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REMEMBER

Remernher me when L am pone away,
Gonee far away into the silent land;

When you can ne mare hold me by the hand,
Mor 1 half turmn to go, ye! turning stay.
Rernermber me swhen no more day by day
Yo tell e aof the future thit you plenned:
Ouly rememnber me; you understand

1t unll be too late to counsel Heen or pray,
Yo df you dhould forget me for a whnle
And afterwsards remember, do nol prieve:
T dif the darkness and corruption leave

A vestige of the thoughts that onee [ had,
Better by far you should forget and smile
Than that you remember and be sad,

Chrigiing Rassern



INTRODUCTION

Aranda was dead.

The wonds were [ike a hole throwgh hischest, like a well he was falling down

Houw cold if be?

Aneand, dead?

Bul hedd seen her with his own eyes. She hadn'l been breathing. She
s dead.

Baidger felt sicke Felt lost. Felf like the world had faller away from him,

He leant on his knees in the park, looking round at the grass and the
trees. He could hear bivds singing. A squirvel bownced acvoss the path and
anta the grass, ipnoring him.

How cowld this all be so green? How could dt all be so altve when
Amenda was dead?

It was an awful question with an awful answer: one girl's death

mattered so fittle to the redt of the world. 1t might break him, might

&

3 %)




detroy her mather, but the parfe and the town and the world would all
o or titchaiged,

Bet Rudper lved the changes, lewed hose, when Amande came into
voom, if ceme alive, her imagination colouring i, filling out the defails,
turridieg a barnpshade to an exolic tree, @ filing cabinet fo a chest of stolen
pirate trepsure, a sleeping cal to a ticking me bomb. Her mind was
sparky, she made the world sparkle, and Rudper had shared in if, But
(T

He loaked aroend at the park, 18 was the sort of place Amande would
hirve dreamt into being a whole new warld, but no matter how hard
he looked, the park stayed stubbornly parkish, He didn't hove enough
IHEgE Hation,

In fact, he thought, he didw’l even haove enough imagination to
thtaginie hisnself.

He eould see the faint outlines of trees through his hands, He was
fading, Withowt Amanda to think of Jim, to remember bim, lo make
him real, he was slipping away,

Roudper was being forpotten,

He felt sleepy, and dleeper,

What woudd it be lke o fode givay? To vinish entively?

Tirne vwirecld tell, he hought, some enough, time rold rell,

Bards sang im lullabies.

The cond sin shone, He was asleep,

And then a quiet, clear woire said, T can e you”

And Rudger opened his eyes.



That evening Amanda Shuffleup opened her wardeobe door and
hung her coat up on a boy.

She shurt the door and sat down on her bed.

She hadn't taken her shoes off before running upstairs and her
feet were wel. It wasn't just her feer, either. Her socks and shoes
were soaked through ton. Her shoes, and the laces.

The knots were cold and damp and hard and refused 1o come
undone. She picked ar them with her fingers, bur thar just hurt
her nails. Te felr like they'd pop off before the knot lonsened.

If the laces never came undone, she thought, she'd never get
her shoes off. And rhat meant she'd go through life with wer
feet. Mot only thay, bur wearing the same shoes forever.
Amanda was the sort of girl (as she'd happily well you) who liked

wearing dirty old trainers (because they're comfy and it doesn't
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matter if they ger dirty because they're already dirty), but even
she could imagine a day, one day, when she might want 1o wear
different shoes,

And also, she thought, whar if her feer wanted 10 grow? Al
schon] Miss Short had shown them a bonsai ree, It was an oak
tree the size of o dandelion, kept thar way by growing it in a small
pol,

If she couldn't ger her shoes off she'd be siuck girl-size for
the rest of her life, just like the tiny roo-irapped ree, Thar was
all righe today, but in 1en years' time, being the size she was now
might be less of a good thing. Tt might, 1o be frank, be rubbish,

That made it more important than ever to ger these shoes off,

Amanda picked urgently ar the sodden knot and sill nothing
budged.

So, after a moment, she siopped, Looked sidewave at her fear.
Pondered. Hummed, Tuned, Hummed again,

Then, quick as a car, she ran 1o her dressing 1able, pulled open
several drawers and rummaged through them, spilling siufl on
the floor uniil she held aloft the object of her search.

‘Aha! she said our loud, feeling like a princess who's jusi
found a deagon ted 102 cree and has pulled from her rucksack the
exact thing she needs 1o set i1 free (a sword, say, or a book abour
rescuing dragons),

Siting back down on the edge of the bed, she lified a foor into
her lap, pulled the knot up, slid the blade of the scissors berween



the raut lace and the tongue of the shoe, and, with a simple and
sarisfying sk, cur itin two,

With the end in sighi she quickly mugged ar the lace, loosening
it all the way down, and pulled the shoe off, chucking i1, and her
sock, into a corner of the room,

She wriggled her damp oes in freedom.

A moment later she repeated the operation on the other shoe
and threw it into the same corner,

Amanda shuffled backwards on the bed. Her feer were pale and
clammy and she blew warm air on thetm and patied them dry with
the duver,

She, Amanda Shufflenp, was a genius, This much was clear.
Who else, she wonderad, would have found so simple a solution
so quickly? If Vincent or Julia had come home with wer shoes
(these were [riends of hers from school), they'd sill have we
shoes on now, and their feer would be really cold, So cold, theyd
probably have canghi prenmonia,

That would never have happened, though, because Vincen:
and Julia were the sort of kids who didn’t spend their Saurday
afternoons oul in the rain splashing through the biggest puddles
they could find, Bur that just weni o show,

‘Amandal a volce called from the boaom of the siairs,

Whar?' Amanda showred hack,

‘Hawe you been rreading mud in the carper again?”
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“Why's there mud on the carpet, then#

Tt weren't me, Mum,” Amanda shouted, shiding
aff her bed and onto her feer,

There were fooisieps coming up the sairs.

She picked up the wer shoes, Actually, they were
a little bit muddy, she thought, Sort of. 1 you looked
really hard.

She stood there for a moment, the shoes
dangling from her fingeriips, If her mum
came in and found her holding them like
that, and saw the mud on their soles, then
she'd leap to e conclusion. Amanda had 1o ger
rid of the shoes, and quick,

Opening the window and chucking them
out would ke wo long, She could throw
them under the bed, except her bed was the
sort of bed thar didn't have an under underneath
it, just big drawers, and they were already cram-
packed with important junk,

There was only ane thing 1o do.

She pulled open the door 1o her wardrobe and
tossed thern in there.

They hit the boy who was sill holding her
coat, He said, 'Oof, as the shoes bounced off
h.i.E 5:nmach Eﬂd l—':]] [E0) lh': L'-al'_F".Tt.




Amanda was just about o rell
hitm off for deopping them when
her bedroom door burst open.

‘Amanda Primrose Shuffleup,
her mother said in thatannoying
way mothers have, (They
seem (0 think thar if they can
remeamber all your names you'll
somehow feel more thoroughly
wld off. Since, however, they
probably named you in the
first place, it's never really tha
impressive,) "What have I wold
vou abour aking your shoes
off in the hallway before coming
upsnics?’

For a moment Amanda didn’
say anything, She was thinking
fast, bur confusion was winning.

There were 1wo doorways,
One led our 1o the landing and
was filled up by her mum, The
other, that of rthe wardrobe,
framed a boy she'd never seen
before. He looked about her ewn
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age, held her dripping raincoat, and was smiling

nervously at her.
Thiz was a linle odd, but so long as her mum
didnt bring the sirange boy up, Amanda decided,
she wouldn't mention him either,
W har have vou got 1o say for yoursell¥
There was knots, Amanda said, pointing ar the
filthy shoes that were ying on their sides in berween
her and the boys feer. ( His shoes were just like hers,
Amanda noticed, excepr cleaner, as if he'd never
jumped in a puddle. Jugt my luck,
she thought, a bey appears
e my wardrobe, and he's
just another Vineen!
or  Jula—ufraid
of pelting mucky,
Himimph. )
‘Knois? Her
mum rolled the
word around her
tmouth as if wying
i decide whether
i was a good
enough excuse,
'"Enots, Enolst”



‘Exactly. So 1 had to come up
here, Amanda wenton, 1o get the
scigsors, otherwise I'd be stuck in
the shoes forever, And then my
feer wouldn't grow and—

And what's that¥ her mum
said sharply, interrupting her just
before she began an illuminating
lecture abour bonsai rees

Amanda siopped 1alking and
followed the invishble line tha
ran from the tip of her mother's
finger straight into the wardrobe,

If Amanda had been her
tmum, she reckoned this would
have been the firsi thing she'd
have done. No going on abour
wei shoes or anything, shed've
been all abour the boy, Either,
she rechoned {thinking as if she
were her mum), it meant her
daughier had been smuggling
friends home withour asking
first, which was against all

the rules of politeness, or it

]
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meant the house had a case of burglars. That would be bad news,
wouldn't 17 After all, if this boy could just break in on a Sarurday
afternoon, who else might be able 1o break in some other 1ime?
They'd be overrun by burglars before you could irn around, and
then where would they be? Robbed, thar's where,

T said, “What's thar?” Her mum was sill pointing at the boy in
the wardrobe,

Amanda screwed up her face, cocked her head 1o one side and
gtared intently ar him, ag if she were giving it a lorof thoughi,

Tu's mot really a “Wha?", Mum, she said, tiproeing through her
answer. Tt's more a “Who?", don't you think?

Her mather sirode across the room, snatched the dripping we
coat from the boy'’s hand, turned and held it up,

W ha is ths? she said, her back o the wardrobe,

‘Oh, said Amanda, ‘That's my coart,

‘And what's it dodng in there?”

‘Hanging up? Amanda suggested cautiously.

“But, darling, her mum said, in a quieter vodce, Tr's all wer, Look,
ir's dripping, Hang it up downstairs by the radiator, I've told you
before, don't just stick it in the cupboard, 10 get mouldy, When
are you ever going 1o learn?

‘On Monday at schoal, Amanda said,

Her mum sighed, shook her head and lowered the coar.

T take these downsiairs oo, she said, siooping o pick up

the trainers,



The sirange boy in the wardrobe smiled a1 Amanda over her
tmum's hack,

Tuwas a good joke, he said.

Whar have you done? her mother gasped, standing up and
waving the shoes. "You've cur the lces!

T told you they had knois, Amanda said, reasonably.

“But you cuf the laces?’

Wall,..

Somerimes 1 dont believe you, Amanda, her mother said.
T simply don't believe you,

She was walking back 1o the door now.

Um, Mum, Amanda said quiet]y.

W g

You're drpping on the carper.

The coat was indeed dripping dirty drops of water and i was
exactly the sorr of thing Amanda’s mum would normally have
poinied out 1o her, but this time she just harrumphed grumpily
and disappeared downsiairs.

Oh well, Amanda thoughe, vou can't expect to gnderstand growmups
all ir pine o,

She loaked at the boy in the wardrobe and he looked back ar her.

You liked my joke then? Amanda asked.

Tt was quite funny.

‘Cuite? she snapped, T think ir's about the funniest joke I've
said all day’
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