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Read more about Al’s




crazy adventures in:



Operation Kick Butt



For Joe
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If I had any say in the matter, I’d be called James … James Bond, even Bernie Bond. But as it happens, my name’s Alistair. You can call me Al – Dad does. Mum says there’s no sense wasting a good name, so she calls me Alistair, and sometimes ‘Alistair D’Arcy McDermott’ when she’s got something important to say to me, like –

‘Alistair D’Arcy McDermott, your dad and I have decided to call it a day and go our separate ways. You’re coming with me.’

That was a year ago – one lousy year ago when my dad and mum separated.

‘Bye, Al my Pal,’ I hear Dad say. ‘And remember, it’s not your fault that your mother and I are splitting up. It’s just that there are times when grown-ups need to go their separate ways.’

Whew! There I was thinking that I had driven him away by:
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… and worst of all,
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There were others, but that one was the best.
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Mum and I live in a block of flats called La Range. It should be called De Ranged because the toilet flush causes the water pipes to rattle, which causes Mrs Newhardt’s cat to leap two floors on to Phelps, the gardener, who sprays into Creepy Mr Freedlander’s apartment, causing Creepy Mr Freedlander to use language that Mum says is not fit for my ears. Hah!

After they split up, Dad got himself a one-bedroom flat with a ‘C’ view. He looks straight into the second ‘C’ of a giant Coca-Cola sign. At night it makes the flat glow like a night club. It’s cool … in a grotty way.
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Another cool thing about spending weekends with my dad is his cooking. He’s the world’s worst cook. So we eat stacks of takeaways. Dad read an article that claims there’s no such thing as ‘junk food’. Only food that tastes like junk – the kind he cooks. So he doesn’t.

My dad’s a bit of a brilliant slob. The kind of guy who farts about in his pyjamas (I mean, literally major butt-burpers!) over weekends, while reading technical books, making sketches and writing notes. Mum says he’s a bit of a Leonardo da Vinci – all work, no play. Mum’s different. She loves going out and having a good time. Dad says she a ‘people’s person’. Maybe that’s why they split up. Dad’s not a ‘people’, he’s a person – a nice, odd sort of nerdy man person.

A lot of my friends’ parents are divorced. Some of them sound mental. Like a boy in my class, Neal Downe. I swear, that’s his name! Well, when Neal’s dad fetches him for a weekend, he’s not allowed in Neal’s mum’s house. He has to stand on the doorstep. It can be hailing golf balls and the poor dude has to stand outside. Sophie Ross’s mum won’t even let her dad see her because he has a young girlfriend who’s a real babe. My mum and dad aren’t like that. I mean, just because you don’t love someone any more doesn’t mean that you HATE them, right?

‘Your mother loves you more than anything else in the world,’ my dad always tells me.

‘There’s not a thing your father wouldn’t do for you,’ is what my mum always says.

That’s cool. But the best thing they could both do for me is to pause … rewind … and start all over again.
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‘Wake up and smell the poo, Al!’ is what my best friend, Sophie, always tells me when I mention ‘the separation’. I think she means ‘coffee’ – which means I should get real. Well, there’s something I want to tell you. I don’t give up that easily … as you’ll soon see!
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I go to Obz – Observatory Prep. The school is in the grounds of an old unused observatory, famous for having discovered a pimple on the face of an obscure planet. Now the old observatory is used for music lessons.

I play the bagpipes. Well, it was either that, violin, recorder, guitar or piano. And the only reason that such a crazy instrument is included is because it forms part of the school’s badge. ‘Perseverance’, our motto, is especially needed to play the bagpipes. I’d add ‘craziness’. I like to imagine that I am squeezing the life out of Mrs Newhardt’s cat while I’m practising. Very good for relieving stress!

My best teacher is Miss Merchant. She looks like Barbie with brains. Miss Merchant could be a famous actress. When she reads Babe to us she does the voices, accents and all, and lets us do the sound effects.

‘OINK! GRUNT! OINK!’ we all go. It’s so coooool.

The teacher from the fiery depths of hell is Mr Burke – Burke the Jerk. He wears tight white trousers and open-necked shirts that show off his big ape chest to the world. He thinks he’s so cool. But he’s a sarcastic dork who enjoys humiliating kids in front of everyone.

‘It’s better to be thought a fool, than open your mouth and remove all doubt,’ he says to anyone who makes a mistake during his stupid history quizzes. He also has a habit of standing astride with one leg resting on a chair so that his trousers tighten over his butt. It’s so disgusting.

So that’s it – separated parents, wacko school with a teacher from heaven and one from hell.


Oh, and my best friend, Sophie. I told you about her, didn’t I?
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I’ve known Sophie since we were at playgroup. We carried the same cute Noddy suitcases packed with nappies. Sophie once stuck her finger up Benjy the class gerbil’s bottom and made it squeak. She’s like that – she wants to know how things work.

We have a lot to talk about, Sophie and I, because I’m also very curious about things. Such as:

Q: Why do farts smell worse in the bathtub?

A: Because the gas molecules are sealed in bubbles instead of having lots of air to spread out in. That’s why!

Quite fascinating, really.

Sophie’s got this wicked laugh. When she really gets going it sounds like a squeaky toy with hiccups. I love to make her laugh just to hear her. Especially in Burke the Jerk’s class.
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