

[image: ]















[image: ]

























For Sarah and Paul – I haven’t danced to


Culture Club since 1984! ~ D R


For the fab Frosties ~ A M
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CHAPTER 1





Bertie dumped his bag and coat in the hall and burst into the kitchen. His mum was writing a letter.


“Mum! Guess what?”


“Hello, Bertie!” said Mum. “How was school?”


“Oh, the same,” said Bertie. “But Mum, you’ll never guess what…”


“Probably not,” said Mum, going back to her letter.


“There’s a fair tomorrow night!” cried Bertie, excitedly. He waited for his mum to jump up and turn cartwheels. But she just said “Mmm” and went on writing.


“A funfair, Mum, with rides and prizes and everything!”


“Yes, you said.”


“So can I go? Tomorrow night. Please Mum, can I?” Bertie was hopping from foot to foot as if he needed the toilet.


Mum looked up. “No, Bertie. I don’t think so.”


Bertie’s mouth dropped open. “But … but why not?”


“Because I said so. I took you to the funfair last year and I remember what happened.”
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Bertie cast his mind back to last year. True, he’d nagged his mum all night to go on the ghost train – then screamed to get off. True, he’d fallen in the watersplash trying to rescue his toffee apple, but that could have happened to anyone.


“But Mum!” he begged. “All my friends will be going.”


“Bertie, I said no. No means no.”


Dad was in the garden raking the lawn.


“Dad!” cried Bertie, rushing outside.


“Bertie, I just swept that up.”


“What?”


Dad groaned. “That pile of grass you’ve just trampled through.”


“Oh, sorry.” Bertie looked at his shoes. If people left piles of grass lying around how was he meant to avoid them?


“Dad,” he said. “Can you take me to the funfair tomorrow night?”


“No,” said Dad.


“Why not?”


“I’ve got choir practice.”


“But it’s only on for one night.”


“Sorry, Bertie. Ask your mum.”


“I did. She won’t take me either.”


“Then you can’t go.”


“But … but … arghh!” Bertie stomped off, trailing grass all through the house.
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It wasn’t fair. Why did he have such mean, selfish parents? They were always dragging him off to places he didn’t want to go – like the dentist’s or the countryside. But when it came to something important – like a funfair – they always said ‘No’. Surely there was someone who could take him?


Of course! Gran! Gran was never too busy to do things with Bertie. She’d probably be grateful he asked her!
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CHAPTER 2





DING DONG!


Gran opened the door.


“Oh, hello Bertie, come in. I was just talking about you!”


Gran was watching telly with her neighbour, Sherry. Bertie had met Sherry before. Generally he did his best to avoid her.


“Hello Bertie! Come and give your Auntie Sherry a big kiss.”


Bertie screwed up his face as Sherry planted a lipsticky kiss on his cheek. “Well!” she said. “Isn’t he growing up fast?”


“I know,” said Gran.


“Next thing you know he’ll be coming round with his girlfriend!”


Bertie turned crimson. Girlfriend? He’d rather bring his pet tarantula!
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“Gran,” he said. “Are you doing anything tomorrow night?”


“Tomorrow? No, I don’t think so.”


“Only I was thinking maybe you’d like to take me to the funfair.”


“The funfair!” said Gran. “Goodness, it’s ages since I went to one of those.”


“I love a good funfair,” said Sherry, helping herself to a slice of cake.


“So can you take me?” said Bertie. “Tomorrow night? Can you?”


“I don’t see why not,” said Gran. “Maybe Sherry would like to come, too?”


“What a good idea!” said Sherry. “We’ll make a party of it. Won’t that be fun, Bertie?”


“Oh … er yes,” said Bertie. If he could go to the fair he’d put up with anyone – even Sherry.
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