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chapter one

ever had the feeling that your life’s been flushed down the toilet? I have. And it wasn’t just a feeling. I knew something was wrong the moment I woke up that Sunday morning. But before I get to the Big Flush I’d better fill you in on how it all started.
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It was the previous Friday – another day I woke up feeling that something wasn’t right. This time it was my nose. I rolled out of bed and plodded to the bathroom, where the mirror over the basin informed me that there was a lump on my hooter the size of a satellite dish. I sighed, imagining the day’s pathetic jokes at my expense, and left the bathroom.
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Left it…tripped over something…landed nose-first in a big potted plant on the landing.

 

The day was not starting well.

 

I pulled my face out of the leaves to see what had tripped me. Stallone, our cat, lay across the doorway like a draught excluder. He must have seen me go into the bathroom and thrown himself across the door to catch me on the way out. Never misses a chance to trip me, that cat. Me or Dad. Never trips Mum. He’s nice as pie to her. Any female actually. My mother says he’s a woman’s cat. Dad says they’re welcome to him.
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‘You did that on purpose,’ I said. ‘You…animal.’

 

Stallone stared back at me with those mean green eyes of his as if to say, ‘Wanna make something of it, pal?’

 

The worst of it was the potted plant. It had only been there since yesterday and suddenly, day two, half its leaves and earth were on the carpet. Mum would go berserk. I got up and raced to my room.
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I rummaged under the bed, found what I was looking for. At last I had a good use for my Maths exercise book! While I was down there I grabbed the ball of chewing gum I’d been building up piece by piece for months. I licked the fluff off and jammed it in my mouth to soften it. It tasted like the inside of a fisherman’s boot, but I wasn’t rearing it for a taste contest. Another couple of months and my gumball would have been big enough to break some sort of record. Would have. If Stallone hadn’t made me use it to stick leaves back on a potted plant.

 

I was on my knees scooping earth back in the pot with my trusty Maths book when Dad strolled along the landing in his boxer shorts and “I’m not old, I’m a recycled teenager” T-shirt.

 

‘What happened?’

 

I took the softened gumball out of my mouth.

 

‘Tripped over cat, fell in plant.’

 

‘Your mum’ll crucify you.’

 

‘Only if we have a snitch in the family,’ I said, starting on the leaves.

 

‘Leaves fell off, did they?’ he asked.

 

‘Yeah. Sticking ’em back with chewing gum.’

 

‘Good move. Just what I’d have done.’

 

‘When you were a kid, you mean?’

 

‘I mean now. You know what the old girl’s like with her rotten plants.’ He noticed Stallone sprawling across the bathroom door and raised his foot. ‘Gertcha!’

 



[image: images]



Stallone got up, glaring at him with real hatred, and slunk off lashing his tail like a whip.

 

‘Jiggy, are you up yet?’

 

My mother’s voice from downstairs. Dad shot into the bathroom and bolted the door. I looked down. Mum stood at the bottom of the stairs in her dressing gown, glaring up at me like I’d committed some crime. I had – the potted plant – but she didn’t know that. Yet.

 

‘On my way,’ I said. She started up the stairs. Panic. There were still some leaves on the floor, and quite a bit of earth. ‘I said I’m on my way!’
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‘And I’m coming up to get dressed, d’you mind?’ she said.

 

I grabbed the leaves, crammed them in my mouth – useful things, mouths – chewed like a starving cow, swallowed hard. Then I scooped up the earth and dropped it in my pyjama trousers. It would have helped if I’d been wearing bicycle clips, but you don’t usually get those with pyjamas.

 

I headed downstairs, casually rubbing my nose.

 

‘You’ll be late,’ Mum snapped, coming up.

 

‘And good morning to you too,’ I said, going down.

 

We drew near. It was going to be a close thing. Half the garden was trickling down my legs. My knees couldn’t keep it off the ground for ever. But of course Mum stopped. Squinted at me.

 

‘What’s that on your nose? Looks like earth.’

 

‘Earth?’ I said. ‘Well thanks very much. I mean I know it’s big, but I didn’t think it was the size of a planet.’

 

I carried on down, with no idea that the thing on my nose was going to be the one bright spot of my day. Next six days actually. By this time next week I would have been to hell and back.

 

Twice.
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chapter two

after breakfast I got dressed in time to be almost late for school, as usual. Then I crossed the road to Pete and Angie’s.

 

Pete and Angie are my oldest buds. They’re not related to one another, but they live in the same house these days, along with his dad and her mum. We call ourselves The Three Musketeers (the kids, not the parents) and we have this Musketeery slogan,
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which we cry whenever we leap into action, which is a bit too often for my liking.


 

They came out seconds before I got to the door. We have this almost-late business down to a fine art. And of course, true to form, the first thing Pete said was: ‘I like the nose, did you pick it yourself?’

 

I ignored him. Best thing to do with Pete most of the time. But Angie was looking too. You don’t ignore Angie Mint. Not if you want to live.
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‘OK,’ I said. ‘Get it out of your system.’

 

‘Get what out of my system?’

 

‘The stupid remark about my conk.’

 

She looked offended. ‘I’m offended,’ she said.

 

‘You are?’ I said. ‘Oh. Sorry.’

 

‘I should think so. I would never be so unkind as to make fun of a face that’s been taken over by a giant plum tomato that probably glows in the dark.’

 

‘Thanks, Ange.’

 

We set off for school.

 

‘Oi, wait for me!’

 

We groaned. Eejit Atkins. Ralph to his mum, the teachers and social workers, Eejit to his dad and everyone else.

 

‘We’ll never get this right,’ Angie muttered.

 

What she meant was that ever since Eejit moved in next door to me we’ve been trying to get to school without him and we usually don’t make it. It’s like he waits for us behind the Atkins family wheely bin and shoots out the moment we appear.
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Eejit fell in step beside me and chattered like a chipmunk halfway to school while we three talked among ourselves. But then he caught sight of a couple of his Neanderthal pals loping along the opposite pavement and zigzagged across the road to join them.

 

We reached school just in time for the bell, and headed for Registration.

 

Friday mornings aren’t too bad at Ranting Lane School, but the afternoons are a real snoozefest. This is because the last two lessons of the week are RE with Mr Prior and Maths with Mr Dakin. Mr Prior (Old Priory) isn’t a strong man. Kids make him twitch. He’d been off all week having a nervous breakdown at his mother’s, which meant that other teachers had been standing in for him. And who did we get that Friday? Dakin.
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Now Face-Ache Dakin is nobody’s favourite. Besides being our miserable Maths teacher he’s our miserable form tutor, which means that we see more of him than just about any other life-form on Earth. Even his son Milo doesn’t like him much. Milo’s in our class, and while his old man is Mr Grim, Mr Strict, Milo is one of the nicest kids there. Now that he was in charge of both last lessons Dakin Senior decided to change the order of them, Maths first, RE last.

 

When the time came to switch to RE, Dakin called three of us out and pointed to a small brown suitcase he’d brought in with him.

 

‘Open that,’ he told them, ‘divide up what you find inside, and place a copy on every desk.’

 

We all threw our necks up on poles to see what was in the case, then took them off the poles when we saw. Books. Old books with black covers. The class erupted in groans.
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‘Yes, class,’ Dakin said: ‘Bibles. King James’s Bibles.’

 

‘Won’t he miss them, sir?’ I said.

 

‘The Bibles you are used to,’ he went on, ‘are modern mass-market translations. The language in them is dull, flat, uninspiring. These, on the other hand…’ He stroked the cover of the one on his desk. ‘You are about to have an experience denied most of today’s children. You are going to hear the words of the Bible as they should be heard. Speak them as they should be spoken.’

 

I tipped my chair back and spoke over my shoulder to Milo.

 

‘What’s the old loon up to, Milo?’
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‘He’s been longing for a chance to show these off,’ Milo said. ‘They used to be in my Aunt Trixie’s religious bookshop. They’ve been under the bed in our spare room ever since it was turned into a Chinese takeaway.’

 

‘Why was your spare room turned into a Chinese takeaway?’

 

‘You two, stop talking!’ Dakin bawled. I faced front. ‘So rich is the language in this Bible,’ he said more quietly, ‘that I haven’t even chosen a section for us to look at because I know that I can open it at any point and find something uplifting, something poetic, something—’

 

‘Boring?’ said Ryan.

 

‘Detention, Ryan,’ said Dakin.

 

‘Wicked,’ said Ryan, grinning round like a hero.

 

‘I shall demonstrate.’ Face-Ache flipped open the Bible on his desk. ‘Here we are, a completely random selection. Second Book of Kings. Turn to page four-two-five, everyone.’

 

Lots of rustling paper.

 

‘Turn to it with care. These pages are delicate.’

 

Lots more rustling. Lots more. With any luck we could stretch it out to the end of the lesson.
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‘Have you all got it?’ Dakin said wearily after ten minutes’ rustling.

 

‘What page, sir?’ Atkins asked.

 

‘Four hundred and twenty-five.’

 

‘Twenty-five?’ said Hislop.

 

‘Yes,’ said Dakin.

 

‘Four hundred and twenty-five?’ said Pete, who sits next to me.

 

‘Yes!’ Dakin screamed. ‘Now if you’ve all managed to find the page, I want each of you to stand up and read a verse in turn.’

 

Another class-wide groan. ‘Oh, not reading aloud!’

 

‘Yes, reading aloud. Starting at the front here with you, Julia.’

 

‘Me?’ gasped orange-haired, orange-freckled Julia Frame. ‘Can’t someone else go first?’
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‘Someone else can go second,’ Face-Ache said firmly. ‘Chapter nine, verse one. Arise and begin.’

 

Julia clunked to her feet. She was about to start reading when a phone rang.

 

Dakin’s shoulders went up. His eyes shrank to pinheads.

 

‘WHOSE IS THAT?!’

 

Six boys stood up at once, not to admit the phone was theirs, but to point at Pete, who was fumbling in his pocket trying to turn the thing off.

 

Garrett! Bring that thing here!’
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Pete got up. Took the mobile out of his pocket. Carried it to the front, where Dakin snatched it and chucked it in a drawer. ‘Detention!’ he said as Pete sauntered back to his seat. ‘Now Julia, chapter nine, verse one. And read clearly please.’

 

Julia looked at the Bible, started to mumble.

 

‘I said clearly,’ Dakin said.

 

‘This is clearly,’ said Julia.

 

‘Not to my ears, it isn’t.’

 

‘You can get them syringed at the Med Centre, sir,’ I said. ‘Doesn’t hurt, just blows your brains out.’

 

‘McCue should know,’ said Pete. ‘He’s had it done twice.’

 

Start again,’ Dakin said to Julia. ‘And let us hear you this time.’

 

Julia started again. We couldn’t hear a word, but no one complained, not even Face-Ache until she started the next verse.

 

‘Just verse one, Julia. Angela?’
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Angie stood up. She sits next to Julia. Pete and I grinned at one another. No chance of missing verse two with old Ange reading. Her mouth’s got a built-in megaphone.

 

‘“And when thou comest thither,”’ she bawled, ‘“look out there Jehu the son of Je-hosh-a-PHAT, the son of Nim…Nimi…Nimshi, and go in, and make him arise up from—”’

 

‘What sort of language did he say this was?’ someone muttered.

 

Soon, though, it had become a pretty smooth operation. When someone finished reading their verse and sat down, the next person crashed to his or her feet and read theirs, while the rest of us tried to keep the snores down.

 

Neil Downey got up to read his verse. ‘“And he arose, and went into the house; and he poured the oil on his head…”’
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I looked at the next verse but one, which would be mine. Then I did a double-take, and gulped. Why me? I thought. Why me?

 

Downey sat down. Pete got up to do his bit.

 

‘“And thou shalt smite the house of Ahab thy master, that I may avenge the blood of my servants the Muppets…”’

 

‘I think you’ll find that is “prophets”, Mr Garrett.’

 

‘Oh yeah. “And the blood of all the servants of the LORD, at the hand of, er…Jezebel?”’

 

He sat down. Silence fell. I hunched low in my chair, hoping Dakin wouldn’t notice me.

 

‘Up, McCue, up, keep it flowing, keep it flowing.’

 

A giggle from across the room. Someone had noticed my verse. Then a low ripple started as more and more people checked it out. Then Pete saw it.

 

‘Oh boy. Ooooooh boy. This is gonna be priceless.’

 

‘Can someone else do mine, sir?’ I said. ‘Bit of a sore throat today.’

 

‘No excuses. On your feet, boy! Read!’

 

I got up. Cleared my throat.

 

‘“For the whole house of Ahab shall perish,”’ I read, ‘“and I will cut off from Ahab him that pisseth against the wall, and him that is shut up—”’

 

Pete slid under his desk. The rest of the class exploded.
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And guess who got detention for causing it?
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chapter three
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when the bell went Ryan, Pete and I stayed behind. There’s a rule at our school that a kid can’t do a detention the day he gets it. Has to take a note home to tell his parents he’s been Bad and give them a chance to nag him to death. Dakin wrote our notes with a few angry stabs of his pen and threw them at us. ‘Monday!’ He gave Pete his mobile back with a warning that next time he’d be taken to the bike sheds and shot.

 

Angie was waiting for us at the gates. Milo Dakin was with her, looking really cheesed off.



[image: images]



 

‘Why the face like a horse, Milo?’ I said. ‘Wasn’t you got detention.’

 

‘I have detention every day of the week,’ he said. ‘You should try living with my dad.’

 

‘I’d rather tattoo my chest with a power drill.’

 

Seeing as he was so down we went home his way instead of ours. He moaned about his dad every step of the way and we made sympathetic noises to try and cheer him up.
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‘Fat Chance, ladies and gentlemen! Fat Chance! Help the homeless!’

 

An ultra-thin kid of about eighteen with a shaggy black dog shoved a magazine for the homeless in our faces. We reared back. Some days you can’t move in our town without tripping over Fat Chance sellers and their dogs. They always have dogs.

 

‘Got one,’ I lied to the Fat Chance seller and his dog. ‘At home.’

 

‘Oh sure, and where’ve I heard that before?’ muttered the Fat Chance seller.

 

‘Woof-off,’ said the dog.

 

‘He’s driving me bonkers,’ said Milo as we walked on.

 

‘Yeah, those Fat Chance sellers,’ Pete said.

 

‘He means his dad,’ Angie said.

 

‘I knew that. Just hoping he’d change the CD.’

 

Milo didn’t change the CD. ‘I don’t know how much longer I can live my life in alphabetical order,’ he said.

 

‘Alphabetical order?’ I said. ‘How does that work, then?’

 

‘It’s his latest “Keep Dakin World Tidy” scheme. Everything in my wardrobe and chest of drawers is already colour co-ordinated, but last night he word-processed all these labels saying “Handkerchiefs, Pyjamas, Shirts, Socks, Underwear”. Does that sound sane to you?’

 

Angie patted him on the shoulder. ‘Parents and teachers, Milo. Make it up as they go along. Don’t let him get you down.’

 

These wise words didn’t seem to help. Milo mooched on, dragging his school bag. This wasn’t like him. He usually took his old man in his stride with a merry grin and a wince. It was hard to know what to say to him in this mood, so we just dragged our bags and mooched with him. It was Angie who broke the moochy silence.

OEBPS/images/p5.jpg





OEBPS/images/p6.jpg





OEBPS/contents.htm

Contents


Chapter One


Chapter Two


Chapter Three


Chapter Four


Chapter Five


Chapter Six


Chapter Seven


Chapter Eight


Chapter Nine


Chapter Ten


Chapter Eleven


Chapter Twelve


Chapter Thirteen


Chapter Fourteen


Chapter Fifteen


Chapter Sixteen


Chapter Seventeen


Chapter Eighteen


Chapter Nineteen


Chapter Twenty


Chapter Twenty One


Chapter Twenty Two


Chapter Twenty Three


Chapter Twenty Four


Chapter Twenty Five


 


Copyright








OEBPS/images/p7.jpg





OEBPS/images/p9.jpg





OEBPS/images/p8.jpg





OEBPS/images/p12.jpg
‘Bae Foe oll and all for lunds!”





OEBPS/images/p10.jpg





OEBPS/images/p15.jpg





OEBPS/images/p13.jpg





OEBPS/images/p17.jpg





OEBPS/images/p16.jpg





OEBPS/images/p18.jpg





OEBPS/images/p21.jpg





OEBPS/images/p19.jpg





OEBPS/images/p23.jpg





OEBPS/images/p22.jpg






OEBPS/images/p26.jpg
| P\\\A N\ P\Ni Q@e ale \'\&/ /

,\
SO






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
wa,w\





OEBPS/images/p24.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover1.jpg
FOR MORE
LAUGH-O! UT-LOUD

LAWRENCE

781 408309902

WICWEL

Pk 9781408324257 eBook:
5599





OEBPS/images/p28a.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover2.jpg
IF YOU LIKED

THE TOILET; OF DOOM
YOU'LLLOVE

BYEHGA

-

P 978 140832 8286 €Bo00IC 9781408328298 £5.99)

COMING SOON!





OEBPS/images/p27.jpg





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
MICHAEL LAWRENCE

ORCHARD





OEBPS/images/icon.jpg





OEBPS/images/p28b.jpg





