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Chapter One 

Denny is yelling, but I can’t hear his words. Onstage, Twisted Hazard has just ripped their last chord. It’s still bouncing around the gym.

“What?” I yell back. I pull the tissue out of my ears. I always take tissue to Battle of the Bands.

“I got a great idea,” Denny yells.

Denny gets lots of ideas. His last one called for coconuts, shaving cream and our math teacher’s car. If this is a great idea, it’ll be the first time he’s ever had one.

“What is it?” I say.

Denny says, “We hafta start a band.”

“What for?”

“What for?” Denny waves at the stage. The Hazard bass player is a hobbit in red plaid pajama pants. He’s talking to two girls in amazingly tight jeans. The lead singer looks too young to stay out after the streetlights come on, plus he’s in chess club. Three girls, one very hot, are chatting with him. The drummer has glasses and is wearing flood pants. He’s handing his snare and a cymbal to two girls in grade ten. One of them is his sister, but still.

“Look at those guys,” Denny says. “Imagine how we’d do.”

I hate to admit it, but maybe Denny has a point. Those guys are in grade nine,  and we’re in grade nine. They are nerds, and yet those girls are all over them.

We’re not nerds—even if Denny’s ears do stick out—but we’re invisible to girls. There are girls all around us, in cool shapes and sizes and smells. They don’t help us with anything, except maybe give us something to stare at.

Maybe a band is the answer. I bet playing in a band is easier than playing basketball, especially for someone my size. There’s a problem though.

“Uh, Den,” I say, “don’t you have to play music to be in a band?”

Up onstage, the next group is plugging in. It’s No Money Down. The guitar players are in my English class.

“Well, duh,” Denny says. He’s patting his pockets. He pulls out his cell and flips it open. “No problem. You’ve got that stuff at your house.”

There is a bass and a guitar at my place. I fool around on them a little.

Denny says, “And I play guitar and sing.”

Denny did take some guitar lessons a couple of years back.

“Since when do you sing?” I ask. In between ideas, Denny has been known to lie.

“Me?” he says. “I sing great. I was in that choir, remember?”

I make a face and say, “So was I, Den. That was grade four.”

Denny says, “Yeah, well, I sing all the time at home. While I’m playing guitar. I just don’t do it around other people. Anyway, it’s your band style that counts.”

“Band style?” I say.

Denny says, “Yeah. You know, your look, your attitude. That stuff. Like, notice how cool bands never smile in pictures? Anyway, most of them don’t even play, they fake along to their records.”

“How do you know?” I ask.

Denny shrugs. “Everybody knows that.”

“One problem, Den,” I say, “we won’t have any records to fake to.”

Denny is too busy texting to answer.

How did we end up talking about starting a band? Really, we only came to see who was around. And to look at girls and make jokes about them we don’t really mean. Soon we’ll probably yell and fake wrestle with some other guys. Later we’ll walk back to my place to watch downloads of Python Pit 6 and Facemelt and laugh at them. I mean, you have to do something on a Friday night.

Up onstage, some goof from the student government introduces No Money Down. One of the guitar players hits a power chord behind him. Everybody is crowding the stage around them. Girls are crowding the stage around them.

I look at the two guys from English. They look the same as they do in English, only they don’t. They have sweet guitars that I don’t know the make of. Lights are shining on them, and everybody is watching. They’re trying to look cool, but you can tell they want to giggle like little kids.

Do I want that? Yes I do. I turn to Denny and say, “Let’s do it.”

“Wait.” He’s still texting.

“Who are you texting anyway?” I ask.

“I’m not texting.” Denny looks up and grins his big maniac grin. “I’m tweeting.”

“What?” I say. “Since when are you on Twitter?”

“Since today. Look, I just told the world.” He holds up his phone as No Money Down stomp off their first song. On the screen it reads: Hot new band startup 4 u. dr. d & ace will rule. watch for more later.

“Let’s do it, Ace,” Denny says.

“Props.” We bump fists. I’m in.



Chapter Two 

We decide the first thing we need to do is find a drummer. We start at three on Saturday afternoon. We’re not what you call early risers.

“We’ll get Pigpen,” Denny says to me on the phone.

“I didn’t know Pig played drums,” I say.

“His older brother has drums. He was in that band, remember, when we were in grade eight.”

I do remember. They were pretty good, even though at the time, I said they sucked.

“His brother plays drums, but that doesn’t mean Pig does,” I say.

“I heard Pig tapping pencils in study hall,” Denny says. “He’s great.”

We meet at the bus stop. Pig lives a ways from us. When the bus arrives, Denny insists we sneak on the back doors as other people get off. Not many people get off on a Saturday.

Right away, the driver calls, “You in the green hoodie!”

Denny looks around as if he’s not wearing a green hoodie. He’s also grinning.

“And your buddy,” calls the driver. “No free rides. Get up here. Pay your fares or get off.”

Everyone stares at us, which I don’t like. Denny grins bigger than ever. We shuffle up front, digging in our pockets for cash.

It’s a seven-stop ride. When we get to Pigpen’s house and ring the bell, his mom answers. Denny blathers all over her, the way he always does with adults. I wait. Actually she is pretty nice.

“Jared!” she calls down to the basement. Jared is Pigpen’s real name. “Friends!” She sends us downstairs.

Pigpen is not exactly a friend of ours, but we knew him in grade three. Then his family moved. We met him again this year when we all started at the same high school. His nickname is kind of a joke, because he’s a neat freak. He has a buzz cut and always tucks in his shirt. His jeans are pressed. Even his locker is organized. It’s spooky.

When we get downstairs, Pigpen is polishing a pair of black combat boots. I wonder if he’s a closet punker. Sure enough, a drum kit is set up in the corner.

Denny makes his pitch. Pig listens, then nods. “Okay,” he says.

Pig isn’t a talker. He could have been in silent movies. Denny is a talker. In fact Denny is a motormouth. I can be a talker with my friends, but not around adults.

“Cool,” says Denny.

There are more props all round. I notice Pig is wearing latex gloves to keep his hands clean as he polishes.

Denny says, “I’ll bring over my Tely, and Ace has got a bass and amp and—”

“Can’t,” says Pig.

“Huh?” we say.

“Can’t.” Pig dabs more polish on a boot. Then he says, “Mom won’t let us. Too loud. Said New Teeth made her grind her own.” New Teeth had been the name of Pig’s brother’s band.

“But the drums are here,” I say.

“Gotta move ’em,” Pig says. He starts buffing the toe of a boot with a brush. “My brother won’t care. He’s away at school till Christmas. We can use his microphone too.”

“There’s no room at my place,” says Denny. He’s right. That leaves us with my place. They both look at me.

I sigh. “I’ll have to ask my mom.”

“So call her,” Denny says.

“She said not to call unless there’s a disaster. She’s showing a house.” Mom sells real estate. She says the market is slow.

“Then let’s take everything over. How can she say no?”

“She can say no lots of ways, Den,” I say. “I’ll ask when she gets home.”

Denny grabs the hi-hat anyway. The pedal clunks off on his foot. “Ow, Jee—” He cuts off. Pig’s mom is upstairs.

“So let’s go,” I say.

Denny is limp-hopping around the room.

“Call me,” Pig says.

“Aren’t you coming?” Denny looks back at him, still limp-hopping.

Pig picks up an unpolished boot and nods at it.

“Later,” I say.

“Later.”





End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/9781554699056_0120_001.jpg
1nQ pewxe]

Christy Gosrzen





OEBPS/images/9781554699056_0121_001.jpg
=3
Stuff We A1l Get

«

Denaen

N
D\
A
™
b
\

KL






OEBPS/images/9781554699056_0118_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781554699056_0119_001.jpg
@1 o
Living Rough
oy %






OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
               



OEBPS/images/9781554699056_0002_001.jpg
orea currerts





OEBPS/images/9781554699056_0003_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781554699056_0001_001.jpg
Ted Staunton
-3

-






