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Chapter 1

I’ve noticed something very strange about babies.

For teeny-weeny people they take up an awful lot of room.

My new baby brother Will has taken over our whole house. Well, not him exactly. The stuff that comes with him.

Like the old pram that belonged to all of us. It’s been in the shed since Anika stopped using it. But Dad’s dug it out again and replaced a wheel and Gran’s given it a good scrub and mended the hood. Now it stands in the front room blocking our view of the telly.

‘It’s very big,’ says Granddad, who’s trying to watch the news.

‘It’s falling apart,’ says Grandma. ‘You should get a new one.’

‘We can’t afford a new one,’ says Dad.

‘We could help,’ offers Grandma.

‘No thanks,’ say Mum and Dad together.

Mum whips off Will’s nappy. Uh oh!

Anika buries her face in Stanley’s tummy.

Stanley buries his face in a cushion.

V holds her nose.
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Dontie opens the back door.

‘Where do you think you’re going?’ asks Mum.

‘Out. For some fresh air.’

‘It’s pitch dark, freezing cold and pouring with rain.’

Dontie peers outside, shuts the door and sits back down. ‘That baby stinks.’

‘It’s not his fault, poor little chap,’ says Dad cheerfully, taking the dirty nappy from Mum’s hand. ‘All babies stink.’

‘I didn’t!’ says V indignantly.

‘Yes you did. You still do,’ remarks Dontie, which is not true. V snatches the cushion off Stanley’s face and chucks it at Dontie, but it misses and knocks the nappy out of Dad’s hand straight into Granddad’s lap.

‘OY!’ Granddad leaps up and the nappy lands on the floor. Jellico, our curious dog, bounds over to investigate it in his special skidding, sniffing, tail-wagging way.

‘Sorreeee!’ shouts V in alarm.

Granddad dabs at the mess on his trousers with his hanky. Grandma fetches a bucket of hot water and elbows Jellico out of the way.

‘Don’t know why you can’t use disposables like everyone else,’ she grumbles, scrubbing at the carpet on her hands and knees.

‘Because they’re bad for the environment,’ says Dad.

‘Will’s nappies are bad for the environment too,’ points out Dontie. ‘Our environment.’

‘Disposables cost money,’ says Mum wearily and as soon as she says the M word (money) an alarm pings inside my head.
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‘Drop it in the bucket in the bathroom for me, Tim,’ she continues. ‘Stanika? Get undressed please. It’s bath-time.’
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Chapter 2

I used to like having a bath before bedtime. Before Will.

Not anymore. The bathroom smells of you-know-what and disinfectant which is nearly as bad as just you-know-what. Mum empties the bucket every night after we’ve gone to bed and puts the dirty nappies in the washing machine in the kitchen.

The kitchen smells of you-know-what too.

We have lots of experience of babies in our family. We’ve had six of them. But even though I like babies, (we all do), I always forget that they smell.

I can’t remember me being a baby, obviously, or Dontie because he’s older than me. Dontie’s eleven and I’m nine. I can’t actually remember V being a baby either because she’s only 21 months younger than me. And anyway, V’s right. I’m sure my sister would never have smelt stinky. But I can sort-of-remember Stanley who’s five and I can definitely remember Anika who’s three when they were babies. We call them Stanika because they’re always together, except when Stanley is at school. I don’t think either of them were as whiffy as Will though.

‘He’s like a little alien with a special super-power to produce an infinite amount of poo,’ says Dontie.

‘The force is strong with this one,’ says Dad, which is a quote from the Star Wars movies. Dontie laughs. He and Dad are both big fans.

‘He’s not a little alien!’ clucks Mum and smothers my baby brother with kisses. ‘He’s beautiful!’
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She’s right. Will is beautiful, especially when he’s sleeping. Or when he suddenly breaks into a big gummy grin like you’re his number-one-best person in the world.

I love it when he does that, he’s only just learned.

Don’t you think it’s weird that babies look cute without teeth but grown-ups look scary? When Granddad takes his false teeth out and chases us we all scream and run away. (Not Dontie, obviously, he’s too cool for that.) It’s really funny. Even Grandma laughs, though she tells him off.


But Dontie’s right too. Will is a bit like an alien. Sometimes, when he peers around, he looks like ET (now that is a great movie), all big-eyed and wrinkly.
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Ping! Ping! WORRY ALERT!

Maybe it’s my fault for naming my baby brother after a ghost? A ghost I met on holiday called Will. (But that’s another story).

‘There’s no room to swing a cat in here,’ observes Grandma, picking up Stanika’s and Will’s discarded clothes off the floor. This is something she says quite a lot. Why would you want to swing a cat? That would be cruel!

‘Perhaps you should think about moving?’ says Granddad and we all stare at him in surprise. ‘You need a bigger house.’

‘Chance would be a fine thing,’ says Mum. But the funny thing is, she sounds as if she’d quite like to.

Ping! Ping! Ping! WORRY ALERT!

You may have noticed I’m a terrible worrier.

I’ve got three things to worry about now.


 

[image: images]

I always worry about this because in our family it’s a TIGHT SQUEEZE. (That’s a Mum saying.) And now we’ve got Will it’s going to be an even TIGHTER SQUEEZE.
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I don’t really think he is, but you never know! STRANGER THINGS HAVE HAPPENED. (That’s a Gran saying.)
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Chapter 3

In school we are doing family trees.

I draw my brothers and sisters and me dangling off branches and write the dates we were born under our names. In the middle of the tree I draw a picture of Dad with his beret and his tickly beard and print his name and birth-date underneath in my best writing. Next to him I draw a picture of Mum wearing her best dangly earrings and print her name and birthdate too.

That’s when I notice.

‘It’s my mum’s birthday next week!’ I say to Lucinda.

‘It’s always someone’s birthday in your family,’ says Lucinda.

She’s got a point.

In my family there are eight people, six kids and Mum and Dad. Plus Grandma, Granddad and Uncle Vesuvius. I add them to the tree too.
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My tree looks a bit crowded.

Lucinda’s looks a bit bare.

In her family there are three people. Lucinda and her mum and dad.

Lucinda is my best friend at school. She’s quite bossy but she lets me borrow her best sparkly pens so I don’t mind. I’m used to bossy people anyway because V and Grandma are very bossy indeed.

‘What are you going to get her?’ asks Lucinda.

‘I don’t know. What do you think?’

‘Um. A handbag? Or some perfume? Or a silk scarf? I bought my mum a silk scarf for Christmas.’

‘How much did it cost?’

‘Dunno. Dad paid for it. About twenty quid, I think.’

‘Oh.’ Silence. ‘I don’t think my mum’s a silk scarf sort of person.’

‘Mine is.’ Lucinda draws a flowery scarf round her mum’s neck to prove it and colours it in with sparkly blue and yellow pens. She looks at my tree and back at hers. Then she draws apples on her tree even though it’s not allowed and borrows my plain red to colour them in.

‘That’s better,’ she says with satisfaction. ‘It doesn’t look so empty now.’

‘Mrs Shout-a-Lot will shout at you a lot,’ I say. ‘You’re not supposed to have apples on a family tree. Just family.’
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