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To Mrs Burns (the real Bertie’s mum) and all at Bishop Martin Primary School ~ D R


To the children of Radcliffe on Trent


Junior School ~ A M
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CHAPTER 1





Bertie burst into the kitchen.


“Ahaarr, shipmates!” he cried.


He was wearing his pirate hat and eyepatch, and brandishing a cutlass.


“Bertie, please don’t wave that in here,” said Mum wearily.


“I’m practising,” Bertie explained. “It’s the auditions for the Christmas play today.”


Every year, the school’s Christmas concert took place at St Wilfrid’s Church. There were readings and carols, but the highlight was always the play. Bertie had never been chosen for one of the main parts, but this year things were going to be different.


“I thought it was a nativity play,” said Mum.


“It is,” said Bertie. “I’m going to be one of the three kings.”


“Dressed like that?”


“I’m the pirate king,” said Bertie.


Mum rolled her eyes. “Bertie, there aren’t any pirates in the Christmas story.”


“I know, but there could be. Instead of just following a star there could be a big battle between the pirates and the robbers.”


“What robbers?”


“The ones fighting the pirates,” replied Bertie.
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“Bertie, you can’t just change the story any way you like!”


“Why not?” asked Bertie. “Everyone’s seen it before.”


“In any case,” said Mum, “if Miss Boot sees you dressed like that you probably won’t get a part at all.”


“Miss Boot isn’t doing the play this year,” replied Bertie. “It’s Miss Darling.”
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Miss Darling was new to Bertie’s school, which explained why she’d agreed to direct the play. Every other teacher in the school avoided it like the plague.


“Children, children!” she said, clapping her hands together. “Let’s make a start, shall we? Now, who would like to audition first?”
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A dozen hands shot into the air. Miss Darling chose the boy wearing a black eyepatch.


“And you are?”


“Bertie,” said Bertie.


“Well, Bertie, perhaps you could take off your hat first.”


“It’s my costume,” said Bertie.


“That’s lovely, but this story hasn’t got any pirates. It’s about the baby Jesus being born in the manger.”


“It’s got three kings,” said Bertie.


“Yes, that’s right.”


“Well, I’m the pirate king.”


Miss Darling ran a hand through her hair. “Why don’t you just read the part and we’ll see how we get on, shall we?”


Bertie clumped across the stage. He swished his cutlass through the air.


“Ahaarr!” he said in his best pirate accent. “We be three kings and we be following the star…”


Miss Darling held up a hand to stop him. “Perhaps it would work better without the funny voice.”


Bertie frowned. “That’s how pirates talk,” he said. “It’s not meant to be funny.”


“I know,” said Miss Darling. “But could you just try it in your own voice. Please.”


Bertie clomped off stage – and clomped back on. “We are three kings and we’re following the star…”


He swished his sword a bit too wildly.


“Ow!” cried a voice. “You nearly poked me in the eye!”


It was Bertie’s sworn enemy, Know-All Nick.


“It’s not my fault,” said Bertie. “How am I supposed to act with you in the way?”


He gave Nick a shove. Nick shoved him back, knocking off Bertie’s hat. Bertie raised his cutlass.
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“MISS! Bertie’s fighting!” whined Nick.


“I think that will do, Bertie. Come and sit down,” said Miss Darling.


Bertie sat down. On the whole he felt the audition had gone pretty well. He was bound to get the part of the pirate king. After all, he was the only one who had bothered to come in costume.
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CHAPTER 2





The following day, Miss Darling gave out the parts. Bertie waited eagerly to hear his name.


“Josh, Zadie and Nicholas, you will be the kings. I’m sure you’ll all be wonderful.”
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