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They went to sea in a Sieve, they did,

In a Sieve they went to sea;

In spite of all their friends could say,

On a winter’s morn, on a stormy day.

In a Sieve they went to sea!

And when the Sieve turned round and round,

And everyone cried, ‘You’ll all be drowned!’

They called aloud, ‘Our Sieve ain’t big,

But we don’t care a button, we don’t care a fig,

In a Sieve we’ll go to sea.’

Far and few, far and few,

Are the lands where the Jumblies live;

Their heads are green, and their hands are blue,

And they went to sea in a Sieve.

 

from ‘The Jumblies’ by Edward Lear





CHAPTER ONE

The Darren Project

All right, then, I am not going to begin with a whole lot of boring explanations about who I am and what age I am and what my family is like and all that stuff, because I happen to think you can work it out for yourself, as a matter of fact, and if you couldn’t be bothered, well then, that’s your own business and maybe you would be happier reading a different book.

So in my class we have to learn a new word every day and write down what it means. It is called Word of the Day and the teacher chooses the best one each day and the person who wrote it sticks it up on a special Word Board we have in the classroom, and today I won (I often do, as a matter of fact) and this is what I wrote:
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If I was allowed to do two Words of the Day, I’d do ‘tresses’ as well as ‘maiden’. Tresses are hair that is long and golden and beautiful. It has nothing to do with trees, which is what Darren Hoey pretends to think it means. Being a boy, Darren thinks he has to make a joke of everything to do with girls. A lot of boys are like that, even the not-so-stupid ones. That is the thing about life.

That is the thing about boys anyway. They make it hard for girls to be nice about them. It must be tough being a boy. They always seem to have to diss girl things, which is stupid because girl things are lovely, as a matter of fact, and boy things are mostly scuffling and tracksuits and horrible haircuts, which are unlovely. I think maybe they are not very happy, boys. I lent Darren my hippo- shaped pencil-rubber once because he’d lost his and he wouldn’t use it because it was pink. It wasn’t even pink, it was more red that had got a bit old.

‘I am going to win Darren Hoey over,’ I told Caroline O’Rourke, aka COR, one day after school. COR is my best friend in all the world since we were four years old. ‘You mark my words,’ I went on. ‘I’ll have him eating out of—’

‘Over what?’ she said. ‘A barrel?’

Sometimes I wonder what language they speak in COR’s house. You can’t win someone over a barrel.

‘Over to our side,’ I said. ‘That’s my plan. I’m going to call it the Darren Project.’

‘You mean, the girls’ side? I don’t think Miss Lucey would like that. Boys aren’t allowed in the girls’ toilets.’

‘I never said anything about toilets, you dumb-cluck,’ I said. ‘I mean the side of the angels.’

‘We’re not angels,’ said COR. ‘I wouldn’t want to be either. Angels are soppy.’ She wrinkled her nose.

I sighed. I do love COR. She has a good heart. But she can be hard work, and she is very keen on things not being soppy. I have to watch my step with her.

The reason I call her COR is that those are her initials and COR suits her better than Caroline, in my personal opinion, because that sounds like a queen or something. COR definitely is not queenly. I mean, she wears her hair in bunches. Who ever heard of a queen with bunches?

COR is really good at soccer. I am not really good at soccer. I am really good at Word of the Day. Because of the soccer, COR has to go off after school and pant and get muddy, and I don’t, so it is not exactly that football is coming between us, but we are not in the same place at the same time all that often is all. So when we do get a chance to be together, I like to be extra nice to her. I am good at that too. I am super-nice, as a matter of fact.

We are good friends, me and COR, and we bake together on Saturdays. We make apple tarts for the grown-ups and we make chocolate muffins for us. We do not make cupcakes because I will not eat a turquoise thing. Especially not if there are chocolate muffins, which there always are because we make them. (Clever, eh?)

I suppose she is right about angels being soppy, but on the plus side, they get to have tresses. I think tresses would be cool. When I was younger, my hair was blond. Well, OK, it was fair. But now it’s gone kind of blah-brown (that’s what Gemma calls it, she talks that way sometimes), no good at all for tresses. Gemma is my big sister, by the way. I mean, way big. She thinks she knows everything. She does not know everything.

‘The Darren Project, I am calling it,’ I told COR again.

‘What are you talking about?’

‘This thing about Darren Hoey. I am going to make him do one nice thing for a girl before the end of this term, if it kills me.’

‘It probably will kill you,’ said COR.

I would like a nice funeral, in that case, with singing and flowers. But I didn’t say that to COR in case it was too soppy.





CHAPTER TWO

Teeth

Our teacher is mostly nice. When she is cross her voice is like if you dropped something made of iron onto concrete, it hurts your ears. But most of the time she is not doing the iron-on-concrete voice and sometimes she reads us stories, even though we are old enough to read silently ourselves. There are often maidens in the stories, with tresses, though she also reads ones for the boys with football in them and fights. COR likes those ones better than the ones with the maidens. I try not to judge.

Her name is Miss Lucey, our teacher. That is not her first name. We do not call teachers by their first name in our school, it’s not that kind of school. I know there are schools like that because I have a cousin in Dublin that goes to a school where the teachers have first names. My gran said, ‘Get away out of that,’ when I told her. That means she doesn’t believe you.

Lucey is our teacher’s surname, the way other people are called Hoey or O’Rourke. The problem with that is that it means you couldn’t be called Lucy for a first name. That is a pity because Lucy is a lovely name. But the thing is, it would be silly to be called the same name twice unless maybe you are a panda. I don’t know what Miss Lucey’s first name is. I hope it is nice. Amanda or Angelica or something.

Miss Lucey is married. I know that because she went on her honeymoon to Paris last year and she is always banging on about it. I was in Paris once, actually, when I was younger, and I didn’t like it much. All pointy little beige stones on the ground and everyone talking French (well, obviously, I suppose). My sister Gemma says stones can’t be beige. I said they can – the ones in Paris are beige, so obviously they can. Anyway, the thing about Miss Lucey is that she is still called Miss Lucey, even though she has had a honeymoon and should be called Mrs. I will have to remember to ask her about that.

Only then we had to write an essay for homework and it was not about anything beautiful like tresses but about teeth because we had a lesson about dental hygiene. So this is what I wrote:




Teeth

In my personal opinion, whoever invented teeth didn’t do a very good job. Because, look, babies are always roaring their heads off and people say it must be because they are teething. And after all that screaming and roaring and dribbling you only get baby teeth, which are a total waste of time because they fall out anyway, which also hurts, and there is blood.

Toothache is MURDER, and going to the dentist is worse than murder.

When you are old you have to have false teeth, which are gross, although they can be kind of funny too, but that is the only good thing I can think of about teeth.
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I think it would be good if teeth were more like fingers, for example. Because you are born with fingers and you don’t have to GROW them, and they don’t hurt all by themselves, only if you have an accident or something.
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When I grow up I will be a scientist like Marie Curie (whose name almost rhymes and nobody even notices) and I will find out a way to cross teeth with fingers.

 

Marie Curie, almost rhyming scientist





I showed my essay about the teeth to Gemma, because she likes to check my homework (she is dead bossy as a matter of fact), and she said it was all wrong, you are not supposed to write like that for school. You are supposed to research your topic on the internet or in the library and find things out and write them down in your own words and not be saying stupid stuff just out of your head. She always says the things I think up are stupid, which is so not true. I think she gets that idea off the telly, where the older sisters are always rolling their eyes and slamming doors and saying the younger ones are stupid. That is the thing about life.

When I am being Marie Curie, of course I will do my invention properly and people will not end up with a mouthful of fingers or teeth on their hands. Because, in case you haven’t been paying attention, I am not stupid.

Gemma said the bit in my essay about Marie Curie was irrelevant, because Marie Curie wasn’t a geneticist, which I am glad to hear because that is a horrible word to be. I never said she was, so what is irrelevant about that? Gemma is irrelevant, in my personal opinion.

Anyway, I know my teacher will like what I wrote, because it is in my own words and she always likes the things I write because I have a big imagination. That is what she calls it, a big imagination, though I don’t really think imaginations are big or small, they don’t come in sizes, like shoes or cappuccinos, but I wouldn’t argue with her about it because she doesn’t like it if you argue. That’s the thing about teachers.

That is the difference between school and home. At home it’s fine to argue. It is called discussion in our house, and nobody minds, as long as you are not just whining and have proper things to say. I usually do have proper things to say, as a matter of fact.

I would not like you to think Miss Lucey is a mean teacher, though. She is medium cool, actually. For a grown-up.





CHAPTER THREE

Miracles and Riddles

I was right about the Teeth essay. I got a gold star for it. Darren Hoey hissed at me that only babies like getting gold stars, he’d rather get a euro. A euro! He must think teachers are made of money.

That is what my dad is always saying: ‘Do you think I am made of money?’ It is a lot of nonsense really. It used to scare me a bit when I was younger. I would imagine Dad being made out of all coins and notes and then people coming along and grabbing a fistful of euro-ear or a handful of fingers made out of those rolls of coins you can get from the bank, until there was no Dad left. Just a miserable little pile of one-cent coins that nobody wants and a few scraps of banknotes that people had torn off him.

Anyway, that is all sour grapes with Darren about the gold star. He’d love to get one, but he can’t admit it. Well, yah-boo. I whispered this to COR and she nodded and then the teacher said, ‘And we have a second gold star today, for an excellent piece of work. Congratulations, Caroline O’Rourke.’

COR went pink. She never gets gold stars. She writes very careful essays with the margins all properly ruled and she writes the headings in a different colour. She does it the Gemma way, doing the research and looking up all the hard words in a dictionary. Her essays are very good but quite boring. But that is the thing about life and we are still best friends through thick and thin. I congratulated her on her gold star and she went pink all over again. I’ve never noticed her blushing before. It made me feel a little bit soppy, actually, the way she was so pleased, and I decided I would try to be more encouraging to her. I am always deciding to try to be nicer to people, but I kind of forget after about fifteen seconds. Though I am basically a super-nice person, of course.

After that we had a poem instead of a story. I wrote the first verse of it at the start of this book so you get the idea. It’s quite a long poem but it’s really good. I recommend it. COR likes it too and she is not much of a one for poetry, not usually. It is by Edward Lear. That is his real name, though it sounds like one he made up. I don’t know why, but lots of real names sound made up, like Philpot, which is my favourite real name that sounds made up. I might call myself that for a pen-name when I am older. Magillycuddy is a real name too. And Goodenough.

So the people in the poem went to sea in a sieve. I said to the teacher that’s mad. You can’t do that, you’d drown, because of the holes. It does say that in the poem as a matter of fact, ‘You’ll all be drowned,’ but they go anyway because they don’t give a fig. (That is a thing my gran doesn’t give either about a lot of things.)

Miss Lucey said it’s a miracle. I thought a miracle was like when Jesus raises Lazarus from the dead. I don’t think it could be about a sieve that doesn’t sink, but the teacher says it’s a different kind of miracle.

‘What kind?’ I asked.

I thought, if we had a miracle in our class it could be about Darren Hoey doing something nice and if I made it happen then I’d be a miracle-worker. I like the sound of that. Like a person in a circus who gets shot out of a cannon or cut in half and glued back together.

‘It’s when something is impossible,’ Miss Lucey said, ‘but still you can imagine it.’

Like Darren doing something nice. Impossible, but I can imagine it – but it would only be a miracle if he actually did it, right? It’s not enough for me to imagine it. So it sounds kind of right when Miss Lucey says it, but it’s kind of wrong when you think about it. I didn’t ask any more, though, because grown-ups get cranky after a while if you keep on asking questions.

Then Miss Lucey said, even without me having to ask, ‘Look, Miranda, they bought a monkey with lollipop paws.’ The people in the poem, she meant, who went to sea in a sieve. (The bit about the monkey with lollipop paws comes later. You have to read more than one verse to get the whole story.)

So? I thought, but I didn’t say it out loud, because there is a rule against it in our school. It is a stupid rule, but a lot of rules in school are stupid. You would be worn out with them.

Lollipop paws are a great idea for a monkey. I made a drawing of that, only you wouldn’t know the monkey was a monkey. He looks a bit like Darren Hoey, as a matter of fact. I showed it to Miss Lucey but she didn’t notice the resemblance. Just as well.

I think what Miss Lucey really means by a miracle is when somebody writes something that is kind of amazing only it is out of their imagination, like the poem about the lollipop paws and the sieve, and this is different from when you write about teeth and it is all dentition and enamel and molars. I bet COR used those words in her Teeth essay, but personally I would never make any of them a Word of the Day.
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