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‘Sorry?’ I said. ‘Did I hear that right?’

‘I thought you’d be pleased,’ Mum said. ‘You said you were bored yesterday.’ She unfolded the camp bed alongside mine. ‘He’ll only be here a week.’

‘But it’s Thomas,’ I said. ‘Thomas.’ I looked at her in horror. ‘You know we don’t get on.’

‘You didn’t get along at Christmas.’ Mum busied herself with a pillow. ‘That was months ago.’

‘He’ll be just as annoying,’ I said. ‘Why can’t he stay with one of his other cousins?’

Mum looked sheepish. ‘They’re all busy.’

‘I bet they’re not,’ I said. ‘They’ll have just said that so they didn’t have to listen to him going on and on, ruining their holidays.’

‘Don’t be mean.’ Mum straightened the sheet. ‘It must be hard for him. His parents are always away. Boarding school can’t be much fun.’

‘I don’t know about that,’ I said. ‘Aunt Sarah says it’s the best boarding school in the world. Apparently it’s got a one-hundred-metre swimming pool, and Leonardo DiCaprio runs the drama department.’

‘She was exaggerating,’ Mum said. ‘The pool’s only fifty metres. I looked on the website.’

Fifty metres is still massive! My school doesn’t even have a paddling pool! (I suppose there’s quite a big tank in the science room, but that has frogspawn in it.)

Mum went on, ‘He’s doing very well. Sarah says he’s top of the class in almost every subject.’

‘There’s a surprise,’ I muttered.

Thomas is the same age as me, but that’s the only thing we have in common. He’s ever so [image: images]. He spent the whole of Christmas putting things on plates and offering them round. If there was a championship in sucking up, he would definitely win it.

Aunt Sarah’s always going on about how clever he is. Once I overheard her say she wouldn’t be surprised if he became Prime Minister! Then she asked Mum if she thought I’d pass my SATs!!! What a cheek!
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I’d been going to spend this week treasure hunting with Piper. She found a metal detector in her grandad’s shed, and we had stacks of plans.

Now Thomas was coming to stay, Mum would organise all sorts of rubbish stuff.

Things like board games, and blow football, and CRAFT.

I wasn’t going to win the

‘What I Did in My Holidays’ essay competition by writing about something I made from an egg box, was I?

Mrs Jones had told us about the competition on the last day of school.


 

She said the prize was two tickets to the cinema and ‘all you can eat’ at Great Potton Pizza Palace, afterwards.

If I’d won, I might have invited Thea Harris.

There was no chance of that now.

Mum was still talking. ‘If he says anything that annoys you,’ she said, ‘count to ten or … I don’t know. Offer him a biscuit. I’ve got some in, specially.’ She looked at me. ‘Just try and be nice.’

Mum doesn’t normally approve of biscuits (trans fats) so it was good to hear she’d bought some – but, be nice? Sharing my room was hard enough! I mean, I could try, but I wasn’t sure I’d be able to keep it up for a whole week.

‘Oh.’ Mum looked a bit shifty.

‘What?’ I asked.

‘Myrtle,’ she said. ‘I’m afraid you’ll have to move her downstairs. He’s allergic to hamsters. Anything with fur, in fact.’

Eh? I blinked in disbelief. Was she kidding? Myrtle had more right to be in my room than Thomas! Perhaps HE could go downstairs?

‘I’ll move her later,’ I said. ‘I’ve got to go. I’m meeting Piper.’

‘Well, make sure you’re back by three. And don’t forget your phone.’ Mum looked anxious. ‘Text me when you get there, won’t you?’

‘Mum. The park is two minutes from our house.’

‘Even so. You know I worry.’

‘Mum. I’m eleven.’

Mum worries about everything. She says if I was ever kidnapped, or fell down a mineshaft, or got Ebola from a Mr Whippy, she’d never forgive herself.

She’s better than she used to be. She’s stopped trying to hold my hand when we cross the road. And I’m even allowed out by myself – as long as she knows exactly where I’m going, the names, addresses and heights of everyone I’m with, and the precise millisecond I’ll be home.
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I felt cross about Thomas all the way to the park. Piper wouldn’t be pleased. I’d told her about him after Christmas – and I hadn’t even exaggerated – and she said he sounded awful.

I’ve known Piper for ages. She’s in my year at school. She’s quite annoying too, but to be fair, she’s never been as annoying as Thomas.

There she was. Over by the bandstand, with a supermarket trolley. She wasn’t hard to spot. She doesn’t wear her hair in pigtails any more, and it’s got ever so big, as well as being ever so ginger.

If she wanted to be an undercover policeman, or a spy, she’d have to dye it, or wear an enormous hat.

She saw me and waved. ‘Hurry up!’ she shouted. ‘I’ve been here ages.’

I sped up. ‘Do Tesco know you’ve got that?’

‘It’s mine. I paid a pound for it.’ She pushed the trolley towards me. ‘I’ve got everything we need, I think.’

I peered into it. As well as the metal detector, there were several spades, a sieve and a plastic box with ‘treasure’ written on the lid in purple pen.

‘We have to take this seriously,’ Piper said. ‘I’m saving up.’

‘What for?’ I asked.

‘A caravan.’

‘Eh?’ I looked at her. ‘Why do you want a caravan?’

‘It’s really crowded in my house. I’m fed up with sharing. I need my own space.’

I thought bitterly about the camp bed. ‘I know what you mean,’ I said.

Piper looked cross. ‘How can you?’ she said. ‘It’s only you and Myrtle.’

‘Not for much longer,’ I said. ‘There’s something I need to tell you.’

‘OMG!’ Piper gave a shriek and grabbed me. ‘Is your mum having a baby?’

I swear EVERY person in the park turned around. Mrs Briggs, who lives two doors down and was walking her dog ahead of us, definitely heard.

‘Piper,’ I hissed.

Piper looked disappointed. ‘She isn’t?’


‘NO.’


‘Well, what’s wrong, then?’ she said. ‘Because if you’ve just come here to look miserable, I’m quite happy to go treasure hunting by myself. I won’t have to split the proceeds.’

‘It’s Thomas.’

‘Thomas?’

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Thomas. My cousin. He’s coming to stay.’

‘Thomas?’ Piper looked at me. ‘Thomas from Christmas? The one who had voluntary seconds of sprouts? The one who did the washing up even though you’ve got a dishwasher, just to suck up? The one you moaned on about for ages? The posh one? That Thomas?’

I nodded mournfully.

‘How long’s he here for?’

‘The whole week.’

Piper raised her eyebrows. ‘I’m not going thirds on any treasure,’ she said. ‘You’ll have to share your half.’

‘He might not want to come,’ I said. ‘He’ll have been treasure hunting before. I expect his finds are on display at the British Museum.’ I kicked at a tuft of grass. ‘Great Potton Park won’t meet his expectations.’

‘You may as well bring him,’ Piper said. ‘As long as he knows I’m not sharing. He can help with the digging.’

‘I’m sure he’ll tell you where to dig,’ I said. ‘And that you’re doing your digging wrong, but I bet he won’t dig.’

Piper shrugged. ‘He can push the trolley then.’ She reached for the metal detector. ‘We’d better get on if you’ve got to get back.’

I looked at all the dials. ‘How does it work?’

She flicked a switch. ‘There’s two settings,’ she said. ‘One for “All Metals”, and this one,’ she turned a knob, ‘for “Gold and Silver”.’

I thought we should use that setting, but Piper didn’t agree.

‘There’s an Iron Age and a Bronze Age,’ she said. ‘We don’t want to miss anything.’ She looked around. ‘Right. Where would someone bury their hoard, and then forget about it?’

I pointed at a large oak. ‘By that tree, definitely.’

We found a place between the roots that looked likely, and Piper started to sweep the detector over the ground.

It beeped almost immediately!

Woohoo!

I grabbed a trowel and started digging. Primroses flew everywhere. The ground wasn’t very soft, though, and there was loads of tree in the way.

‘You’re not getting very far,’ Piper said, eventually. ‘Shall I have a go?’

I was just about to say that she jolly well could do some of the hard work, when the trowel hit something.

Piper almost knocked me over.

‘What is it?’ She peered into the hole.

‘A stone,’ I said. ‘Could you move out of the way?’




[image: images]



‘Sorry.’

I dug a bit more. I hoped the treasure wasn’t much deeper. I was getting a blister. I was going to suggest that Piper take over when I saw a glint in the soil.

YAY! I threw down the trowel and reached into the hole.

Piper clapped her hands in excitement. ‘Hurry!’ she said.

I pulled out the object and looked at it.

Whatever it was, was tiny, and encrusted with dirt.

I scraped some off.

Piper squealed. She covered her mouth with her hands. ‘OMG, Ollie,’ she said. ‘It’s a medieval brooch!’

I looked at her. ‘It’s a ring-pull.’

‘Oh.’ She poked at it. ‘So it is. Never mind. Let’s try somewhere else. How about over by that flowerbed?’

We’d managed to dig up eight more ring-pulls, a sparkly hair clip and a key before the park-keeper came over.

He wasn’t very friendly. Piper explained about the caravan, but it didn’t make any difference.

Apparently, ‘holes’ are not allowed in Great Potton Park, under any circumstances.

Piper argued with him for a bit, but he said if she didn’t take her spade and buzz off, he’d report her for stealing a trolley.

‘I paid a pound for it, actually,’ Piper shouted after him. She scowled. ‘Come on. Let’s go. There’s loads of better places.’

I checked the time on my phone. ‘I can’t,’ I said. ‘It’s nearly three.’

‘Oh. OK.’ Piper started collecting her stuff together. ‘I’ll come with you.’

‘Really?’ I said. ‘Why?’

‘To see if Thomas is as bad as you say.’

‘He is,’ I said.

Piper giggled. ‘I guess he’s from your mum’s side?’

‘Yep,’ I said.

Of course he was.

Mum’s side of the family are all TOTALLY SQUARE.

Mum’s a health and safety officer for Great Potton Council. She’s very good at her job. Great Potton is now the safest place in the country.

Grandma Boring – sorry, Grandma Beatrix, who is Mum’s mum, gave me a maths revision book for my last birthday. That took my ‘pretending to be pleased’ skills to a whole new level. I must have been convincing, though, as I got the next in the series for Christmas.

Thomas is the worst. He’s actually squarer than square. He wears shirts and waistcoats, and sometimes, if he feels like it, a little bow tie.

No one related to Dad would ever wear a bow tie.

Dad’s an explorer. He mainly wears shorts, and flies around in a plane he built himself. He’s just got back from America, where he was demonstrating an engine he invented. Mum likes it when he’s home, as it means we know where he is. (Sometimes we don’t and that can be worrying.)

Dad’s mum, Grandma Florence, is an explorer too.

Grandma Florence is brilliant. She’s tall and loud, with a really big nose. Sometimes she brushes her hair, but not very often.

She’s SO much fun.

I haven’t seen her for ages. Last time she came over, she said she was off to Russia. But she could just as likely be in Clacton. To be honest, she could be anywhere.

I hope she’s not in any trouble.

I’m not sure if I inherited any explorer genes or not. I think I have. I’m OK with the slide at Great Potton Pool, and I’m pretty good with wildlife. I mean, Myrtle’s six, and most hamsters only make it to two, so I must be doing something right. (Her coat does change colour occasionally, which is freaky, but Mum says that’s completely normal for elderly rodents.)

I’m not great in the heat, though – AND I DON’T LIKE SPIDERS, even ones that aren’t poisonous.

Grandma says that explorer genes need to be developed, and Mum should let me do more fun stuff.

Mum doesn’t agree. She wants me to be an accountant.

Grandma Florence makes her nervous. Behind her back, Mum calls her [image: images]


Honestly! Grandma’s not that dangerous. She crashed her hot-air balloon once! And it was my idea to put the firework in the trifle on Bonfire Night. Grandma only lit it. We even stood well back, like it said on the box.

How were we supposed to know a pudding could go so far?

We cleaned up and everything, but Grandma wasn’t invited for a while after that.
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‘He’s here,’ I said, as we turned into my street.

‘How do you know?’ Piper asked.

I pointed at the limo driving off.

‘Blimey,’ Piper said. ‘That’s nice.’

‘It’s his parents’ car,’ I said. ‘They’re away, but they have a chauffeur.’

‘Oh my.’ Piper looked impressed. ‘I’ve never met anyone with a chauffeur. I’m surprised he’s coming to stay with you, Ollie. Doesn’t he have better relatives he could stay with?’

‘They were all busy,’ I said. ‘Well, they said they were, anyway.’

I hoped Thomas was wearing his bow tie. It would be a shame if Piper didn’t get to see it.

We parked the trolley on the drive.

‘Put the brake on,’ Piper said. ‘We don’t want it rolling off. It’s still got my pound in.’

There was so much luggage in the hallway we could barely get in through the door. He’d brought quite a lot, considering he was only staying a week.

‘Who’s Gucci?’ Piper asked, staring at the cases. ‘I thought his name was Thomas?’

‘I think Gucci made them,’ I said.

‘Why would you want a name on something if it wasn’t your name?’ Piper said. ‘And it matches.’ She looked quite amazed. ‘I’ve never met anyone with matching luggage.’

Thomas was sitting at the kitchen table, sipping his tea out of a teacup. The teacup had a saucer, and after every sip he put the cup back on to it.

I didn’t even know we had saucers. Or a teapot. Blimey. Anyone would think the queen was coming.

Dad was there too. Mum must have had a word, because he looked quite smart for a change.

‘Hi, you two,’ he said.

Mum told me off for being thirty seconds late.
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‘Sorry,’ I said. ‘There were some bags in the way. Hi, Thomas.’

‘Ollie. Wonderful to see you.’ Thomas put down his tea and held out his hand. ‘It’s been too long.’

It hadn’t been long enough, in my opinion, but I pretended I was pleased to see him anyway.

He was still small and smug-looking. He’d left off his bow tie, which was a shame, but he was wearing a knitted tank top over a pink shirt, which more than made up for it. His hair had grown quite long and curled up around his collar. I was surprised he was allowed it like that at his school. They’re very strict about hair at Great Potton Primary. Especially since the World Book Day incident.

I mean, it wasn’t really anyone’s fault. I’d gone as Tintin, and Grandma had lent me some superglue to spike my fringe up.

It looked really good, so loads of people asked to use it. (It was quite a big tube, so I didn’t mind.)

Grandma had said it would wash out.

It didn’t.

Thea Harris hasn’t spoken to me since.

Dad introduced Piper to Thomas. ‘Have you met before?’ he asked.

‘No,’ Piper said. ‘But I’ve heard loads about him.’

Thomas beamed at her. ‘All good, I hope?’

‘Oh yes.’ Piper nodded. ‘Very.’

Mum gave me a suspicious look.

I pretended not to see it. ‘Another cake?’ I offered Thomas the plate.

‘Why, thank you.’ He took one. ‘These are delicious, Aunt Sukey.’

‘I’m glad you like them.’ Mum pushed her chair back. ‘Right. Dad and I’ll make a start on the bags. Help yourself to more tea. It’s hot, though, so use the oven gloves.’

‘I’ll pour.’ Piper admired the teapot. ‘We don’t have one of these. At home we just put teabags straight into cups.’

‘We normally do that.’ I looked pointedly at Thomas.

‘It’s polite to make an effort for visitors, Ollie.’ Piper slopped tea on the table. ‘Even my mum does. Once, she hoovered.’ She looked at Thomas. ‘I expect you have servants, being so rich?’

Thomas looked uncomfortable. ‘Mum might have a cleaner,’ he said. ‘I don’t know. I don’t see her much.’

‘I don’t see mine much either,’ said Piper. ‘She’s always busy. You’d think four children would be enough, wouldn’t you, but then she had another one, which turned out to be twins. I don’t mind really. They’re quite cute.’

I started to feel cross. I thought Piper had come to see how annoying Thomas was, not chat away like she’d known him for years!

‘How’s school, Thomas?’ I asked. [image: images]. Now she’d see. Thomas could go on for hours about school.

‘School?’ Thomas blinked. ‘Excellent. I’m very lucky to be there. Piper? Could I trouble you for another cup of tea?’

Piper walked around with the teapot. ‘Ollie says you get ten different sorts of pudding,’ she said. ‘Do you really?’

‘Oh, yes.’ Thomas sat up straighter. ‘Fifteen at weekends. It’s terribly hard to choose.’

‘Wow,’ Piper said. ‘I might apply.’

‘Really?’ Thomas took a dainty nibble of his cake. ‘Well, it’s a very good school. My parents like its motto. “Vincere est Totum”.’

‘Eh?’ Piper said.

‘It’s Latin,’ explained Thomas. ‘It means “Winning is Everything”. Then underneath, in brackets, it says “Only Losers Lose”.’

Piper looked confused. ‘But not everyone can win, all the time,’ she said. ‘That would be impossible.’

‘Not according to my school,’ said Thomas. He put down his tea. ‘We mustn’t let Aunt and Uncle do all the work,’ he said. ‘Shall we go and help?’

I rolled my eyes. Such a suck-up.
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Once we’d dragged the rest of Thomas’s stuff upstairs, and Mum was showing him where to put things, Piper and I went back to the kitchen.

Dad was in there, finishing off the cakes. ‘I need to fill up,’ he explained. ‘I’m off to Antarctica in a minute. A rare penguin’s been spotted. It needs to be logged.’

I bet the penguin didn’t need to be logged. Dad had just had enough of Thomas.

When I said that to Piper, she told me off for being mean. ‘Thomas isn’t that bad,’ she said. ‘You do exaggerate.’

‘Try sharing a room with him,’ I said. ‘Didn’t you see? There’s waistcoats everywhere.’

I’d have gone into more detail about Thomas’s annoying habits but Mum came down to check Dad had packed his woolly hat and factor one million sun cream.

I didn’t bother asking if I could go with him. There wasn’t any point. I’d never be allowed.

‘Bye, Ollie.’ Dad was being annoyingly cheerful. ‘See you soon.’

‘Bye,’ I muttered.

This was turning into a really rubbish week.

Once Mum had stopped fussing about whether Dad had remembered his parachute or not, (he had), she started to clear the tea things away. Piper offered to help, so I did too, even though I’d been planning to leave it for Thomas.

‘Thanks.’ Mum pulled open the dishwasher. ‘Oh,’ she said. ‘Did Dad say? Grandma called. She’s coming for tea.’

I closed my eyes. Could things get any worse? I should have known Grandma Boring would be over. She loves Thomas. ‘Such wonderful manners,’ she coos.

I couldn’t put up with both of them. I’d have to pretend I was getting a cold, and go to bed early.

I gave a little cough, followed by a sniff.

Mum went on. ‘She’s promised to be on her best behaviour.’

‘Isn’t she always?’ I said. I coughed again.

‘She’s bringing a friend. She didn’t say who.’ Mum looked around. ‘I might just move anything breakable.’ She picked up a vase. ‘Is something wrong, Ollie? I thought you’d be excited. You haven’t seen Grandma Florence for ages.’

I almost dropped a cup. Grandma Florence?

[image: images]


That pretty much made up for Dad going away, and Thomas.

I did a little dance.

 

It was SO great to see Grandma again. She bustled in in her yeti coat (the one with a label that says Made in Basingstoke) and gave me a hug. She said she’d really missed me.
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She’d brought Rose. He trotted behind her, looking as scruffy as ever.
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