of the country again! Disrupting your schooling, you and Jasmine …’

‘I don’t care,’ I shrug.

‘Jasmine?’ Mum asks. ‘What do you think?’

My little sister looks like she might explode with happiness. A move away from the school where she is being picked on, a fresh start in a small village school, with Alfie’s sisters already halfway to being good friends … and living just down the lane from her pony, Caramel? Jasmine’s eyes are wide with hope.

‘Say yes, Mum,’ she whispers. ‘Please, please, say yes!’

The wishes come true, one after another. A job, a house, a future … and a three-legged fox.

Three days later, Coco and I are on the bus coming back from Minehead, where we’ve been to see the fox, now named Bracken after the patch of undergrowth we found her in. She lost the damaged leg, but she is recovering well from her surgery in the wild animal wing of the vet hospital.

Sharon Denny has agreed to come and talk to Paddy and Charlotte about converting the stable and looking after a wild animal; it looks like Bracken really will get a new lease of life. And once Mum, Jas and I have settled into our new cottage, maybe Bracken can come to live with us? Who knows. She’ll never be a pet like a dog or a cat, but in time a bond of sorts could perhaps be made.

When I looked at her amber eyes, clear and shining, in the vet hospital today, I was pretty sure that bond was already forming.

‘She’s going to be OK,’ Coco says to me, reading my mind. ‘Bracken, I mean. We’ll look after her for you until you move back and settle in … and then maybe we can build a run for her at your new place and she can be with you.’

‘Hope so,’ I say. ‘If we can just find a cottage with a fox run attached … that’d be cool!’

Today should be Mum’s first day back at work, but she rang to tell them she was stuck in Somerset due to heavy snowfall. Later today, we’ll be looking at some places to live in the village and making a decision; it will be based on which of the landlords will accept animals. I don’t think we will mention that one of the animals in question is a three-legged fox.

Tomorrow we will drive back to Kendal so Mum can give in her notice and work her last few weeks. We’ll pack our stuff and say our goodbyes and move into our new home in February, if all goes well.

The bus stops in Kitnor High Street and we jump off, our boots crunching through snow as we walk up the lane to Tanglewood hand in hand. I remember the day I said goodbye to Coco last time around, sitting together in the big oak tree. I remember leaning across to kiss her, and how the kiss had just startled and scared her, and how we’d agreed to be best friends forever.

If I tried again now, it might be the same; but maybe, just maybe, it would be different?

We stop at the end of the drive and I turn Coco round, holding her hands tight. ‘This has been the best New Year ever,’ I tell her. ‘The best.’

And before I can lean over to kiss her, Coco stands up on her tiptoes and flings her arms around me, her lips pressing softly against mine. Her lips are warm and taste faintly of chocolate, and we bump noses and Coco laughs, but it is still the best and most perfect kiss in the world.

‘Sorry,’ she says, grinning, when we come up for air. ‘I guess we can practise …’

‘I guess we can …’

So yeah … New Year’s wishes. Maybe I’d better start believing in them after all, because it looks like they believe in me.

The snow keeps falling, softly swirling, as we walk on up to Tanglewood.
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shy, quiet, always on the outside … sometimes finds it hard to separate truth from fiction

15 years old

Born: Glasgow

Mum: Kiko

Dad: Paddy

Looks: small; slim;
coffee-coloured skin; straight, dark hair with a fringe, often worn in little
bunches

Style: bright skinny jeans,
T-shirts, anything with a Japanese theme

Loves: dreaming, stories, cherry
blossom, Irn-Bru, gypsy caravans

Prize possessions: kimono,
parasol, Japanese fan, photo of her mum from long ago

Dreams: of being part of a
family

www.cathycassidy.com
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friendly, eccentric, individual, imaginative

14 years old – Summer’s identical twin

Born: Kitnor

Mum: Charlotte

Dad: Greg

Looks: shoulder-length blonde hair, blue eyes, big grin

Style: floppy hats and vintage dresses, scarves and shoes

Loves: history, horoscopes, dreaming, drawing

Prize possessions: her collection of vintage dresses and the fossil she once found on the beach

Dreams: of travelling back in time to see what the past was really like …

www.cathycassidy.com
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quiet, confident, pretty, popular, and very serious about dance

14 years old – Skye’s identical twin

Born: Kitnor

Mum: Charlotte

Dad: Greg

Looks: long blonde hair, always
tied back in braids or a neat ballerina bun; blue eyes; moves gracefully

Style: anything
pink … neat, pretty, fashionable clothes and dance-wear

Loves: dancing, especially
ballet

Prize possessions: pointe shoes
and tutu

Dreams: of going to the Royal
Ballet School, becoming a professional dancer and one day running her own ballet
school

www.cathycassidy.com
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cheeky, energetic, friendly, adventurous, crazy about animals

13 years old

Born: Kitnor

Mum: Charlotte

Dad: Greg

Looks: chin-length wavy blonde
hair, always tangled; blue eyes; freckles; big grin

Style: tomboy: jeans, T-shirt,
always messy and dishevelled

Loves: animals, climbing trees,
swimming in the sea

Prize possessions: Fred the dog
and the ducks

Dreams: of having a llama, a donkey and a parrot

www.cathycassidy.com
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a drama queen: moody, selfish, often sad … but also bright, charming, organized and sweet

16 years old

Born: London

Mum: Charlotte

Dad: Greg

Looks: long, ringletty blonde
hair that reaches to her waist; blue eyes; creamy skin; tall; slim

Style: cool: little print
dresses, strappy sandals, shades, shorts and T-shirts

Loves: drawing, painting,
fashion, music … and Shay Fletcher

Prize possessions: hair, diary,
sketchbook, turret bedroom

Dreams: of being a model, actress
or fashion designer

www.cathycassidy.com


Which Chocolate Box Girl Are you?


Your perfect day would be spent …



a) visiting a busy vintage market

b) with your favourite canine companion on a long walk in the countryside

c) curled up on the sofa watching black-and-white movies with your boyfriend

d) window-shopping with your BFF

e) sipping frappuccinos in a hip city cafe




Your ideal boy is …



a) arty and sensitive

b) boy? No thanks!

c) a good listener … and a little bit quirky

d) polite and clever

e) good looking and popular – what other kind of boy is there?




Who’s the first person you would tell about your new crush?



a) your sister – she knows everything about you

b) your pet cat … animals are great listeners

c) your BFF

d) your mum – she always has the best advice

e) no one. It’s best not to trust anyone with a secret




Your favourite subject is …



a) history

b) science

c) creative writing

d) French

e) drama




Your school books are …



a) covered in paisley-print fabric

b) a bit muddy

c) filled with doodles

d) neat, tidy and full of good grades

e) rarely handed in on time




When you grow up you want to be …



a) an interior designer

b) a vet

c) a writer

d) a prima ballerina

e) famous




People always compliment your …



a) individuality. If anyone can pull it off you can!

b) caring nature
– every creature deserves a bit of love

c) wild imagination … although it can get you into trouble sometimes

d) determination. Practice makes perfect

e) strong personality. You never let anyone stand in your way




Mostly As … Skye


Cool and eclectic, friends love your relaxed boho style and passion for all things quirky.


Mostly Bs … Coco


A real mother earth, but with your feet firmly on the ground, you’re happiest in the great outdoors – accompanied by a whole menagerie of animal companions.


Mostly Cs … Cherry


‘Daydreamer’ is your middle name … Forever thinking up crazy stories and buzzing with new ideas, you always have an exciting tale to tell – you’re allowed a bit of artistic licence, right?


Mostly Ds … Summer


Passionate and fun, you’re determined to make your dreams come true … and your family and friends are behind you every step of the way.


Mostly Es … Honey


Popular, intimidating, lonely … everyone has a different idea about the ‘real you’. Try opening up a bit more and you’ll realize that friends are there to help you along the way.
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WEB FUN

UNIQUE and exclusive digital content!
 Podcasts, photos, Q&A, Day in the Life of, interviews and much more, from Eoin Colfer, Cathy Cassidy, Allan Ahlberg and Meg Rosoff to Lynley Dodd!

WEB NEWS

The Puffin Blog is packed with posts and photos from Puffin HQ and special guest bloggers. You can also sign up to our monthly newsletter Puffin Beak Speak.

WEB CHAT

Discover something new EVERY month – books, competitions and treats galore.

WEBBED FEET

(Puffins have funny little feet and brightly coloured beaks.)

Point your mouse our way today! [image: Puffin logo]
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        Puffin is over seventy years old.
            Sounds ancient, doesn’t it? But Puffin has never been so lively. We’re
            always on the lookout for the next big idea, which is how it began all those years
            ago.
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    Penguin Books was a big idea from the mind of a man called
            Allen Lane, who in 1935 invented the quality paperback and changed the world.
                And from great Penguins, great Puffins grew, changing the face of
                children’s books forever.
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        The first four Puffin Picture Books were hatched in 1940
            and the first Puffin story book featured a man with broomstick arms called Worzel
            Gummidge. In 1967 Kaye Webb, Puffin Editor, started the Puffin Club, promising to
                ‘make children into readers’. She kept that promise and
            over 200,000 children became devoted Puffineers through their quarterly instalments of
                Puffin Post.
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        Many years from now, we hope you’ll look back and
            remember Puffin with a smile. No matter what your age or what you’re into,
                there’s a Puffin for everyone. The possibilities are endless, but one
            thing is for sure: whether it’s a picture book or a paperback, a sticker book or a
            hardback, if it’s got that little Puffin on it – it’s bound to be
                good.
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