
[image: cover]



[image: images]



www.hodderchildrens.co.uk




 


[image: images]



 


Chapter 1

 


My name is Mattie and I’m a worrier.

I worry about everything.

Big things, little things.

Silly things, sad things.

Things that have happened, things that are going to happen, things that may never happen.

I can’t help it, I was born this way. And I don’t just worry about me: I worry for my whole family.

Somebody has to.

Today I am more worried than I have ever been in my whole life. I am beside myself with worry.

Except, to be strictly honest, I can’t actually be beside myself because I can’t move.

I’m strapped into my seat and I can’t get out. None of us can.

It’s quiet.

Not peaceful quiet.

Deadly quiet.

No one else seems to realise the danger we’re in.

Out of the silence comes a faint rumble. Grandma, who is sitting next to me, looks up. The rumble grows into a grumble and changes to a growl.

‘Grandma!’ I whisper urgently but she can’t hear me because the noise is getting louder by the second. It’s like an angry lion, prowling around us, ready to pounce. The hairs on the back of my neck stand on end.

Suddenly there’s a jolt and I lurch forward. It’s got me!

I tug at my belt, struggling to free myself. ‘I want to get out!’

Grandma pats my hand. Dontie stares out of the window ignoring me, as if I’m embarrassing him.

What is wrong with them? Nobody cares that we’re trapped, except me. This is a nightmare!

We jerk forward again and I shriek.

‘Calm down, Mattie,’ says Mum’s soothing voice from in front of me. I can’t see her but I know she’s there. ‘There’s nothing to be afraid of.’

She’s wrong. We’re moving faster now, building up speed.

‘Mum! I want to sit by you!’

But she can’t hear me. I couldn’t get up if I tried. The noise is deafening now, blasting me back into my seat. It vibrates around me, no, through me, like a manic ghost, whooshing and rattling, shuddering and juddering!

I grab hold of Dontie’s and Grandma’s hands, hold tight, and close my eyes.

My ears are about to explode. My head is about to burst.

I should’ve made a Worry List.

And then … I feel myself soaring … up, up, up into the air …

The noise fades …

It’s over.

Cautiously, I open my eyes. Through the window the sky is a brilliant blue I’ve never seen before and there are fluffy white clouds that look as if I could stand on them.

Is this heaven?

I clap my hands and cheer.

‘Hurray! We’re flying!’
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Chapter 2

 



We’re going to Australia! The whole of the Butterfield family, including Grandma and Granddad and Uncle Vesuvius. It’s a long way away, on the other side of the world.

It will take us a whole day and night to get there!

Uncle Bruce and Aunty Sheila live there. They paid for our tickets. All of us! They’re soooooo kind.

I’ve never flown before, but I expect you’ve worked that out already. It was really scary taking off but now we’re up in the air, it’s fun.

We’ve flown over so many different countries we’ve lost count. It’s OK though, Dad says he’s keeping track, to make sure the pilot doesn’t go the wrong way.

He’s sitting in the row in front of me (Dad, I mean, not the pilot). So is Mum, baby Will, Stanika and V.

In case you’ve forgotten, Stanika is two people, Stanley (who’s five) and Anika (three). They’re always together so it’s easier to call them Stanika. V is eight.

There are so many of us we spread over the aisles.

I’m sitting in the row behind with Dontie who’s twelve and Grandma, Granddad and Uncle Vesuvius who are old. I’m Mattie and I’m nine. And, like I said, I’m a bit of a worrier.

I’m not worried anymore though. I’m eating my lunch. Only it’s dinner, because we are flying over different time zones and we’ve got to catch up with Australia where it’s tomorrow already!

I am learning so much and I’m not even there yet.

Dinner is delicious. The air stewardess brings me a special meal so that I and the other vegetarians on the plane don’t have to choose between chicken or beef, and it comes before everyone else’s.

It’s on a tray, like school dinners, only there’s more of it and it’s got a serviette.

‘I wish I was vegetarian,’ moans Dontie, watching me tuck into my melon starter followed by lentil and bean bake. ‘I’m starving!’
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It’s delicious. There’s lemon mousse for afters, and cheese and biscuits, and just when I think I’m completely stuffed I find a chocolate in a shiny wrapper in my cup.

And we can have whatever drinks we like. Dontie and I order coke before Mum notices.

‘Glass of red please,’ says Granddad.

‘Just an orange juice,’ says Grandma. ‘Too early in the day for me.’

‘It’s the middle of the night in Australia,’ says Uncle Vesuvius cheerfully and he orders a glass of red too. ‘I’m on holiday.’

‘To Australia!’ says Granddad, holding up his glass, and we all clink each other’s glasses and say, ‘Cheers!’

I’m glad I’m sitting in this row and not the one in front. Anika’s crying because she’s tipped her juice and V is complaining because it’s tipped over her. Mum’s trying to mop it up but she’s feeding baby Will and there’s not much room.

But it’s OK. The nice stewardess comes along to sort it out. Everyone settles down and before long, baby Will and Stanika drift off to sleep.

Uncle Vez and Granddad drift off to sleep too. You can hear them snoring. I breathe a big sigh of happiness as I gaze out at the beautiful blue sky and sip my drink. I feel really grown up.

‘Want to watch a movie?’ asks Dontie and he folds my table away so I can watch it on my very own screen which is on the back of Mum’s chair. I’ve got my own earphones too so Dontie and I don’t even have to watch the same one.

I LOVE flying.
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Chapter 3

 



When most people think of Australia they think of Sydney Harbour Bridge and Sydney Opera House. Sydney is on the east coast.

We are flying into Perth on the west coast.

Australia is a huge country. Did you know that crossing from Sydney to Perth is like travelling from Moscow to London? That’s how big it is!

Aunty Sheila told us. She lives on a farm in Western Australia, or WA as she calls it, with Uncle Bruce who’s Uncle Vez’s brother.

They came to visit us and we were really sad when they had to leave. But now we are going to see them again!

We have to change planes sometime in the middle of the night somewhere in the middle of the world but I miss landing because I’m asleep. On the next plane I go straight back to sleep and don’t wake up until we’re nearly in Australia.

This time I notice that coming down is easier than going up. We have to put our seats in the upright position and fasten our safety belts and suddenly, with a bump and a bounce, we’ve landed. The plane feels like it’s going really fast when we hit the ground but soon it slows down and comes to a stop.

‘We’re here!’ shouts Stanley and everyone on the plane cheers. It’s taken a long time.

‘I can’t wait to see Uncle Bruce and Aunty Sheila,’ says V. Me too.

When you get off the plane you have to show your passports or they won’t let you into the country. We’ve all got one, even baby Will. Anika had to have her photo taken five times because she kept laughing and you’re not allowed to laugh in a passport photo. You’re not even allowed to smile.
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