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CHAPTER 1





“BERTIE!” Miss Boot thundered. “ARE YOU PAYING ATTENTION?”


Bertie shot upright.


CRACK!


“OW!” He had forgotten he was looking for his rubber under his desk. He peeped out, rubbing his head.


“SIT DOWN!” barked Miss Boot. “Now what was I just saying?”


“When?” asked Bertie.


“While you were crawling around under your desk.”


Bertie racked his brains trying to remember. The truth was he hadn’t been following too closely. Whenever Miss Boot started talking, Bertie’s mind had a habit of wandering off.


“Um, you were saying…” Bertie looked to Eugene for help. Eugene mouthed something he didn’t quite catch.


“You were saying … about fried eggs.”


The class sniggered. Eugene whispered in his ear.


“Oh, Friday. You were saying about Friday.”


Miss Boot folded her arms. “Yes, and what’s happening on Friday? Do tell us.”


Bertie hadn’t the faintest clue. “We’re having a day off?” he said, hopefully.


More laughter.


THUMP! Miss Boot’s fist slammed down on her desk.


“We are not having a day off. I was talking about our visitor. Can anyone tell Bertie who’s coming to school on Friday?”
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A sea of hands rose in the air. Miss Boot’s eyes fell on the pale boy bouncing up and down in the front row like an eager puppy.


“Yes, Nicholas?”


“The Mayoress,” said Know-All Nick.


“Quite right. I’m glad someone is paying attention,” said Miss Boot.


Nick smirked at Bertie. Bertie scowled back.


Miss Boot went on. “It’s a great honour to have someone as important as the Mayoress coming to our school. I’m sure you’re all very excited.”


Bertie yawned. Why were school visitors always so boring? Why didn’t they invite someone interesting for a change – like a lion tamer or a brain surgeon?


“Now,” said Miss Boot, eyeing the class, “Miss Skinner would like one of our class to do a special job. One lucky child is going to welcome the Mayoress in assembly. Who wants to volunteer?”


The hands shot up again. Bertie couldn’t see what all the fuss was about. Know-All Nick was jiggling around as if he needed the toilet.


“Ooh, Miss, Miss! Me, me!” he gasped.
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Miss Boot hesitated. Last time there was a visitor she had chosen Nick to meet them. And the time before.


“Hands down,” she said. “Since so many of you are keen, we will put all your names in a hat and draw one out.”
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Everyone wrote their name on a piece of paper and put it in a biscuit tin. (Miss Boot didn’t actually have a hat.) Miss Boot drew out one scrap of paper and unfolded it. She read the name scrawled in big letters. She turned white. She looked as if she might pass out.


“Who? Who is it?” everyone asked.


“Bertie,” groaned Miss Boot.


Bertie looked up from doodling on his maths book.


“What? I wasn’t doing anything,” he said.


Miss Boot sighed. “If you were listening, Bertie, you’d know that you’ve been chosen to welcome the Mayoress.”


“ME?” said Bertie. “Really?”


“Really,” said Miss Boot. The bell went for break. She screwed up the piece of paper in her hand. She needed to find somewhere quiet to lie down.
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CHAPTER 2





“You?” said Dad.


“You?” said Suzy. “They want you to meet the Mayor?”


“Actually, it’s the Mayor-hess,” Bertie said.


“But why you?” asked Suzy. “They had the whole school to choose from! Why didn’t they pick someone with half a brain?”


Bertie ignored this remark. “Miss Boot thought I’d be good at it,” he said. “Meeting mayor-hesses and that. Making speeches.”


Dad looked horrified. “Surely they don’t want you to make a speech?”


“I don’t know yet,” said Bertie. “We’re having a practice on Thursday.”


Mum put an arm round his shoulder. “Well, I think it’s wonderful, Bertie,” she said. “I’m very proud of you.”
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“Yes,” said Bertie, sticking out his tongue at his sister. He hadn’t mentioned that he had been selected by pure chance. It was a small detail.


Suzy still couldn’t believe it. “Has your teacher got a screw loose?” she asked. “Does she know what you’re like?”
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