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For Jane, for all your scootering across London on your moped to collect and deliver Bertie bits and pieces.


A big thank you ~ D R


For Laurie, who’s not as dirty as he’d like to be ~ A M
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CHAPTER 1





SCRATCH! SCRATCH! SCRATCH! Bertie was reading his comic at the table.


“Bertie, do you have to do that?” asked Mum.


“What?”


“Keep scratching like that. You’re worse than a dog.”


“I can’t help it, I’m itchy,” said Bertie.


He went back to his comic.


Scratch! Scratch! He scratched his leg under the table. Scratch! Scratch! He scratched under his pyjama top. Scratch! Scratch! He itched his arm.


“BERTIE! What’s wrong with you?” said Mum.


“Sorry,” shrugged Bertie. “I’m itchy all over.”


“Let me take a look at you,” said Mum. She rolled up his sleeve to inspect his arm. A look of horror appeared on her face. “Oh no! Fleas!”


“FLEAS?” cried Suzy.


“FLEAS?” cried Dad.


“Where? I can’t see them!” said Bertie, peering at his arm curiously. Mum pointed at the tiny red dots above his elbow.


“There,” she said. “Those are flea bites.”
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Suzy shifted her chair away from Bertie. “Ugh! Keep away! I don’t want your fleas.”


She scratched her hair. Maybe her grubby little brother had given her fleas already. Maybe she had flea bites all over her! She fled from the table and dashed upstairs to the bathroom.


“But where did he get them?” asked Dad.


“I bet I can guess,” said Mum, grimly.


Whiffer was in the lounge, dozing peacefully in an armchair. Scratch! Scratch! Scratch! His back leg swished like a windscreen wiper.


“There!” said Mum. “Just as I thought. There’s the fleabag.”


Bertie bent over to take a closer look. It was true. Whiffer’s fur was alive with tiny black creatures hopping around like … well, like fleas.
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“Good grief!” said Mum. “He’s crawling with them!”


“Wow! Millions!” said Bertie.


“Enough to start a flea circus,” muttered Dad, keeping his distance.


“What’s a flea circus?” asked Bertie.


“Oh you used to get them years ago,” said Dad. “Performing fleas – doing tricks and things.”


Bertie could hardly believe his ears. A flea circus! With performing fleas! What a fantastic idea! He’d already tried to train his pet earthworm, but Mum had put a stop to that when she found Arthur in his bed. But fleas? That was a much better idea. Fleas could jump and hop so surely they could be trained to do other things? Like acrobatics. Fleas turning somersaults. Fleas standing on each other’s shoulders. Fleas flying through the air on a flea trapeze! All he had to do was catch some of Whiffer’s fleas and he could have his very own circus.
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Mum had Whiffer by the collar and was pulling him out of the armchair.


“We’ve got to do something,” she said. “Fleas spread. They lay their eggs everywhere. They’re probably all over the furniture by now!”


Just thinking about it made Dad feel itchy. “How do you get rid of them?” he asked.


Mum dragged Whiffer through the kitchen and out of the back door.


“You can buy flea shampoo – but someone will have to bath him.”


“I’ll do it!” said Bertie.


“NO!” said both his parents at once.


“He’ll have to go to the vets,” said Mum, eyeing Dad. “You can take him.”


“Why me?” said Dad. “I took him last time!”


Dad remembered their last visit all too well. The vet had tried to force a pill down Whiffer’s throat. Whiffer had spat it out three times.


“Well I can’t do it,” said Mum flatly. “I’m taking Suzy shopping this morning.”


“But I’ve got work to do!” protested Dad.


“This is an emergency,” said Mum. “The house is crawling with fleas. Bertie’s already been bitten. They won’t just walk out of the door, you know.”


“All right, all right,” groaned Dad. “I’ll take him.”







OEBPS/9781847153951_cover_epub.jpg
' DAVID ROBERTS YRITEN 1 AAN HACDONALD






OEBPS/a008_online.jpg





OEBPS/a005_online.jpg





OEBPS/a002_online.jpg





OEBPS/a009_online.jpg





OEBPS/a004_online.jpg





OEBPS/a011_online.jpg





OEBPS/a006_online.jpg





