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This is me, 



C


l
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.


I am not an only child, but I sometimes  



wish I was.


My family is six people, which is sometimes  



too many.


Not always, just sometimes.


Mainly my dad is mostly in an office answering 


the phone and going, “I can’t talk now, I’m  



up to my ears in it.”
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Mum is always gribbling about pants on the  



floor and shoes on the sofa. 


She says, “This house doesn’t clean itself you 


know.  


Who do you think does everything around  



here?  


Mr Nobody? 


I don’t get paid to pick up your smelly socks!  



If I did I’d be a rich woman.” etc etc non- 



non-stop. 


I am the third oldest and I think it would have 


been a good idea if I was the youngest too.


I am not quite sure why my mum and dad 


wanted to have more children after me.


They don’t need another one and it’s a shame 


because he is spoiling it for everyone else.


He is called Minal Cricket and he tends to be 


utterly a nuisance. 



He is non-stop whining and 


causing other people to get 


themselves in trouble. 
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relief to come to school,  


You might think


then obviously you don’t know 


some of the people in my class. 


Naming no names,


 what a show-off.


i.e. Grace Grapello,


but if you do,


it would be a















Sometimes I stare boredly into space, 


 thinking utterly of 



   nothing.



This makes Mrs Wilberton very irritated.


I get on her nerves. 


I know this because she is always telling me I do.


To be honest, Mrs Wilberton is not my favourite 


person on the planet of Earth.


Unfortunately, I am from Earth and she is my 


teacher.


Mrs Wilberton says I have got utterly not a speck 


of concentration.


I am trying to prove her wrong about this by 


trying to remember to concentrate. 


I think about it all the time. I am so desperately 


trying not to not concentrate and I say to myself, 


‘Don’t drift off like you did yesterday.’  



And then I start thinking about how I drifted  



off yesterday and how I was thinking I must 


listen to Mrs Wilberton and all the things she  



is telling me. 
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And then I am wondering, 
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–


  you know, 


like when my dad cleared out the attic, 


    except we all decided 


we needed 



  everything 



  and he just had to put it all back again. 
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in 


  my 


      head


with not the important things and 















7 


that 


   is why 


       I can’t 


   concentrate 



because all my concentration space 


  has been used up 


on things like, 


 


        and, 


     and  


        pointless 



  not needed 


          things 


         which 


    don’t matter.
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It’s Mrs Wilberton. 


     You 


       can 


          tell 


          by 


        her 


     honking 



         goose 



     voice. 
















She says, 


“Clarice Bean, 


  you are utterly lacking in the 


concentration department. 



      A common housefly has got 


  more ability to apply itself!” 



And I want to say, 


  “You are utterly lacking in the 


manners department, Mrs Wilberton, 



and a rhinoceros has got more 


   politeness than you.” 
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But I don’t say it because Mrs Wilberton is 


allowed to say rude things about me and I am 


not allowed to say them back. 


That is the rules of school.


Then Mrs Wilberton says, “Right class, I am 


announcing the very exciting subject of this 


year’s school open day competition.”


Mrs Wilberton doesn’t look one bit excited but  



I think it would take an elephant running into 


the classroom waving its arms about to get  



Mrs Wilberton hopping around.


Anyway, everybody must pair up and think of an 


exhibit that they would like to put together and 


have on show for when all the parents traipse 


in to see just what their little darlings have been 


getting up to.


Of course, me and Betty Moody are a pair 


because we are utterly best friends.


Mrs Wilberton says the project must be based on 


a book we have read and learnt something from.
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It sounds 


When I get home I go straight upstairs to the 


airing cupboard. 


I take a mini cheese with me because they are my 


favourite things at the moment, and you never 


know when you might want something to nibble.


The airing cupboard is a good place to be on 


your own by yourself. 


And it’s where I like to read my book. 


You need a torch and it is lucky that I got one 


for Christmas. 


I had to ask for it and put a note up the chimney 


for Father Christmas. 


I don’t think I believe in Father Christmas but 


Mum and Dad want me to, so I write to him 


anyway. 


I wrote, ‘Dear Father Christmas, If you are true, 


please can I have a torch, and if you are not true, 


then please can someone else get me one?’ 


I think it is important to keep your options open, 
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because you never know what is the actual in 


fact truth these days. 


Granny says the world is a very mysterious place, 


what with men in space and so on.


She says, “After all, who would have thought 


you would one day be able to send someone  



a picture down the telephone, or cook a leg of 


lamb in five minutes?”


I didn’t used to be so much of a reader, it just 


happened when Granny gave me a book called 


Th e r e   Wa s   a   Gi r l   Ca l l e d   ru b y  and Mum says there 



and then I turned into a bookworm.


Th e r e   Wa s   a   Gi r l 


C


a l l e d   ru b y  is from a whole 



series of books called THE  RUBY 



REDFORT COLLECTION. 



Betty Moody and me utterly love them.


They are about this amazing girl – she’s a bit  



like a detective but she’s only eleven.
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She doesn’t have any brothers and sisters and gets 


to go on these sort of adventures. 


The 


most 


     I 


  do 


is 


go 


   to 


  the 


local 


shop 


on 


my 


  own.
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Ruby Redfort lives in this mad sort of house and 


her parents are fabulously rich and she has an 


actual butler man who gets to do all these things 


for her. 


He’s called Hitch, which is his last name. 


You only get to call butlers by their last name – 


it’s normal in the world of butlers. 


Ruby Redfort drives to school in a helicopter 


sometimes, and has these gadgets and things.


Even Ruby Redfort’s PE kit isn’t normal.  



Her trainers have special springing power so  



she can jump over her enemies, and her 


swimming costume has a built-in propeller so she 


can swim as fast as a mackerel.


Ruby gets post in the mail all of her own – 


imagine that!


It’s all interesting and top secret from other 


detectives and government prime ministers and 


people, and it is full of clues in strange codes.


But no one ever suspects anything, because why 


would they?
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That’s the most ingenious thing about Ruby 


Redfort – she doesn’t need a disguise because 


who would expect a schoolgirl to be a master 


investigator agent?


No one, that’s who!


I only get post at birthdays, so I’ve started 


sending off for things.


There’s lots of free things you can get them to 


send you if you fill out the coupon. 


Mum calls it junk mail but I think it’s interesting 


to get post, even if it is about thermal vests.


My dad gets post with 


   PRIVATE 



    written on it, 


so for all I know he is a secret agent himself.


I have had a sneak at one of the letters and there 


were lots of numbers and dates and then some 


words in red saying 


   FINAL REMINDER.



It’s all utterly suspicious.
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And the other day, Dad said that, 


‘There might be a reshuffle going on at work’, 


  and that he 


    ‘will have to jump through hoops’, 


if he wants to get 


  ‘a share of the pie’. 


He says, “The big cheese has been making noises 


and some people might be left out in the cold if 


they don’t keep their 


eye on the ball. 


But that’s the  



way the cookie 


crumbles.”


I’m not sure what he 


was talking about. 


Betty Moody says it  



is probably almost 


definitely code.
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Dad says, “I can assure you if I was a secret agent 


I would go and be secret somewhere hot and 


sunny with a nice beach and no telephones.”


Dad usually has to have a telephone with him at 


all times. He utterly mustn’t be uncontactable for 


even a second.


It would be very hard for me to be a secret agent 


because my whole family are always poking their 


noses into my private affairs and to do anything 


secretly is extremely impossible. 


Betty says you need to have a good cover 


story and gadgets, which are disguised as other 


everyday objects.


Like i.e. for example, Ruby Redfort’s toaster also 


converts into a special fax machine.


And if you press the button 


     a secret message  


gets transmitted from Ruby’s boss 


     at HQ and
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And then after Ruby Redfort has read it, she can 


just eat the evidence so no one will ever see it.


Betty also says, “You must be confident as a 


cucumber in order not to arouse suspicion.” 


Ruby’s parents know utterly nothing about her 


secret life as a mystery solver and special agent  
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is written 


onto the 


toast.















because Ruby gives them nothing to be 


suspicious about. 


Sometimes Ruby barely gets back from Russia 


or somewhere before her parents come in to kiss 


her goodnight.


Sometimes she does this trick of stuffing 


pillows under the duvet so it looks like she’s 


actually asleep when really she’s fifteen-and-a-


bit thousand miles away and not wearing her 


pyjamas at all but probably instead a furry jacket, 


up a steep mountain.


I tell Betty, “I tried doing the pillows down the 


bed and it doesn’t work, not if your mum is like 


mine and checks to see if you have brushed your 


teeth.”


I say, “I don’t think even Ruby Redfort could 


trick my mum.”


Betty says, “What Ruby Redfort would do is to 


simply spray the smell of toothpaste in her room 


so her mother would smell the minty freshness 


and would just think she must have brushed her 
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teeth and so wouldn’t bother to check.”


Of course, it’s so simple! 


When you think about it.


The other equipment you simply must have if  



you are going to be a secretive agent 


is a telephone.


Ruby Redfort has telephones all over the place – 


even in the bathroom. 


Sometimes Hitch the butler carries them about  



on a tray.


Betty Moody’s got one in her room.


I asked Dad if I could get a telephone in my room. 


He laughed in a funny way for about almost 9 


minutes.


That’s the thing about Betty’s parents, they are 


really nice. 


Mr and Mrs Moody always say, “Call me Cecil,” 


and, “Call me Mol,” and even Betty calls them 


Cecil and Mol. 


They let Betty get up to whatever she wants  



really, and she goes to bed whenever she likes.
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Betty Moody is an only child. 


Well, an almostly only child. She has a brother 


called Zack who is over twenty years old.


He lives in a flat and has a girlfriend who is  



from Japan.


I have an oldish brother called Kurt. 


Not many people get to see Kurt because he is 


usually in his room being alone. His room is full 


of gloom and a strange unpleasant smell. 


He keeps everything on the floor and no tidying 


is ever allowed. 


Mum says, “It is all part of being a teenager and 


he will grow out of it one day.”


I say, “When?”


Dad says, “Don’t hold your breath.” 


Which means it could take a while.
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The Ruby book I am reading right now at this 


exact instant is called ru b y   re d f o r T   ru l e s .



All the books start off the same way:
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On  a  street 



called  Cedarwood 


Drive  was  an  ultra-


modern  house, 



white and gleaming 


with  glass.  And  in 


that  house  lived  a 


most  unusual  little 


girl,  daughter  to 


Brant  and  Sabina 


Redfort, socialites. 


Brant  and Sabina 


called  their  little 


girl  Ruby,  but  to 


those  in  the  know 


she  was  Ruby 



Redfort  –  secret 


agent,  undercover 


detective  and 



mystery solver.















There is a picture of her house and a map of the 


secret getaway tunnels.


The books always start off really calm and cosy  



so you just don’t know what you are in for.
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