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CHAPTER ONE
Results day

DANTE

Good luck today. Hope that you get what

you want and need. :)

I smiled at the text from my girlfriend, Collette — but not
for long. I was too nervous. Today was A level exam results
day! I only needed four good A devels and then I could
go to university — a year earlier than all my friends.

My A levels were my chance for a better life, and
then afler university when I'had a good job, things would
be different. And my family wouldn’t need to worry about
money in the same way:

Where was the postman? My whole future was in his
postbag. It'was strange how one piece of paper was going
to change the rest of my life.

Just then the doorbell rang, and I ran to the front door.

It wasn’t the postman.

It was Melanie — and she wasn’t alone. There was a baby
in a buggy next to her.

“Hello, Dante,” she said. “C— can I come in?”

“Er — yeah. Of course.”

She went into the sitting room and I followed. What did

she want?



BOYS DON’T CRY

“Are you babysitting?” I pointed to the baby.

“That’s one way to describe it,” Melanie replied as she
looked around the room at the family photos. Some were
of me, more were of Adam, but most were of Mum. Dad
used to take lots of photos, but after Mum died, he hadn’t
used his camera again.

Melanie looked the same as ever, maybe a little slimmer,
but that was all. She was wearing black jeans and a dark
blue jacket over a light blue T-shirt. Her dark brown hair
was shorter than before, but she was still beautiful. And she
had the biggest brown eyes I had ever seen.

“What’s its name?” I asked.

“Her name 1s Emma,” she said. “Do you want to hold
her?”

“Er ... no thank you.”

Was Melanie mad? Of course I didn’t want to hold
a baby. Why was she here? Where had she been since she
stopped coming to school over eighteen months ago?

“I went tolive with my aunt,” Melanie said, as if reading
my mind. “I’'m back for the day and I was close, so I thought
that I'd come and say ‘hi’. I hope you don’t mind.”

I'shook my head and gave a little smile.

“I'm going away today actually,” Melanie continued,
“to stay with some friends who live in the north.”

“So what have you been doing?” I asked. I couldn’t think
of anything else to say.

“I've been looking after Emma.”



RESULTS DAY

“Yes, but what else have you been doing?”

Melanie gave a small smile but didn’t reply, and I was
glad when the baby started to make baby noises and broke
the silence.

“What are your plans now you've finished your A levels?”
Melanie asked, picking the baby up.

She looked at me properly for the first time and
I noticed that her eyes seemed . . . older and sadder than
I remembered.

“If I’'ve passed, I'm going to study history at university
and then become a journalist after that. I want to write
about wars and politics — important things.” After a pause
I asked, “Whose baby is she? Is she a relative?”

Just at that moment, the baby started to cry very softly,
but it sounded like the start of a bigger, longer cry.

“Her nappy needs changing. Hold her for a moment.”
Melanie pushed the baby at me, so I had to take it — but
I held it away from me. She opened the large blue baby
bag hanging on the back of the buggy and took out a
yellow, plastic baby mat which she put on the carpet.
She also took out a nappy, some baby wipes, and a small
orange plastic bag,

She laid the baby on the plastic mat, took off its yellow
babygro and then suddenly started saying silly things like,
“Am I going to change your nappy now? Yes, I am. Oh yes,
I'am.” When she undid the nappy, it was completely full of
smelly baby poo — I wanted to be sick.



BOYS DON’T CRY

“You should watch this,” Melanie said. “You might learn

something”

“Yes, but why would I'want to?”

Melanie cleaned the baby’s bottom, put the dirty nappy
in the plastic orange bag and then held it out to me. “Can
you put this in the bin please?”

I carefully held the plastic bag away from me and ran to
the kitchen, where I threw it in the bin. Melanie watched
me return with a smile in her eyes.

“Mel,” I began. “Why . . .27

“Shush,” she whispered, putting the baby back in the
buggy. “She’s fallen asleep.” Then suddenly, she pulled a
piece of paper from her bag.

“Read this,” she said.
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RESULTS DAY

I opened the document. It was a birth certificate.
I stared at her. “You’re the baby’s mother?”
“Dante,” she said, “I need to tell you something . . .’

Mel was only 18. Had she never heard of the pill?
She took a deep breath, “Dante, you’re the dad. Emma

5

1s our daughter.”

Melanie’s words hit me like a punch between the
eyes and I felt so sick, I had to sit down. I couldn’t speak.
And I couldn’t think.

How could this be true?

But now I was starting to remember things that I didn’t
want to — like the Christmas party at Rick’s house almost
two years ago.

Remembering that night was like looking at a series of
photographs, and as the night got later, the photos became
less and less clear. Melanie and I had only been going out
for a couple of months at the time. At the party, we danced
and drank and kissed and then drank and danced and
kissed some more. Somebody shouted, “Get a room!”

So just for fun, we went upstairs and into the first room
we saw. We closed the door and started kissing again.

It had been the first time — for both of us.

It was the one and only time and to be honest — it finished
very, very quickly.

I remember thinking, Is that it?

Now that one little moment had turned into this.

“I don’t believe you,” I said. “My name’s not even on the

birth certificate. How can you be sure the baby’s mine?”
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CHAPTER TWO
Headaches

ADAM

‘Another headache, Adam?” Dad looked at me as I sat at
the kitchen table.

I nodded as I gently moved my fingers along the sides of
my head. For the past couple of weeks, I’d had some really
bad headaches.

“Take something for the pain?” my brother Dante said.

“You know I don’t believe that it’s good to take pills,”
I told him.

“But you’ve got a headache,” Dante argued.

“I’'m not taking any pills.”

“Time for you to go to the doctor’s,” Dad interrupted.
“You've been having too many headaches.”

“It’s the heat,” I replied. “I just need to lie down for a
while.” The only word I hated more than “doctor” was
“hospital”. Just thinking about it was making me hot and
uncomfortable.

“You've been having headaches since the match
against Colliers Green School,” said Dante. “Are you sure
you're . ..>”

“Stop talking about 1t!”

“What match?” asked Dad.

“The ball hit Adam on the head,” said Dante. “Luckily
his head is totally empty, so no damage was done.”
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‘Adam, you never told me that,” Dad said.

“Dad, it’s just a headache.” And now my dad and brother
were making it worse.

“Put your shoes on, Adam,” Dad said. “I'm taking you
to the doctor’s.”

So here I was with Dad, on my way to the doctor’s.
There was nothing that I could do.

CHAPTER THREE

Boys don‘t cry

DANTE

“I’'ve never beemwith anyone except you, Dante!” Melanie’s
voice was pure ice. “Don’t you ever say that again. I couldn’t
put your name on the birth certificate because we’re not
married and you weren’t there with me.” She looked at me
angrily. “Anyway, I didn’t come here to argue with you.”

“Then why did you come?” I asked. “Why didn’t you
have an abortion, or think about adoption?”

“I thought about it,” she said with tears in her eyes,
“but from the moment that I discovered I was pregnant
— Emma was real to me. Do you know my mum made me
leave home for getting pregnant?”

“What?”
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