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CHAPTER 1





It was Monday morning and Bertie was eating his breakfast.


“Bertie, don’t do that!” said his mum, looking up.


“Do what?” said Bertie.


“Let Whiffer lick your spoon. I saw you!”


“He’s hungry!” said Bertie.


“I don’t care,” sighed Mum. “It’s dirty, Bertie.”


Bertie inspected his spoon and gave it a lick. It looked clean enough to him.


Just then he heard the post thudding through the letterbox. He jumped down from the table and skidded into the hall. Bertie hardly ever got a letter, but it didn’t stop him checking the post. He sorted through the bundle. Dad, Mum, Mum, Dad, boring, boring … wait!


A letter with his name written on it in large wonky letters!
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Bertie burst into the kitchen. “I got a letter!” He tore the envelope open. The decorations on the card could only mean one thing. A party!


Bertie loved birthday parties – he loved the games, the cake and the party bags. Last year he’d had a dog party and everyone had come as a dog. Bertie had been a bloodhound with Dracula fangs. He had wanted dog biscuits for tea but his mum had put her foot down.


Mum picked up the invitation. “Oh lovely, Bertie! Angela’s invited you to her party.”


“Angela?” said Bertie. The smile drained from his face. “Not Angela Angela?”


“Yes. Angela next door.”


“Bertie’s little girlfriend!” teased his sister, Suzy.


Bertie grabbed the invitation and read the message inside.
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Bertie’s mouth gaped open. His whole body drooped with disappointment. Angela Nicely lived next door and was almost six. She had straight blonde hair, rosy cheeks and large blue eyes. Worst of all she was in love with Bertie. She followed him round like a shadow.


He didn’t want to go to Angela’s party, and he definitely didn’t want to go to any party where you had to dress in pink. Bertie’s favourite colour was brown. Mud was brown, fingernails were brown, poo was brown. Ribbons, bows and ballet shoes, they were pink.


“I don’t have to go, do I?” asked Bertie.


“Nose, Bertie,” said Mum.


Bertie removed a finger that had strayed up his nose.


“Angela’s invited you,” said Mum. “How would you feel if you invited Angela and she didn’t come?”


“I’d feel glad,” said Bertie, truthfully.


“It’s a party, Bertie. You love parties,” said Mum.


“And you love Angela!” taunted Suzy.


Bertie ignored her. “It’ll be terrible. They’ll all want to play princesses. Couldn’t you say I’ve got to go to the dentist?” Mum gave him a look. “That would be a lie, wouldn’t it, Bertie?”


“Mum! They’ll all be girls,” moaned Bertie. “I’ll be the only boy!”


“I’m sure it’ll be fun. Now, I’m late for work.” She kissed him and hurried out. Bertie slumped into a chair.


A pink party with adoring Angela and her friends – could anything be worse?
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CHAPTER 2





The next day Bertie overheard Mrs Nicely talking to his mum about the party. It was just as he feared. He was the only boy invited – along with six of Angela’s friends. “Angela is so excited about Bertie coming,” said Mrs Nicely. “I think it’s so sweet she’s invited her little boyfriend.”


Bertie was nearly sick. Boyfriend? Yuck! He wasn’t Angela’s boyfriend! If his friends ever heard about the party they’d make fun of him for weeks. He wasn’t going and that was final. If his mum wouldn’t think of an excuse then he’d have to invent one himself. When it came to cunning plans, Bertie was a master.


In his room he searched under the bed for the shoebox where he kept his top-secret possessions.


He pulled out a notebook and began to write a list:
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Bertie read back through it. “Brilliant Excuse Number 4” would do the trick. Now all he had to do was talk to Angela and convince her. Then he would be off the hook. No stinky-pinky party for him.
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Bertie’s chance came on Wednesday lunchtime. He was eating lunch with his friends Darren and Eugene. They were flicking peas at the next table to see if they could land one down the back of Know-All Nick’s jumper.


“Hello, Bertie!” said Angela, appearing from nowhere.


Bertie looked at her blankly. “Who are you?” he asked.


Angela giggled. “You are funny, Bertie! Did you get the invitation? You are coming to my party, aren’t you?”


Bertie frowned. “Party? What party?”


“Silly! You know, my pink party!”


“PINK Party? Ha ha!” hooted Darren. “Bertie’s going to a GIRL’S party!”


Bertie shot him a look. “Sorry, I don’t remember any party,” he told Angela. “I’ve lost my memory, you see.”


“Gosh!” said Angela. “How?”


“That’s just it, I can’t remember. I must have got a bang on the head.”


“Oh, poor Bertie!” cooed Angela.


Eugene and Darren exchanged glances. “Poor Bertie!” they mimicked.


Angela put her hand on Bertie’s. Bertie drew it away quickly.
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