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From the acclaimed author of When Mr. Dog Bites and The Bombs That Brought Us Together
comes a compelling, thought-provoking, heartbreaking, and timely story that asks: how far would
you go for family? As the person who cares for his terminally-ill mother, Bobby Seed has a lot on
his plate. Add to that a responsibility to watch over his little brother (with his endless question
about why their mother is in so much pain), keeping up at school, and navigating a relationship
with a girl friend who wants to be a girlfriend, and he's barely keeping his head above the water.
Something's got to give.But then Bobby's mother makes a request, one that seems impossible. If
he agrees, he won't just be soothing her pain. He'll be helping her end it -- and end everything.
Angry, stirring, and tender, this bold novel tells a story of choice and compassion, exploring the
lengths to which we'll go for the people we love.

From School Library JournalGr 9 Up{amp}mdash;This first-person work of realistic fiction
features Bobby Seed, a teen who has been foisted into the role of "carer," a term American
readers might find unfamiliar but will soon understand as they read about Bobby's wisecracking
and loving mother becoming less able to take care of herself and her family because of her
multiple sclerosis (MS). Not only must Bobby manage school and dinner, but he must also
attend to laundry and all his mum's personal needs. Add to that coping with a younger brother
with some cognitive and behavioral challenges of his own, and the teen badly needs a solid
friend like Bel whose romantic feelings Bobby does not return. He also begins to attend a
support group for other teen carers, where he meets Lou, a guy with a Vespa and an American
flavor of cool, whom Bobby does find attractive. The book's second half sees Bobby rooming
with Lou at a weekend group outing, trying to provide his mum with pot at her nostalgic request
to relive her youth while she still can, and hoping to manage even more unthinkable requests as
she faces the total loss of body control. While the story is important, the writing style and poor
pacing fail to pull teens into Bobby's narrative. VERDICT An additional purchase.{amp}
mdash;Suzanne Gordon, Lanier High School, Sugar Hill, GA --This text refers to the hardcover
edition.Review“Bobby's first-person narration is a masterful and very realistic blend of sarcasm,
shame, hopefulness, earnestness, and anger. . . . Uncompromising, unflinching, and
unsentimental.” ―Kirkus Reviews, starred review“The relationships depicted, especially between
Bobby and his mother, are raw and real, and readers will be rooting for this family . . . A heavy,
well-written examination of ethics and family bonds.” ―Booklist"Bittersweet and thoughtfully
written . . . Teens who appreciate stories with emotional and thought-provoking plots will enjoy
this novel." - VOYA“A timeless allegory . . . Conaghan tackles the complexities of war,
occupation, and totalitarianism in a direct and accessible way.” ―Kirkus Reviews on THE
BOMBS THAT BROUGHT US TOGETHER“Conaghan presents a compelling situation with no



easy answers; it's easy to sympathize with Charlie's moral and ethical dilemmas, and the
dichotomy between Old Country and Little Town could fuel provocative discussions.”
―Publishers Weekly on THE BOMBS THAT BROUGHT US TOGETHER“This accomplished
new novel establishes Conaghan as a major talent . . . Incredibly powerful and thought-
provoking.” ―Bookseller on THE BOMBS THAT BROUGHT US TOGETHER“[T]his book brings
light to communities where teens are struggling under a repressive government or regime
pressured by a larger neighboring nation . . . Readers will fly through the last portion of the book
in one sitting.” ―School Library Journal on THE BOMBS THAT BROUGHT US
TOGETHER“Dylan is smart and caring, and beneath his realistically portrayed condition, he is a
normal teenager with relatable concerns. As Dylan would say, this one is 'A-mayonnaise-ing.'”
―Booklist on WHEN MR. DOG BITES“Conaghan . . . does an excellent job of portraying his
unconventional and memorable protagonist.” ―Publishers Weekly on WHEN MR. DOG
BITES“An appealingly offbeat look at friendship, sex and what's really 'normal.'” ―Kirkus
Reviews on WHEN MR. DOG BITES“Insightful, engaging, and immerses teens into the world of
Tourette's . . . Uninhibited and compelling.” ―School Library Journal on WHEN MR. DOG BITES--
This text refers to the hardcover edition.About the AuthorBrian Conaghan is the author of When
Mr. Dog Bites and The Bombs That Brought Us Together, and the co-author of We Come Apart.
He lives and works as a teacher in Dublin and has a degree in Creative Writing from the
University of Glasgow. Throughout the years, Brian has made a living as a painter and decorator,
bartender, teacher, and now writer.@BrianConaghan--This text refers to the hardcover
edition.Read more
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completeNew DreamsPress PlaySeed’s SalonMum is dead.I find her propped up in her chair,
hands resting gently in her lap. No rings, free from bling, just the way the little boy in me
remembers. Her open eyes are like two sparkly saucers staring at the television; some bleached-
toothed guy is trying to sell an all-singing, all-dancing mop. £11.99 all in. Bargain.I slap her face
four, maybe five times, until my slaps morph into strokes. Long, soft ones. Her skin feels like
December. I think about mouth-to-mouth, but there’s no point. I stand tall and stare at her, my
dead mother, as if she’s an art exhibit.Dead still.Still beautiful.I tighten my eyes, try to cry, then
lean in, scroll her eyelids shut, kiss her wintry forehead, and whisper, “Goodbye, Mum.”I’ve had
that dream so many times, and it always ends the same way: me pecking her and whispering
some variation of goodbye. However, what made last night’s dream different was where she
died: it’s rare she snuffs it in the living room. Usually happens in her bedroom, in her own bed,
surrounded by her own stuff. Because the bedroom is where Mum will go to live when she
deteriorates. And she will deteriorate, because that’s what happens with MS—it creeps up and
bites sufferers on the ass when they’re least expecting it.So you’re having zero symptoms?Life
chugging along as normal, is it?What, you think you’ve defeated me? ME?Well, let’s just do
something about that.BOOM!Here’s another attack for you.How’s that for a relapse?Now, get
yourself back to Go.MS is a slow burner. Waxes, wanes, skips along. Sometimes I wish she had
the big C instead; at least the big C can be found, fought, and defeated. Let’s leave it at that.It’s
Saturday. Last weekend of freedom before school restarts. Zero homework. But chores galore to
do, as always.I try as best I can to pamper Mum:“Jesus, Bobby, I’m not a horse. Be gentle.”“I am
being gentle.”“Well, pretend I’m a baby, then.”“Way too creepy.”“I pity the girl who gets you,
Bobby Seed.”“Oh, really, is that right?”“Ouch! That’s sore.”“Sorry, the brush slipped,” I say,
smacking her noggin with it.It takes me generations to brush her hair. No joke. You could watch
The Sound of Music during our session. I count the strokes—usually well over a hundred—until
we’re both satisfied. No way Mum could do a hundred strokes herself. Ten wipes her out. She
tries, but then she looks like she’s arrived somewhere on the back of a motorcycle sans
helmet.“I’m telling you, Mum, you could definitely get a job in a farmer’s field.”“Oh, be quiet, or I’ll



tell you where your real mother lives.”“Just sit still.”“I’m sure it’s a federal prison or
something.”Mum’s hair is like strands of silk. Still dark, still on the long side of
short.Wet.Brush.Stroke.Sometimes she’ll lob the odd grenade into the mix by requesting a braid.
Sure, Mum, do I look like Vidal Sassoon? I keep telling her I’m more of a pull-back-into-a-
ponytail type of hairdresser, though. In her youth she had hair like a black pearl. Her words, not
mine.We find the brushing peaceful and therapeutic; it allows for physical contact that’s full of
quality. Space to relax and reflect. Actually, balls to that. She needs me, she relies on me, and,
well … she’s my mother, isn’t she? I know I’m supposed to love her, but it takes no effort. I love
her from sole to summit. Life’s not all darkness and thinking ill of the ill. We do laugh,
honestly.“Do your hairdresser, Bobby,” she says.Shirt tucked in tight. Hair back and parted.
Mannerisms exaggerated. Voice higher pitched. I assume my position behind her.“OMG! Your
hair is totally gorge, Anne.”“Think so?”“Know how many of my customers would kill for locks like
that?”“Many?”“Too damn many.”Wet.Brush.Stroke.“Going out tonight?” I ask.“Just a few drinks
with the girls.”“At Memory Lane?”“Where else?”“I made out with the barman up there once. Like
a washing machine on full spin so he was. Thought I was going to pass out with dizziness.”“Isn’t
he married?”“Um … he said nothing to me.”Wet.Brush.Stroke.“Going on any vacations,
Anne?”“Ibiza with the girls.”“Oh, it’s a total riot over there.”“You been?”“Two summers in my early
twenties.”“Nice?”“Can’t tell you about it; they’ll lock me up.”“Sounds a hoot.”“Pure MEN-tal. Oh,
don’t get me started.”Mum’s pretty good right now, but there’ve been lots of days when she’s too
shattered to laugh, too sore to speak. Then my brushing feels tired and tragic. But even then I
know I’ll miss these moments in Seed’s Salon. Give me misery over nothing any day.Danny
DistantWhile looking after Mum is physically draining, it’s that little brother of mine who takes up
most of my emotional energy. Affectionately known as Danny or Dan by those close to him—i.e.,
Mum and me—to the cruel, he is Danny Distant; I’ll spare you any vile anecdotes. There’s no
official diagnosis for what Dan has—Mum didn’t want one. She didn’t want him branded like
some swine awaiting slaughter. Danny is just different … idiosyncratic … distant. Not a crime. No
need to pin a hefty life label on him, is there?Danny compressed:Three years old: No issues.
Typical toddler.Six years old: He hadn’t progressed beyond the world of the three-year-old.
Eyebrows raised. Lots of furtive whispers.Ten years old: Stuck in six-year-old land … Oh, Christ,
that poor boy!And so on.You get the idea.Now fourteen, three years my junior, Danny teeters
around the nine or ten mark. Sometimes older, sometimes younger. Depends on the day. But our
Danny is made of greatness. I know it. Mum knows it. Think Bel knows it too.I’m not the only
nominee for the Social Bravery Award. Bel sometimes helps out, especially with Danny; she’s my
girl friend. Not girlfriend. She’s a friend who happens to inhabit a female body. We’re pals.
Probably best pals. Although I think she’d like to move the goalposts on the whole pals act
thingy.Evidence? Okay, here’s the evidence: once upon a Friday (last week) we bought some
nasty cider from the no-ID-required shop and bolted back to mine. We were thinking of starting a
ritual called Drowning Our Sorrows Friday. This was to be our opening night; getting a bit tipsy
and giddy would help take our minds off stuff. Bel has her own shit to contend with: cliché



boozed-up father. He’s got her date of birth tattooed on his knuckles. I know, enough
said.Anyway, cutting a long story short, we got cider-rattled and Bel tried to plunk her lips on me.
Then she threw out the L-bomb. I pretended to be drunker than I was, slapping her on the thigh
and squealing: “Shut your trap, Bel. You’re totally pissed out your knickers.”Conveniently, that
little episode has been forgotten, not a word spoken about it since.Oh, what happened
yesterday? I can’t remember a thing.Me neither.I’m never drinking again.Me neither.To be
honest, I’m still spitting a bit, as all that lips and love shit could’ve put a massive dent in our
palship. And Bel’s the only real friend I have. Real gem.It helps that Danny trusts her and has no
problem allowing Bel to enter his world. It’s a beautiful thing, seeing both of them in action.“If
anyone at school calls me Danny Distant again, I’m going to dynamite their balls,” he says.“Do
those people love you, Dan?” Bel says.“No. Stupid.”“Do they even know what you’re good
at?”“They don’t know shit from shampoo.”“But Bobby and me and your mum love you, and we
know you’re amazing at most things.”“I’m amazing at eating pizza.”“Exactly. I bet none of those
guys at school are.”“They’re idiots.”“Agreed.”“Dicks.”“Probably.”“Asshole punchers …”“Right,” Bel
says. “Get yourself off that couch and go get groomed online, or whatever boys your age do.”She
has that ability to drag him back into life. I take comfort in seeing her play both mother and big
sister. We’re both lucky to have her.Anyway, Drowning Our Sorrows Friday is a nonstarter for a
glut of reasons, but mainly because boozing is like gargling on your own vomit: Bel’s battling
against becoming a chip off the old block, while I need to be my best Bobby Seed, you know,
just in case.I guess you could say we’re just your archetypal dysfunctional nuclear family.
Although my brain tells me we’re about to become more nuclear.Pins and NeedlesIt kicked off
with the occasional pangs of pins and needles in her feet, before moving steadily to her legs. I
was twelve. Tingles frequently began creeping up the right side of her body. This went on for
months. Mum told no one. She only visited the doctor when those black spots started to skew
her vision. That’s when she felt everything collapsing, she said.My memory is different, though:
I’m fourteen. We’re doing the weekly grocery shop in Lidl. For some reason Danny isn’t with us,
can’t remember why. Maybe a school thing.The cart is bulging at the seams. Mum’s pushing. I’m
looking for things to have, eat, want. I usually persuaded Mum to let me drink a Coke while
walking around, putting the empty can through the checkout at the end. (Shhh, didn’t actually do
this ever. I shelved it before we got there. Not exactly armed robbery, but still. Mum never found
out.)“Can we have ramen noodles for dinner, Mum?”“No chance. Broccoli and kale
tonight.”“Don’t even know what that is,” I said.“It’s brain food.”“Aw, really?”“Yup, and tons of it is
required, since yours is so weak.”“Why can’t we have what other families have?”“Oh, stop being
a teenager, Bobby, or I’ll abandon you in aisle six. Do something useful—reach up and get that
cranberry juice for me.”I’m on tiptoes, hand in the sky, total Superman pose, when I hear a
deflating puff of air from behind. Mum’s slouched over the shopping cart.“Mum! What
happened? … Mum, you okay?” Didn’t know whether to drag her off the fruit and veg mountain
or leave her be.“Help me up, Bobby.”She’s upright.“Just felt really dizzy there for a second.”“Here,
drink this.” I handed her the Coke I was saving. “Drink a lot of it. Might help.”She sipped. I could



tell it wasn’t going down well.“Better?”“Better,” she said.The color returned to her cheeks, but her
expression screamed defeat.“Mum?”“I’m good, Bobby. I’m better.”“Honest?”“Honest,” she said. I
didn’t believe her. “Did you get that cranberry juice?”I launched my body up again and scooped
a carton off the shelf. Jammed it into the cart.“Mum, can I get a Twix?” I imagined munching it,
feeling the chocolate paint my mouth, knowing full well she’d say, “No chance.” Mum thought
apples were treats, while chocolate bars were the devil’s diet. But I always asked. She always
refused. Our recurring joke.“You can have what you want, son,” she said.“Mum, seriously, are
you okay?”“Just tired, Bobby.”“Anything I can do?”“Maybe push the cart. I don’t have the
energy.”But the wheels made it easy to push, even with weight in it. I didn’t say that. It was clear
she couldn’t shove it another yard. That shopping cart could’ve been overflowing with steam and
she’d have been too weak for it.“Of course I’ll push,” I said.“Let’s get you a Twix.”I no longer
wanted one.I wanted my mum.I wanted her to take the piss out of me, embarrass me, put me in
my place with the slice of a sentence. But that day I understood, a good two years after those
pins and needles started nipping away, that I’d be getting a new mum, a totally different one. And
my heart was broken. Torn to shreds in fucking Lidl.Teacher Tries Her BestI can’t get back to
sleep after another dead mother dream. I wait for the sun to smile. Thinking a thousand tiny
thoughts:Should I jerk off?When reciting the alphabet, why do I say L-M-N-O-P really quickly?
What’s another word for “thesaurus”?If I had a sealed envelope with my death date written
inside, would I open it?Why us?First week back at school after summer, and all I want is to rest
my head on the desk. Turn my bag into a pillow. This double life of domestic god and diligent
schoolboy sure rips strips off your strength.The teacher’s up front yammering on about
something: white noise. Bel’s doodling and shaking her knee under the desk as if desperate for a
pee. My head’s heavy, a swaying tree.I feel a dunt in the ribs. Sore. I guess I’d rather take a rib
punch than a lip plant, though.“Hey,” I whisper. “That was painful.”“You were practically sleeping
on me,” Bel says.“Right, okay, but no need to—”“Do I look like the Holiday fucking Inn?”“I’m a bit
tired,” I say.“No wonder, listening to this shit.” Bel nods toward the teacher.“What’s
happening?”“Some guff about poetry.”I perk up, because poetry is a kind of secret pleasure of
mine. No one knows that I inhale it in the dead of night, that it answers many questions I have
swirling in my head. I’ve even, you know, tried to, like, dabble in it myself.“Total nerd fest,” she
says.We snigger.Teacher notices and marches up to us.“Something to add, Bel?” the teacher
says.“No, miss. Just chatting about what you were saying.”“Really?”“Really, miss.”“So what was
the last thing I said, then?”“Poetry stuff,” Bel replies.Giggles from the class fill the
awkwardness.“This is an important year, Bel. I suggest you take it seriously.”“Will do, miss.
Thanks for the heads-up.”Teacher dismisses Bel as a no-hoper, then focuses on me. Her
expression relaxes. Soft focus. The face of pity.“You okay, Bobby?”“Just a bit tired, miss,” I
say.“It’s to be expected,” she says.Bel’s eyes whack the ceiling.“I think the poetry element of the
course will be a strong point for you this year, Bobby.”“Hope so, miss.”Teacher gives Bel the
sneer-face before turning on her high-rise heels. Clickety-click.“Okay, everyone turn to page
sixty-six: ‘Poppies in October.’”After the long summer hanging out with Bel and making sure



Danny didn’t get the shit kicked out of him for whatever reason—staring sternly at someone in
his You fuckin’ want some? manner or letting his tongue run before engaging his brain (“Look at
that woman’s giant ass!”)—I thought that going back to school would be a breeze compared with
the daily demands of being me:Can you change these sheets, son?Bobby, is my bath ready?
Where’ve all the Rice Krispies gone?Have you taken the laundry out?There’re still clothes on the
line.Is Danny eating properly?This is cold!This year is a biggie: exam year. Making-informed-
decisions-about-the-future year. Getting-up-off-your-ass year. Total stress. Naturally, being
seventeen, I have no clue what to do when school’s over, and I can’t stop the constant motherly
jabs on the issue.“What do you want to be when you grow up, son?” Mum asks.“As in grown-up,
like a man?”“Well, the jury’s still out on that one, but let’s imagine you’re all grown-up, and, yes,
we can pretend you’re a man too.”“I’m honored.”“So, what are you thinking, then?”“Apart from
being a priest?”“Apart from that, Father.”“Think I’d be suited to the astronaut life.”“Well, I’ve
always said you’re a bit of a rocket.”The chats never really develop beyond nonsense. Mum
knows I’ll be okay; she knows I’ll make the right choices. She understands that the gulf between
teen life and adulthood is vast, so why waste those years trying to leap forward?“Seriously,
Bobby, what are you going to do when you leave school?”“I’m thinking boxing trainer or lion
tamer.”“Good practice with our Danny. Go for it.”That’s generally how we play it.I’ve always
thought something creative was a possibility. Now, when I say “creative,” what I mean is writing.
Hey, I can rattle off a short story or poem like the best seventeen-year-olds: angsty and
lamentable. Any loot to be made in that game? Probably not.Food. I like to eat. I enjoy watching
MasterChef. Being chief cook for Mum and Dan, MasterChef is essential viewing. Mum finds it
hard to swallow at times, so soup is a staple of the Seed menu.I read books. Librarian/editor?I
like clothes. Fashion designer/blogger?I like money. Banker/accountant?I like brushing hair.
Hairdresser/up-stylist?I like school. Teacher/student?I like staring into space. Philosopher/dole
sponger?I like not having an illness. Doctor/nurse?Not sure my talents stretch to any
occupation.Lunchtime, and Mrs. Sneddon, the school guidance counselor, practically drags me
into her office for “a little chat.” Don’t get me wrong, I like Mrs. Sneddon—she genuinely cares
about the students, no bullshit there—but sometimes she plays the role of God’s true disciple,
dropped into our school with a single mission: heal the infirm and the needy. Ladies and
gentlemen, and those unsure, I give you Bobby Seed!“How was your summer, Bobby, love?”
Mrs. Sneddon calls us “love” and “darling” and gets away with it, but imagine Mr. Conroy, Mr.
McClair, or Mr. Melrose saying that. I see frogmarching, cameras flashing, blankets draped over
heads. Careers and marriages shattered. Can’t beat a double standard.“Summer was fine,
miss.”“And your mum, how’s she doing?”“Same; no change, really.”“Well, that’s good. At least
she isn’t deteriorating.”Mrs. Sneddon doesn’t have to listen to the painful howls when Mum’s
muscles spasm uncontrollably. Mrs. Sneddon doesn’t have to witness the look of mortification on
Mum’s face when I’m fumbling around her listless body during “bath time.” Mrs. Sneddon doesn’t
have to hear the humiliation in Mum’s voice when I’m reminded that the baby wipes are running
low. No, Mrs. Sneddon, Mum isn’t deteriorating, but maybe I am.“And what about your brother?



Is he okay, love? Is he coping?”“Danny’s doing fine; he just plods on with life. Being back at
school is good for him.”“The school he’s at is perfect. I know it well.”“Yeah, he likes it.”“He feels
safe there?”“Yeah.”“And you, darling. What about you? How are you doing?”“I’m doing okay,” I
say, which is sort of a grand lie.“It’s all a huge pressure on you, Bobby.”I stare at my feet.“Don’t
think we don’t recognize that, love.”“It is what it is, miss.”“It’s not easy being a young carer,
Bobby.”Tell me something I don’t know.“Yeah, well,” I say.“It’s okay; I understand.” Her hand rests
on my forearm. I nod a type of fake thanks for her understanding.See, child experts will tell you
that I’m way too young to carry such a burden of responsibility on my tender shoulders. Their job
is to make assumptions and evaluations. Really, what do they know other than what I’m prepared
to tell them? I’ll tell you what they know, shall I? Assumptions and evaluations. Teachers feel my
pain. I can tell by the way they look at me, giving me a wide berth that no one else seems to get.
Thinking they know the score. They don’t. Thinking I can’t handle it. They’re wrong. Thinking I’m
psychologically damaged by it. I wouldn’t use the word “damaged” to describe it. Funny how no
one ever uses the word “love” when discussing my case. I do what I do because she’s my mum;
she’s the only one I have, so I wouldn’t mind holding on to her for a bit longer. That pure and that
simple. Now, tell me this: Do you need a PhD and a sack of certificates to work that out? I reckon
some common sense and good judgment. Makes me laugh that they all think they know me. I
could fill a book with what they don’t know.Thing is, I’m just your average seventeen-year-old:
same fears, same desires, same hang-ups, same, same, same. Dull, dull, dull. Okay, hands up,
there’s the seventeen-year-old in me who’s poles apart from everyone else as well. Unique. The
seventeen-year-old who has to brush his mother’s locks every day, sort out her medicine,
sponge her clean three times a week, and ooze positivity when all I want to do is punch the shit
out of a wall or wail in the shower.Same, yet not.“I understand,” Mrs. Sneddon says again.Worst
thing anyone can say is that they understand what you’re going through when, clearly, they
haven’t got a scrap of understanding. Ever want to piss someone off? Tell them you understand
their pain: that’ll work a treat. Unless somebody has walked an inch in my shoes, they couldn’t
possibly understand what I’m experiencing. Yes, they might get the sadness or the loss part, but
it’s the whole gamut of other emotions they’re clueless about. Emotions that consume my every
waking hour. Occasionally I flick out of them, reflect on other things, normal things, but it’s too
fleeting; I’m quickly yanked back into their clutches. Fear, obviously, is the worst. Fear of losing
Mum, of me and Danny having to fend for ourselves. I fear a life of hovering above all the action
because I’ve had to care for everyone else.Then there’s the head-numbing isolation. I don’t get
to experience what my peers are doing; I don’t get time to hang about the streets or go to the
cinema or attend some crap nightclub or sit in a mate’s bedroom listening to tunes all night. No, I
have stuff to do—stuff I can’t share with anyone. Sharing isn’t part of my grind. Okay, Bel knows
that Mum is ill and that Danny is, well, Danny, but she doesn’t know the inner workings of my
mind, what I want, what I need. Bel doesn’t know how tearful and resentful I often get, or how
certain thoughts scare me to death.Then there’s the fact that I’m seventeen. Seventeen, for
God’s sake. My parents should be chastising me about my internet use. I should be teetering on



the margins of criminality, having furtive meetings with online strangers; I should be full of angst
and nervous energy and spending insurmountable periods in the bathroom. But I’m too
buggered for that. Life equals exhaustion. So what’s the point of blurting out all this to Mrs.
Sneddon? She understands, right?“I want you to take a look at this, Bobby,” she says, handing
me a folded leaflet.“What is it?”“You don’t have to read it now. Take it away with you, look at it in
your own time.”I open the flaps. It’s from the Department of Education but has the logo of a group
calling themselves Poztive. How cool, hip, and down-with-it are they?“Now, you don’t have to
make any quick decisions this minute,” she says. “Mull it over first, okay?”I scan. Read bits. Look
at some smiling teens. Lots of teeth.“Um …”“Now, I know what you’re thinking …”“I’m not sure
about this, miss.”“Just thought I’d let you see. No one is forcing you, love.”“I’m not really into the
whole self-help thing.”“It’s not self-help, Bobby. It’s a type of peer-group meeting.”“It all seems a
bit circle time to me.”“That’s not a bad analogy.”“That’s what I was afraid of.”“It’s about shared
experiences with people your own age. You might get something from it.”“Yeah, apathy or
eczema,” I say.“Some people can be energized by these groups,” she says, pointing at the
leaflet. I wince.“Not for me.”“Well, I’ll just leave it with you for now, love. You make up your own
mind about it.”“Thanks.” I stand. “Why are you offering this to me now?” I ask.“Because it’s a new
initiative,” she says. “Solely targeted at young people your age, people who might be facing
issues outside the realm of being a carer—you know what I mean, Bobby?”Couldn’t possibly
have a clue who she’s talking about.“Right,” I say, tucking the leaflet inside my school blazer
pocket.“I applied on your behalf. I hope you don’t mind, sweetie.”“No, I don’t mind, miss.”The bell
rings.“Okay, you best get going.”“See you later, miss.” I pull the door toward
me.“Bobby?”“Yeah?”“Any thoughts on what you’re thinking of doing?”“I’ve got double biology,
miss.”“No, I mean when you’re done with this place.”“Not completely, but it’ll definitely be
something in the sewage industry.”Mrs. Sneddon giggles.“Go on, get out of here. Sewage!
Would you listen to yourself …”On the way to biology I feel the leaflet rubbing against my nipple.
I’m late. I smarten the pace. The leaflet attacks my nipple with vigor. I hate being late for class,
having to stand there while some jumped-up power-hound teacher gives you a bollocking. I
enter.“Sorry I’m late, miss,” I say.Mrs. Lennox is a teacher to be feared. She’s on the totally nuts
spectrum. Bel says she’s a people hater and would rather live on an island, fawning over plants
and frogs.I spy Bel behind Mrs. Lennox’s shoulder. She’s wearing an oh-you-are-so-dead face,
reveling in my tardy transgression.“Bobby!” Mrs. Lennox blurts.I’m like, what, seventy-eight
seconds late? What’s the stress?“I was with Mrs. Sneddon, miss. In her office,” I explain.“That’s
no problem, Bobby.” In a nanosecond, Mrs. Lennox’s face changes from reinforced steel to
squishy putty. “We’ve barely started.”Honestly?No belittling in front of the class?No insulting my
intellectual capacity?Nothing?Suddenly I feel myself wanting to be scolded. I don’t need special
treatment. I want to be on par with every other dickhead and downbeat.“Right,” I say, and make
my way to a clearly exasperated Bel, who mouths, “You fucker.” I raise a victory eyebrow.“Perk of
the job,” I whisper. I might enjoy fleeting moments of special treatment, but I don’t crave the full-
time sympathy vote.“Section six, Bobby. We’re starting the Krebs cycle.”I open my book and



scratch my chest.Bel slowly leans into me.“I hate you, Bobby Seed.”“My nipple is killing me, so a
little kindness, please.”“I hope it falls off.”Positive Thinking
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LibrarianSGP, “Death with Dignity from a YA Perspective. ** spoiler alert **What do you do when
the person you love most in the world asks you to help them die? This is the hear-wrenching
moral dilemma 17-year-old Bobby Seed faces when his mother Anne, who is reaching the final
stages of Multiple Sclerosis, asks him to end her suffering. For five years, Bobby has witnessed
her struggle and decline and has become her primary caregiver, a burden he gladly carries
because of his profound love for her. “Funny how no one ever uses the word “love” when discuss
ing my case. I do what I do because she’s my mum; she’s the only one I have, so I wouldn’t mind
holding on to her for a bit longer. That pure and that simple.” For Anne, however, the pain,
memory loss, and feelings of sadness and humiliation that her son must help with her personal
needs add to her despair, to “exist without living.”During all this time, Bobby also shoulders the
responsibility for his 14-year-old brother Danny who is developmentally-delayed. He doesn’t
want to tell him that their Mom isn’t going to get better. However, when Anne can no longer
communicate clearly and fears she will forget her sons, she makes her decision and asks Billy to
tell his brother. Although Danny is slow, he isn’t, in his own words, “stupid” and has already
researched the “right to die.”Despite everything Bobby must juggle, he still wishes he could just
be a typical teen without pity and allowances for his behavior. After joining the teen carer support
group Poztive, Bobby meets other kids in the same situation, including American Lou who is an
enigma. What is his mom suffering from that he won’t share and why does being around him
make Bobby tingle? How will Lou’s experiences and potentially unhealthy influence on Bobby
affect the major decision he has to make?Conaghan has gifted us with a story that is life-
affirming even in the face of suffering and death. The love between the mother and her sons and
between the brothers is intensely moving while, at the same time, full of sarcasm and humor.
The descriptions of the disease are written with dignity, honoring both the victim and her sons .
There are also several beautiful poetic verses written by Bobby interspersed throughout. (With
an Advanced Reader Copy, it’s unclear how they’ll appear in the published book.) This is a
valuable and worthy addition to YA literature on death and is essential for any library that serves
teens.I received a complimentary copy of this book from Bloomsbury YA through NetGalley in
exchange for an honest review. Opinions expressed in this review are completely my own.”

Kathy @ Books and Munches, “Tearjerker-alert!. Let's start with the - kind of - least important
thing: the writing. The Weight of a Thousand Feathers consists mostly of short chapters, which
made reading easy and difficult at the same time. That might sound like a bad thing, but it's not!
Let me explain.The writing makes reading easier because you keep going for the good old "one
more chapter" we bookworms are so good at. Since they're only a couple of pages, you feel like
you're flying through the book.But at the same time, the writing makes it harder to read because
of how it's written: Very blunt, straightforward, to-the-point, whatever you want to call it.
Sentences are pretty short overall, but because of that combination with the subjects of this



novel, they pack a huge punch.Apart from the "general" writing, there are also some poems
thrown in. A small feature I loved since that adds more to our main character's - Bobby's - being
and depth.Talking about the main character.. Let's take a moment to acknowledge his identifying
as not heterosexual. He states not to fancy girls! So: queer, writes poetry, cares for his mom and
his little brother, tries finding his own way apart from his role as carer. Summing it all up like that,
you just know Bobby has a lot to handle. It makes for an interesting story, and that's without the
actual plot of the book.And it isn't an easy plot. Not to read, to digest, to get through. Even more
so since becoming a mom because.. I just can't imagine Jamie having to care for me the way
Bobby has for his mom? It breaks my heart just thinking about it and I thought about it a lot while
reading. It was a very hard book for me to get through, that's for sure. Especially since it's the
subject of the book. There's no escaping it at all. You're constantly reminded, constantly faced
with what could happen one day. Let's just hope we never get to live through the things Bobby,
Dan and his mom have to go through.A little bit more about the other characters, huh? Apart
from Bobby, there's Danny - his baby brother. I don't really have much to say about him. He's a
cool kid who loves gaming and is smarter than he's giving credit for throughout most of the book.
But that adds to the authencity since.. well.. don't we all underestimate our younger siblings? I
know I did for a while, haha!But then there are two other characters.. Lou and Bel disappointed
me, to be honest. Bel is supposed to be Bobby's best female friend but their friendship felt so off
to me throughout most of the book. It constantly felt like they were avoiding certain things,
subjects due to them being "serious" or "uncomfortable" to talk about while.. You should totally
be able to talk about things like that when you're best friends, right? It felt weird. Even more so
with Bobby's role as carer. You'd think he'd have a decent outlet with his best friend to talk about
things but it wasn't really the case.Then there's Lou. I wanted more out of his character. He has
his moments, but.. I felt like his character took a turn for the worst at some point and he never
redeemed himself. It felt so, so weird and off and.. I don't even know. I wanted more out of it. It's
hard to explain without spoiling.The Weight of a Thousand Feathers is a beautiful book about
something not talked about nearly enough. It's hard to read, hard to digest and I can see how
people will have issues with it for multiple reasons, but I personally didn't. I hope that, if you
decide to pick it up, you won't either! I'm not a carer, and I hope I never will be in the way Bobby
is, but it was definitely more than worth reading and crying over.”

a helpful stranger, “This beautiful, heartbreaking. How to describe this book? This beautiful,
heartbreaking, terrifying, uplifting book? It's not about issues, although there are plenty; it's not
about romance, though there's some of that too; it's not about morals or preaching, though
there's plenty of thinking and talking about them. It doesn't fit into any 'box'. But it is fantastic, and
I hope it does really, really well. It deserves to.”

Lorna - Scotland, “Highly recommend. This is a wonderfully written book describing the life of a
teenage carer, it has you gripped from the start. I found it hard to put down.”



Aurelie B., “Must read. Awesome book. Could not put it down, read in 2 days despite busy life.
Although heart breaking, refreshingly different.”

gary fairman, “Great read. Wonderful book”

Ferne Scriven, “Fantastic. Amazing book!”

Kristina Glock, “Ein gutes, jedoch schwer zu verdauliches Buch.. Ich habe das Buch gekauft,
weil wir es im Unterricht behandelt haben.Es ist gut, sehr emotional und leicht verständlich
geschrieben. Es ist für Leser unter 16 Jahren nicht zu empfehlen. Das Buch behandelt Themen,
die selbst mit über 20 Jahren schwer zu verarbeiten sind. Um die Englische Sprache zu
trainieren ist es zwar gut, aber wie gesagt, nicht für junge Leser geeignet.Das einzige was ich
bemängeln kann, ist dass die Qualität der Bindung nicht sehr hoch ist, wie man an dem Bild
sehen kann. Das gibt es mehrfach in meinem Buch. Könnte sein, dass es in mehreren Büchern
vorkommt.Lieferung war schnell.”

The book by Brian Conaghan has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 33 people have provided feedback.

Seed’s Salon Danny Distant Pins and Needles Teacher Tries Her Best Positive Thinking In Arms
#1 … incomplete Teens Exposed Ryan Gosling Goes to Bingo Teens Get Acquainted #2 …
incomplete Junk-Food Friday December Dumb and Dumber Sleep Dining Out Stars at Night #3
… complete Music Mum’s Present Sweet and Sour Mum Cradles Her Boys #4 … complete Cold
Margherita #5 … incomplete Dan Does His Homework Alphabet Chat Buzz Cut Blowback
Stubborn Stones Just Passing #6 … complete The Great Outdoors Bed and Breakfast Club
Sleep Watcher #7 … incomplete Mother The Weight of a Thousand Feathers Slopes #8 …
complete Jaggy Head Kiss The Retreat Playing Charades Revelations #9 … complete Shoot
’Em Up The Exposer Snakebite Booze and Upbeat Tunes The Last of the Normal Things Failed
Poet The Night Of #10 … complete Funeral Not Being Macbeth #11 … complete Candy Crush
#12 … complete New Dreams Press Play



Language: English
File size: 1436 KB
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Not Enabled
Print length: 364 pages
Lending: Enabled
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

