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1
EVERYTHING IN ITS PLACE

We had moved to the house on the hill,
that big mansion we had inherited from
my grandad Eudaldo Lucas. Well, tech-
nically, we hadn’t inherited it, because
he was still alive, but that's another story.

Mum worked from home and dad
was on sabbatical. Yes, | also asked what
that meant. It turns out it's kind of like
taking a year off without going to work.
Some nerve! | wish | could take a year

off like that to stay at grandad’s house,









but watching old movies, not like dad,

who spends all day using the superson-

ic hoover like a maniac.




Lita, my little sister, was delighted.
She had made loads friends at our new
school and there was always someone
in the house who had come round for
tea or to play with her, so she was an-
noying me a bit less than usual. Despite
that, what can | say? She was still un-

bearable... At times | wish | could put a

stamp on her and send her to Australia.
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THE CHALLENGE

In Spanish class, | always fall asleep.
Literally. As soon as | hear the teach-
er's voice talking about subordinate
clauses and synonyms, | have to really
make an effort to keep my eyes open.
It's like they had shot me with a tran-
quiliser dart, but an elephant-grade
one. Greta nudges me with her el-
bow to keep me awake.

On the other hand, Science is

amazing and the hour flies by. The



10

teacher is called Emiliano and he's

a very peculiar guy, with scruffy hair
and a t-shirt that reads: Back off,

man. I'm a scientist, which make



him seem like a mad genius. May-
be the guy is excessively motivated,
but his enthusiasm certainly is con-
tagious. Besides, that week we were
all more rowdy than normal. Sefor
Emiliano had written on the board in
huge letters: THE GRAND SCIENCE
FAIR and he gave us one of his chal-
lenges: we had to invent and build
a machine which would work and
cause reactions, based on the sci-
entific principles we had discussed
in class. We only had two weeks and
we had to work in groups. There was
no time to lose.

My group was obvious: Greta,
Federico and | had become insepa-

rable. To be honest, my new school

11






5 _J4

¥DE CTENCILI




14

wasn't bad. At least there was no
one who made those stupid jokes
about me, which only seemed fun-
ny to those making them, like in my
old school. Now | know that wasn't
even a little bit normal. Don’t get me
wrong, it's not like everyone is my
friend, but no one picks on anyone.

Except that day, as we came out
of class, when a rather tall boy who
had just arrived started on Federico.

‘Hey, look how hairy you are!” he
said, laughing.

Federico, who, let's not forget, is a
wolf-boy, replied without even look-
ing at him.

‘Mate, tell me something | don't

know.’
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The tall boy, seeing that his mock-
ing didn't get the desired reaction,
carried on.

'You're...you're...like, really
hairy!’

Federico sighed. rolled his eyes
and set him straight.

‘Bro, let me tell you that if you're
saying that nonsense to appear clev-
erer, you're actually sounding stu-
pider. So, don‘t even bother. | know
you just got here and don’t know
anyone. You can do the project with
us if you want.’

‘Okay. My name’s Amadeo.’

And so, just like that, the conflict

Was over.



| love Federico.
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3
THE GAME BEGIN'S/

It was obvious that the most urgent
thing to do was decide what our pro-
ject was going to be. It had to be in-
genious, but above all original, some-
thing that no other group could come
up with.

At the end of the school day, Feder-
ico had to go to work. Two afternoons
a week, he babysat Mrs Mah's daugh-
ters, which earned him a few euros so

he could buy stuff, mainly sweets.
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Amadeo had to go home because
of something to do with his little sister,

who was Lita's age and was probably

just as unbearable.
So that just left Greta and I.
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Whenever we had to think, we
would go up the hill together and
sit on some grey stones behind my
house, at the end of the garden.
There, side by side, with our feet dan-

gling over the edge, we could spend
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hours without anything or anyone in-
terrupting us.

Greta narrowed her eyes and fo-
cused her gaze somewhere on the ho-
rizon, in a state of absolute concentra-
tion, as if waiting for something. It was
then when | took the chance to look at
her from close up, without her realis-
ing. Then, when | was completely ab-
sorbed, counting the freckles on her
nose, she broke the silence suddenly.
I've got it! she exclaimed and | awoke
from my trance, scared to death.

However, although that afternoon
we turned it over two million, three
hundred thousand and four hundred
times, we didn't come up with any

great ideas. Honestly, not even any



regular ones, never mind great ones.
Not even Greta did.

While she put on her rucksack to go
to volleyball practice, we agreed that
| would go down to the local library.
There | could ask Anselmo the librari-
an to recommend me some books that
could serve as inspiration.

That would be our starting point!
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4
THE LIBRARY

Although there were usually lots of
people there, that day the library was
deserted, likely because it was almost
closing time.

| went straight to the counter, but
Anselmo wasn't at his station.

| looked everywhere for him but
found no trace, none at all.

| thought that maybe he’'d gone to
the bathroom, so, to kill some time, |

went over to the science section. | was
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taking a look at the shelf on the envi-
ronment. It was a topic that Greta loved
and | thought it might have potential.
After leafing through quite a few books,
| took a couple down and went back to
the borrowing counter.

Anselmo still hadn’t turned up, so |
just stood there, wating, like a statue.
The only sound was the ticking of the
giant clock hung on the wall. They say
time passes quickly, but sometimes |
think it moves like a tortoise.

Then suddenly...

‘Hello.’

Had | heard a voice? | looked around
me, but | didn’t see anyone at all. | must

have imagined it.
‘Hello?’
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This time | was sure I'd heard it.
But...where was the voice coming

from? There wasn't a soul around.

And again:

'Hellooo!’ the voice became gruffer
and more impatient.

| gave a start. | looked all around

me, confused, while my heart raced.



That was when | noticed that some-
thing was moving behind the table.
A chill ran up my spine and back

down again, making a double trip.
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‘An...sel...mo?" | stuttered.
| couldn’t take my eyes off the table,
as if hypnotised. | heard by own breath,

getting louder, as | stretched my neck to

look over the counter and then...| saw
him back there!




‘Anselmo...won't be back,” he said,
his round, glassy eyes gleaming as they
met mine.

The hairs on the back of my neck
stood up. My books flew up in the air
and | ran out of there faster than the
Roadrunner escaping from Coyote.

Terrified, | ran all the way home. |
went all the way up the hill to the man-
sion without stopping or looking back,
not even once. | was so breathless | al-
most died.

‘What's wrong with you? You look like
you've seen a ghost!’ Lita said when she
saw me enter the kitchen and lean, gasp-
ing, on the wall.

Lita had invited a friend from school
round. Her name was Rita Thumb and her

family were new to the neighbourhood.
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Okay, | know you're laughing. To
begin with: Rita and Lita, it rhymes.
You couldn’t make it up. It sounds like
the name of an artistic duo, like Pin &
Pon or Pixie & Dixie. And then: what
kind of surname was that, bearing in
mind that Rita was the tiniest person |
had seen in in my life? It was like some
kind of joke.

‘| know, it shocks everyone at first,’
Rita explained, unbothered. ‘Actual-
ly, my middle name is Tom, after my
great grandad: Tom Thumb. But | just
go by Rita, because that’s easier. | nev-
er met my great-grandad, but he was
very famous in the neighbourhood be-
cause he talked a lot and very loudly,

so people wouldn’t step on him. And



everyone in the family has turned out

like that: loud. Well, except my par-
ents, who were very hippy and didn't
want to follow in the family tradition;
butin the end that was worse because
a cow stood on them while they were
meditating under a cabbage. But that

was a long time ago. My brother and |
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were raised by our grandmother. And
we've just moved to this neighbour-

hood.’

‘They've moved into the house next

door to Rapunzel family,” said Lita.




Yes, and I've already met Violeta.
She says she’s a good friend of yours!’
added Rita.

The girls carried on talking inces-
santly, but | was barely listening to
them. | couldn’t get that terrifying im-

age from the library out of my head.




And then | realised | needed to get
the books back. | couldn’t tell Greta |
had run out of there! I'd sound like a
total chicken. No, it was decided: | had
to go back the next day. Anyway, think-

ing about it properly, | wasn't one-hun-
dred percent sure of what I'd seen. It
was late...l was tired...what if it wasn't
a ghost?

Because, | mean, a vampire gran-
dad is one thing, but a ghost is quite
another. Obviously ghosts don’t ex-
ist...do they?
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Greta, Federico and | had to invent
something for school science fair.
| went to the library in search of a great
idea, but what | found wasn’t exactly
inspiration. You won't believe what
happened! | had to scarper out of
there. If | told my friends that,
I'd sound like a chicken; but,
come on, let's be real...

ghosts don't exist,
do they?
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