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Praise for You, Me and Thing:




 





‘I loved this warm and funny story. Now I want a Thing in MY garden! This book is full of giggles and magic – sit back and enjoy!’ Jeremy Strong, author of The Hundred-Mile-an-Hour Dog




 





‘A refreshing, engaging read, perfectly pitched for the age group. Thing is a thing to be reckoned with!’ Kaye Umansky, author of Pongwiffy series




 





‘Adorable and irreverent.’ Ivan Brett, author of Casper Candlewacks
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Once upon a Thing …
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I never expected to be friends with a Thing.


Well, you don’t, do you?


You usually think of friends being either boys or girls, or maybe even cute yappy dogs or something.


Well, Thing certainly doesn’t fit into any of those categories.


Thing is just a … a …


Actually, I’m not sure quite how to describe it.


‘A sort of troll crossed with a fairy crossed with a squirrel?’ Jackson suggested, after we first discovered Thing.


‘I is not a squirrel,’ Thing purred grumpily at the time, twitching its squirrelly ears at Jackson. ‘And not a fairy or a trolly. Whatever they is.’


By the way, I never expected to be friends with Jackson Miller either.


I guess I’ve got a bit of explaining to do, about Jackson and about Thing.


(Oh, and about curses and jelly babies too, I suppose. And the magic. I mustn’t forget the magic!)


But how do I start?


Well, I could do it with a once-upon-a-time …
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That’s the way an awful lot of stories start, I know. But I’m Ruby Morgan, and I’ve never begun a story with a once-upon-a-time ever before in my entire life (which has lasted nine years so far) and I’d quite like to give it a try, if nobody minds.


So, are you ready? Here goes …
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Once upon a time, a girl called Ruby (that’s me!) lived with her parents in a very old cottage at the edge of small town.




 





The cottage had roses round the door, a nicely tangly front garden where an old cat called Christine liked to snooze, a little windy road that meandered to the town, and a view of a few swishy-swashy fields of hay.


At the back of the house was another, bigger, nicely tangly garden, and beyond that were trees, trees, trees and quite a lot more trees. To Ruby, it seemed like Muir Wood went on forever (just about). It was packed full of fat cooing wood pigeons boinging around on skinny twiglets, and delicious smells of pinecones and damp leafiness. There were acres of old roots and branches and lots of rustly stuff which were perfect to make dens in, if you were Ruby.





(By the way, that’s the good part of this once-upon-a-time bit of my story – the bad news part is coming right up.)
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Ruby didn’t pay much attention to her parents frowning at reports in the local newspapers and tutting to each other in corners when they thought she wasn’t listening.


But she did take quite a LOT of notice when a bunch of diggers and lorries came barrelling down the windy road outside her house. And she took a whole HEAP of notice when gaggles of guys in yellow safety helmets and stern boots started stomping through the woods, hacking through just about every tree they came across with their buzzing big chainsaws.





(See? I warned you that bit was bad news.)




*





And so – like this once-upon-a-time story explains – my cottage used to sit happily on the edge of Muir Wood.


Then it turned into the odd-one-out amongst a whole Legoland of shiny brand-new houses called the ‘Forest View Estate’.


Ha!


Apart from the five trees at the end of our garden, there wasn’t a forest left to have a view of!
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OK, so now you know how it was, and how it is.


What shall I tell you about next?


Thing? Jackson? The curse? Or the jelly babies? (I haven’t forgotten about the magic, I promise!)


I guess it’s got to be Jackson, ’cause he came first.


Though at the time, I wished he hadn’t come at all …
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Funny feelings and ffftts!!
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It couldn’t get any worse.


(Actually, it could.)


Having a pile of boring brick houses dumped on top of a lovely wood was bad enough.


But having one built slap-bang next door to us was terrible, because …
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Now e) was a MAJOR problem.
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Here’s why … the bedroom opposite mine belonged to a boy who I instantly liked as much as nettlerash.


Get this: one morning, I woke up – as usual – with Christine cat purr-urr-urring in my ear.


And – as usual – I pulled my curtains wide open to get a view of the sky and what it was doing.


But instead of a view of the sky, or even the branches of the lovely old oak that used to stand there, I found myself gawping at a boy.


A boy with blond hair, who was howling along to a loud hip-hop song while picking his nose.


And – get this – he was only wearing boxer shorts!


It gets even worse.


The boy caught sight of me, and instead of acting embarrassed, he grinned like a crazy baboon, then turned round and wiggled his bum!


Shocked, I clung on to the curtains, stared at my revolting new neighbour, and missed the tree very, very badly. It was a lot quieter and had much better manners.


A little bit later that morning, I went to school with a black cloud of gloom floating invisibly above my head.


‘Ah, here she comes now!’ my teacher Miss Wilson said cheerfully, as I wandered into class.
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Beside her was a boy I’d only seen once before.


(Can you guess who?)


He had scruffy blond hair, a grin like a baboon and was wearing considerably more clothes than he had been earlier.


‘Jackson, this is your new neighbour!’ trilled Miss Wilson. ‘Ruby—’


Ffftt!!
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My teacher hesitated at the small, sort of farty noise we’d all just heard. Then she continued, probably just assuming that the noise was the squeak of a chair.


‘Ruby—’


Ffftt!!


‘Ruby lives in the old cottage next door to your new house, Jackson,’ Miss Wilson continued, with a slightly confused frown. ‘Don’t you, Ruby?’


Ffftt!!


Miss Wilson glanced around to find out where the nearby noise was coming from. Jackson did the same thing, frowning too.


‘Um, right – we’ll put you at the empty space on that table next to her, Jackson,’ she finally carried on, a little flustered by the odd noises. ‘That way, you can be neighbours in the classroom too!’


Around me, boys and girls were sitting down, all ready for the register. One by one, they muttered a ‘Yes, miss!’ as Miss Wilson called their names out.


‘Jackson Miller!’


‘YES, MISS!’ Jackson bellowed, which made everyone but me laugh.


(I was too busy realising he was also my neighbour on the class register, worse luck.)


‘Ruby Morgan?’


Ffftt!! came the stupid noise again, and giggles erupted around the room.


OK – that was IT!


I suddenly knew for sure who was making that noise, even if Miss Wilson didn’t. I fumed all the way to breaktime then stomped right up to Jackson Miller in the playground.


As soon as he saw me coming he did his baboon grin and slid his right hand under his left arm.


‘Are you going to make that stupid noise every time you hear my name?’ I demanded.


‘Probably! Why – does it bug you, Ruby?’ he asked, while squelching a big fat Ffftt!! with his hand and his armpit.


I didn’t bother to answer him.


With that one dumb sound, I vowed that I would never, ever in a million years be friends with a donut like Jackson Miller!


Oops.


My vow broke long before I got to a million years.


It broke by about half-past four that afternoon, thanks to a little thing called, er, Thing …
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