thirteen-year-old Cam Kelsey. After a serious infection damaged his heart, Cam is in urgent heed
of a heart transplant. In this extract, Cam's parenis argue about a radical alternative solution...

Malorie Blackman is a very successful Britich writer. Her novel, Pig Hearf Boy, focuses on
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As | turned the key in the front door, | could hear at once that Mum and Dad were at
it again. ‘Now there’ sa surprlse" I mouthed S|Iently, addmg, | Wonder What they re
arguing about today T '

Asif | dldn t know!

Shutting the door quietly behind me, | tlptoed through the hall to the iwmg room door.

- ‘No | wor’t allow it Mum raged.

;I recoghizéd that tone of voice. ‘It burnt like a laser. | winced, aware of how my dad
would react to'it. 1 wasn't wrong.

‘Don’t talk to me like that. | have some say in this too. And I've weighed up all the
conseqiisnices. I've listed all the pros and cons. We don’t have any other choice—

“We? This has nothing to do with us. You went ahead and did th|s alton your own —
as usual.” Mum’s voice was lemon-bitter. ...] : " L

'Its for Cameron s own good. It's for the good of this whole famlly, saad Dad.

‘Because you say so?’ Mum scoffed. ‘From where I m standlng it Iooks as if What you “
want to do is deform your own son.,

‘What d’you mean “deform”? Now it was Dad’s turn to hit the roof and pass Fight
through it. ‘How dare you say that? You wouldn’t say that if this was a human heart—"

‘But that’s the whole point. It’s not, is it? You want to make our son a pig- heart boy.’

A pig-heart boy!? What on earth was Mum talking about? | frowned as | leaned in closer.
‘Better a pig’s heart that works than a human heart that doesn’t,’ Dad arglied. ‘Better
that than no-heart at all.” [...]

‘Stop it! Stop it, both of you!" [ shouted.

[ couldn’t bear to listen to any more. | turned and raced up the stairs, stompmg down
with my feet as hard as | could as | ran. | only got halfway up the stairs before | started
hurting, so | slowed down, but | didn’t stop.

Cam? Cam walt Mum cailed out.

I didﬂ t answer. | couldn t. Butl wanted to Iet both of them know that I was here
They were talking about me as if [ didn’t have a mind of my own, as if | couldn’t make
my own decisions. How could they? How dare they? It was my body. My heart.

An abridged extract from Pig Heart Boy by Malorie Blackman.



