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            CHAPTER 1

         

         Bertie plodded downstairs. He could hear his parents talking in the kitchen.

         “That was Miss Lavish from the drama group on the phone,” said Dad. “She says a company are looking for boys to come to an audition.”

         “For a play?” said Mum.

         “No, it’s something on TV,” said Dad.

         TV? Bertie skidded into the kitchen. He’d always wanted to be on TV and this could be his big chance!

         “TV? Where? When?” he gabbled.

         Dad groaned. He hadn’t realized Bertie had been listening.

         “This Saturday,” he said. “But before you ask, I’m working so I can’t take you.”

         “But it’s TV!” said Bertie. “I’d be on TV!”

         “I’m sure they’ll get hundreds of boys applying,” said Mum.

         “Yes, but no one like ME!” argued Bertie.

         “No, probably not,” admitted Mum.

         “Anyway, we don’t know what it’s for,” said Dad. “It might just be a schools programme.”

         “Well I go to school, I’d be perfect!” said Bertie. “Pleeease!”

         “But who’s going to take you?” asked Mum. “I can’t. Suzy’s got a dance class.”

         “I’ve got to go, I can’t miss this!” wailed Bertie.

         Mum had an idea. “What about Gran? I suppose she might take him?”

         “She might,” said Dad.

         “YESSSSSS!” yelled Bertie, dancing round the room. “I’m going to be on TV!”
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         Gran thought a TV audition sounded thrilling. She said she’d be delighted to take Bertie. So on Saturday morning they joined a long queue of boys and their parents at Central Studios. Mum was right – Bertie wasn’t the only boy who wanted to be on TV. He scowled at his rivals, who were all dressed in their best clothes. Their faces were scrubbed clean and their hair shone like sunlight.
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         Gran frowned at Bertie. “What’s that on your face?” she said. “It looks like jam.”

         Bertie wriggled away as she tried to wipe it off with a tissue.

         Gran sighed. Bertie looked as grubby and scruffy as ever.

         “I wonder what sort of part it is,” she said. “Maybe they’ll want you to sing.”

         “Let’s hope not,” grunted Bertie. People usually covered their ears when he sang. But he did have acting experience. Last Christmas he’d played a dog in the musical Oliver! Everyone said it was a brilliant performance – apart from the bit when he’d brought down the scenery, but that could have happened to anyone.
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            CHAPTER 2

         

         Two hours later, it was finally Bertie’s turn to audition. They were shown into a room to meet Amy the director and her assistant, Paul.

         “So, who have we got next?” asked Paul, checking his list. “Benny?”

         “Bertie,” said Bertie.

         “What kind of TV show is it?” asked Gran excitedly.

         “It’s an advert actually,” explained Paul.

         An advert! Bertie thought he’d be brilliant – he knew loads of adverts off by heart! And if it was an advert for sweets or chocolate he was willing to eat loads of them.

         “I’ve done acting,” he said. “I played a dog.” He stuck out his tongue and panted, doing his best dog impression.
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         “Very good,” said Amy. “But what we want is a boy who can be himself on camera.”

         “I can be myself,” said Bertie. He was himself all the time – although usually it got him into trouble.

         “Great,” said Amy. She noticed Bertie’s jam-stained face and wild hair. “Actually, you might suit the part,” she said. “You’re not like all the others we’ve seen today. You don’t mind getting wet, I suppose?”

         Bertie shook his head. It seemed like an odd question. Maybe it was raining in the advert. Or perhaps he’d be standing on a ship? If they needed a pirate captain, Bertie could do a brilliant accent.

         “Just stand right here and read this line to the camera,” said Paul.

         Bertie took up his position and stared at the card Paul was holding.

         “Mon-ster Bobbles for little mon-sters,” he read.

         “It’s ‘Monster Bubbles’,” said Amy. “Try it again, with a bit more expression.”

         Bertie shut one eye. “AHARRRR! Monster Bubbles for little monsters!” he cried.
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         The director frowned. “What’s with the funny voice?” she asked.

         “I was being a pirate,” Bertie told her. “I thought it’d make it more interesting.”

         “There aren’t any pirates in this,” said Amy. “Just stick to your normal voice.”

         “Be yourself,” Gran reminded him.

         Bertie thought being a pirate would be better, but he said the line again.

         Amy nodded. “Thanks, that’s great.”

         “Perfect,” said Paul.

         Bertie blinked. Was that it? Didn’t they want to hear his other impressions? He could do teachers – Miss Boot on the warpath, for instance.

         “Did I get the part?” he asked.

         “We’ll let you know,” said Paul, showing them to the door. “Thanks for coming.”

         Outside, Bertie turned to Gran. “Well, that went pretty well I think,” he said.

         “Yes,” agreed Gran. “If they want a one-eyed pirate with jam on his face, you’re a certainty.”
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         The following week Bertie arrived home from school to find Gran in the kitchen clutching a letter addressed to him. He tore open the envelope and read the first few lines.
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