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				‘The moment you doubt whether you can fly, 
you cease forever to be able to do it.’

				J M Barrie, Peter Pan

			

		

	
		
			
				

				This is my poem I wrote in English. I got 3 merit marks for it.

				Gran has stuck it on the fridge with her A Gift from Bournemouth magnet.
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				I, Willem Edward Smith, know that you need an aeroplane or wings to fly.

				That is a fact.

				Dreams know no facts.

				At night-time my arms become wings and I fly up, up, up, into the sky.

				This first happened 4 years ago on the night when I was 8 years, 2 months and 3 days.

				Sometimes I fly in the day as well. I count to 10 and up I go into the clouds.

				This is called a daydream.

				It is my secret.

				This is the story of the day I let my secret out.
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				When Finn Mason shouts ‘jump’, you jump as high as you can or you are dead.

				I took a deep breath.

				‘Jump, you muppet,’ yelled Finn, a dot of spit escaping from the corner of his mouth.

				TJ and Laurence stood either side of him. They were staring up at me. Their mouths were open.

				I inched my toes forward over the edge of the school wall. A bit of the broken glass that Mr Patricks, our school caretaker, had spread along the top to keep us in school and burglars out of school, scrunched under my feet. No burglars would ever want to come into our school because there is nothing left to steal. Finn Mason has stolen everything already.

				‘Jump! Jump! Jump!’ chanted Laurence and TJ. Laurence was laughing. TJ looked as if he was about to be sick. My fingers started to jiggle.

				I reached into my right pocket for my model of a Spitfire Mark 1.

				It had gone! Spinning the propeller calms my hands and helps me focus on solving difficult problems, for example this one where I am being forced to jump off a very high wall. I pushed my hand into my left pocket even though it is a fact that I always keep my model Spitfire Mark 1 in my right pocket. It was not there. It was lost. My fingers jiggled faster.

				I should not have been on top of the school wall. I should have been doing my homework. Mrs Hubert, my Maths teacher had given me different homework from the rest of the class. They had to complete 10 equations.

				I had to make 2 friends.

				Mrs Hubert said that my gran does not count because she is a relative. Bernie from Bernie’s Burger Bar does not count because he is a shopkeeper. I asked Mrs Hubert if she was my friend and she said no, she is my Maths teacher. ‘You must make 2 friends your own age,’ she said.

				‘Jump!’ screamed Finn.

				He is not my friend.

				I inched a bit further forward.

				A piece of glass went through the thin bit at the bottom of my left, black, second-favourite school lace-ups and cut into my big toe.

				Mr Patricks should not put glass on top of the wall because of health and safety. Mr Patricks should not be a school caretaker. He should be an SAS assassin.

				It’s funny, isn’t it, the things that go through your mind when you are about to jump off a wall and die?

				An aeroplane droned above me. I looked up. I think it was a Boeing 747-400, but it is hard to tell when you are trying to balance on top of a very high wall. They can fly without stopping for up to 7,670 nautical miles. Aeroplane facts make me feel calm.

				‘Jump,’ shouted Finn.

				Finn has blond curls on his head. He does not comb his hair. He has 7 freckles on his nose. I counted them when he made me jump off my school desk yesterday at breaktime. Finn, TJ and Laurence looked very small from up on the wall.

				‘I said JUMP!’ screamed Finn.

				I looked down.

				I, Willem Edward Smith, would like to state here to you that I am not afraid of heights. We live on the 18th floor of the Beckham Estate. ‘We sleep higher than the birds,’ says my gran. If I was about to die then I was going to ask whoever is in charge up there – say God or, if I couldn’t get to see him, his assistant St Peter – if I could come back as a bird because I do not like being Willem Edward Smith very much.

				My Gran says to always go to the top. So I hoped God was available for my request. Maybe I could make an appointment with him.

				Another thing my Gran says is that I must plan for everything so that I don’t get any nasty surprises in life. So whenever I see Finn walking down the school corridor I always start jumping up and down on the spot before he can tell me to. I ruffle my hair and pull a button off my shirt and smack myself in the face so I have a red mark on my cheek. My plan is that Finn will think he has beaten me up already. Finn has a short attention span so sometimes this works, but other times he makes me jump higher and kicks me in the stomach.

				‘Jump! Jump! Jump!’ they chanted louder and louder.

				My fingers jiggled faster. Who would make Gran her morning cup of tea and bring her a plate of digestive biscuits if I died jumping off the school wall? Which, by the way, I thought would be a pitiful way to end my very short life of 12 years and I started to count the days, minutes and seconds I had been on Planet Earth.

				‘Jump, you pathetic piece of filth.’ Finn interrupted my calculation.

				I took another deep breath and inched my toes further over the edge. The ground started to spin. I wobbled. TJ put his hands over his eyes. A girl screamed.

				Sasha Barton was running towards us.

				‘Finn, what are you doing? If you hurt him you’ll be chucked out of school again and we won’t see each other. Not ever. My dad will ban you from my life for the sixth time this year.’

				Sasha looked up at me and did the tiniest of winks. It was barely a flicker, but I saw it. If someone winks at you, does that mean that they are your friend? Then she flicked her long black hair behind her ears, shook her gold hoop earrings and flung her arms around Finn.

				‘Leave Willem alone, Finn, please,’ she said, staring into his eyes.

				Finn did not look into Sasha’s eyes. He stared at her bumps. Except her bumps are not very big – not big enough to stop Finn wanting to kill me.

				‘JUMP!’ he roared.

				So I JUMPED. I pretended I was in a flying machine and I didn’t mean to but I must have flapped my arms like a bird’s wings on the way down and let out my secret, and as my foot went snap underneath me I screamed.

				But I wasn’t dead. I was still Willem Edward Smith who lived on the 18th floor, Flat 103 of the Beckham Estate, Beckham Street, North West London, NW1 7AD.

				Finn started to laugh. Then they all started to laugh because Finn was laughing.

				He bent close to me and hissed in my face, ‘He thinks he’s a frigging bird. Fly, boy, fly.’

				‘Oi! What do you lot think you’re doing?’ It was Mr Patricks the caretaker sprinting toward us.

				‘Run!’ yelled Finn.

				Finn grabbed Sasha’s hand and they all ran away, leaving me on the ground with a foot that had snapped. Something glinted in the grass. It was Sasha’s gold hoop earring. I reached out and grabbed it, even though it is a fact that you should not move after an accident. It hurt. I hid the earring in my pocket. It was evidence that Sasha was there when I jumped off the wall and I did not want someone who might be a friend getting into trouble.

				‘One day,’ I shouted after them. ‘One day I’ll fly.’
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‘A story of courage and friendship that will tug at your heart
strings. A Goodnight Mister Tom for today - this is & book that
will make you laugh and cry. Julia Eccleshare, LoveReading4kids

‘A real “feel good” read. Picked as a NEW VOICE in the
Best New Children’s Books 2014 in the Guardian

‘A beautifully written book with real insight ... A book to
ponder over; & book with a positive message; a book which shows
people aren't always what they seem. Parents in Touch

‘At times, desperately moving, and others riotously fun, this is a
special book that is destined to charm readers old and young.'
We Love This Book

‘Honestly, honestly, honestly, this story is just lovely ... It's sad
at times but it's also full of joy - the joy of & new friendship
and a new grandparent, and the joy of days to come,
whatever life throws at us’ The Bookbag

Full of
Chocolote






OEBPS/images/Brokenwings_TTP_fmt.jpeg
/(our to ‘F [

with, Bro/c
Lngs

JANE ELSON

A division of Hachette Children’s Books





OEBPS/images/Brokenwings_cover.jpg
A with Bro/(en%?

ELSON

The tale of a boy who wants to make friends,
and the girl who shows him how.
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Sounds in my Head
by Witler Edward Srith
Rt day time
| open my window.

| hear the birds sing and the flap of their wings inside my head.
Those are good sounds.
| If there are people near me and shauting and phones ringing and cars
fearing and hoovers and hairdryers - and - and - and - all the bad sownds
> m\1 world melts.
Rt rights-time

If there are no sounds to you the silence crackles to me.
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