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For baby Jake.

Welcome to my funny family.
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Dontie, V, Stanika, Jellico, Mum, Dad and I are going on a summer holiday. We’re going to Cornwall on the train.

It’ll take us nearly a whole day to get there and when we do, we’re going to stay for a whole fortnight.

We’re going to sleep in a tent in a farmer’s field. Dontie found the campsite on the internet.

The place where we’re staying is called Sunset Farm. It’s on the edge of a cliff overlooking the Atlantic Ocean. At the bottom of the cliff is a wide sandy beach and there’s a track down to it from the farm.

I’m so excited, I can’t wait.

My best friend Lucinda is going to the Continent with her mum and dad.

At school we look up the Continent in the big atlas in the library but we can’t find it anywhere.

‘That’s because it’s abroad,’ says Lucinda.

‘I thought atlases showed everywhere in the world,’ I say, puzzled.

‘Not the Continent,’ explains Lucinda. ‘It’s special. Dad says it’s going to cost the earth.’

Lucinda’s dad knows how much things cost because he’s an accountant.

My dad’s an artist.

We look up Cornwall instead and find out that it’s at the very end of England, as far as you can go.

‘We’re going here,’ I say and point to the bit at the bottom. ‘The big toe.’

‘The bunion,’ says Lucinda and we both giggle. Lucinda’s gran has got a bunion on her big toe.

‘Mind you don’t fall off the edge,’ Lucinda adds and I giggle again to show that I can see the joke.

But then, of course, it starts me off.

Worrying.
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These are some of the names my brother Dontie calls me.

Dontie is 11 and I am 9.

I don’t think the last four are fair because it makes me sound like I make a fuss out loud.

I don’t. I worry silently.

My sister V, who is 7, makes a fuss out loud about lots of things. Especially school.

I’ve got a little brother Stan who is 4 and a little sister Anika who is 2, as well. They’re always together so we call them both by the same name, Stanika. It’s easier.

My mum is called Mona and she’s having another baby. At Christmas.

From a distance she looks like a teenager with her high ponytail. Close-up she looks a bit tired. Her tummy’s starting to get fat because the baby’s growing inside it but she can still get into her jeans. Just.

My dad is called Tim. He’s tall and thin with a soft tickly beard that goes right round his chin from ear to ear.

Mum and Dad are quite young, not like Lucinda’s parents.

Grandma says, ‘They’re far too laid-back, those two.’

Grandma is Dad’s mum.

Granddad is Dad’s dad.

Uncle Vesuvius is Mum’s foster-dad. He’s very old.

Jellico is our dog.

Now you know my whole family.

Grandma also says, ‘Mattie’s got an old head on young shoulders,’ which is funny if you think about it.

But she doesn’t mean I’ve got a head like hers with permed, grey hair and a face sprinkled with wrinkles, on a nine-year-old body.

She means I do all the worrying for the whole family.

Which is definitely true.

Someone’s got to.

I add my new worry to Today’s Worry List.
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We are on the platform waiting for the train to arrive and we are all carrying something, even Stanika.

Mum has a massive suitcase, stuffed full of clothes for us all. Plus a small bag with extra things for Anika.

Dad has a massive bag stuffed full of camping equipment.

Inside Dad’s bag are:
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The bag is so heavy that no one but Dad can pick it up. Not even Dontie.

Plus, Dad has got an enormous tent to carry as well.

Each of us, even Stanika, has got our own backpack with a sleeping bag and a pillow rolled up on top. Inside our packs we’ve got food and drink for the journey, sweets from Uncle Vesuvius and surprises from Grandma to keep us occupied all the way down to Cornwall.

The train is late. We are investigating our surprises.

Dontie has got some Manga comics. ‘Cool, Grandma!’ he says, through a mouthful of liquorice allsorts.

I’ve got a brand new notebook and pen to use for my holiday. And sherbet lemons from Uncle Vez.

Stanika have got drawing books and felt tip pens. They’re munching jelly beans.

V has got a book called Cornish Myths and Legends. I think Grandma has forgotten V doesn’t like reading. She flicks through the pages looking at the pictures then she puts it aside to open the big bag of fruit pastilles Uncle Vez gave her.

As well, Dontie is carrying a sports bag full of stuff he can’t live without for a fortnight and is holding Jellico on the lead.

I’m in charge of Mum’s handbag. It’s got all our money and our tickets in it.

‘I can depend on Mattie to look after it properly,’ said Mum.

This worries me a bit.


In fact, this worries me a lot.

V is clutching a big bag full of beach games.

Stan is clutching Anika.

Anika is clutching Doggit.

Doggit is Anika’s scruffy brown bedtime bear. Only he’s not a bear. He’s more half-dog half-rabbit.

That’s why he’s called Doggit.
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‘Put those things away,’ says Mum. ‘The train will be here soon.’

But Dontie’s lost in his comic and V’s munching her way through fruit pastilles.

When the train arrives, Jellico jumps up and down and barks a lot. People frown. Then he tries to run away.

‘He’s scared!’ I explain, but no one listens.

‘Tie him up a minute, Dontie, and give me a hand with this luggage,’ says Dad who’s puffing a bit.

‘Get on the train the rest of you,’ says Mum. ‘V! Put those sweets away now or we’ll go without you!’

V jumps off the bench and leaps on the train.

Then she leaps back off again.

‘Where are you going?’ shrieks Mum.
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