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 Hello, my name’s Rory. I’m quite old now. Not 

really ancient, but, put it this way, I usually 

grunt for no reason when I get up from an 

armchair. That sort of old. However, I can 

still remem ber quite a lot of my child hood 

adven tures with Guy and Adrian. Then there 

were my parents, and let’s not forget my annoy-

ing sister, Clare (actu ally, let’s). Anyway, I 

thought I’d jot down some of my recol lec tions and 

share them with you. 

   Foreword  
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 I like stories. And the fact that you’re either 

reading this – or listen ing to it being read aloud – 

makes me think you like stories too. 

 I don’t know  that  much about anything, but I 

do know my own story, just like you know yours. 

Your story is Unique. Like you. Have you noticed 

that often we get lumped together as all being 

the Same? Either because we’re the same age, or 

go to the same school, or live in the same town. 

But you look completely differ ent to that girl you 

passed on a bicycle yester day, or the boy you said 

hello to on the train this morning, even though 

you’re the same age and live in the same neck of 

the woods. 

 And the main reason you might recog nise 

them again tomor row, on that bike, or on that 

train, is because they are  differ ent  from you. 

Similar maybe – but defin itely differ ent. 

 That’s what this story of me and my friends is 
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about. How we’re all Similar but Different. 

Individual. 

 And while this is my story, with lots of it actu-

ally having happened to me all those years ago 

when I was growing up in Brenwell Heath, well, 

some of it  didn’t  happen to me. But that’s often 

what stories are: things that  really  happened that 

sound SO much better if you add a dollop of this, a 

spoon ful of that and a sprink ling of ‘What if … ?’. 

 For instance, what happened one summer at 

primary school when the circus came to town. In 

my next book I’ll reveal the extraordinary spy story 

that unfolded on my own doorstep. And one day, if 

you’re interested, I could tell you about a half-term 

trip to Italy involving a myster i ous disap pear ance 

that no one in the Sparkes family would ever forget. 

 Right. Let’s go … 

  London  

  October 2025        
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  Dressed in his pyjamas, Rory looked out of his 

parents’ bedroom window as he brushed his 

teeth. By stand ing on tiptoe he was  just  able 

to see – away in the distance through the trees, 

in the middle of the grassy common known as 

Brenwell Heath – the roof of the circus tent. 

 Two cones of blue-and-red striped canvas had 

been hauled into place, with strong ropes secur-

ing the tent to the ground. As a finish ing touch, 

gold pennant flags rose into view on the twin 

               Chapter 1  
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peaks, flut ter ing in the warm breeze of the early 

summer sunset, announ cing to the world that 

Teddy Trent’s Circus had finally arrived. 

 For the next couple of months its trapeze 

artists and tumblers, contor tion ists and stunt 

performers would make audi ences  oooh  and  aaah  

at their jaw-dropping acts. 

  Except , thought Rory,  for the clowns. � ey’re not 

talen ted and they’re not funny. End of. And their bright 

red wigs are just stupid . 

 Yet, in spite of the clowns’ failed attempts to 

amuse him, Rory was smitten with the circus. 

The atmo sphere, the daring displays, the sense 

of magic, the impossible made real and, of course, 

the candy floss. One year he’d been so impressed 

by the strong man, who had raised two colossal 

old ladies on a bench above his head, that he’d 

spent the next week going round the house trying 

to lift chairs with one hand and getting puffed 
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out and putting them down again before keeling 

over from exhaus tion. 

  Best leave it to the profes sion als , he thought. 

 Over the weeks, months and years, Rory’s 

first impres sions had developed into a big idea 

and finally into a field of dreams. One day, he 

told himself, he really would run off and join the 

circus. 

 ‘And that’s a  promise !’ he said aloud and 

emphat ic ally, which was an unfor tu nate thing to 

do with a mouth full of tooth paste. He spent the 

next couple of minutes wiping the splat ter from 

the windowpane with the sleeve of his pyjamas, 

before return ing to the bath room to rinse his 

mouth, lob the tooth brush in the general direc-

tion of the holder and sort of put the lid back on 

the tooth paste. 

 He would have picked the towel up but it 

looked quite comfy on the floor.  
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 ‘Gripping the side of his deck chair, Rory Sparkes 

leaned to star board. At once he felt the seat 

beneath him tilt to the right as the chair dropped 

through the clouds and accel er ated towards the 

ground at a terri fy ing speed. Rory – a hand some 

young lad—’ 

 ‘Daaaaaad,’ Rory groaned. 

 ‘A  very  hand some young lad,’ Dad contin ued, 

‘of average height but …’ 

 ‘Dad, I know what you’re doing,’ sighed Rory. 

   Chapter 2  

9781526685971_txt_print.indd  12� 2/11/26  10:32:17 PM


