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WHAT DO YOU THINK?


now there’s 


a question


RIGHT?


That no one asks 


very often




IntroductionIntroduction
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Like, no one asked me what I thought when my dad bought a bulk 


load of onions (half price because they were past their best), started 


cutting them all in half and put them in every single corner of the 


house. Including the loft.


I thought that this new idea of his wasn’t going to end well.


And it didn’t.


BUT NO ONE ASKED ME.
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One onion accidentally ended up in the washing machine and I had to 


wear a school uniform that smelt like a kebab shop all week. And, as I 


would have predicted, my dad totally forgot about the ones in the loft. 


And after a small heatwave, the ones up there were not just past their 


best, they were past their worst and full of maggots. Which rapidly 


turned to massive fl ies. And when he went up there to investigate the 


buzzing, he entered a cloud of fl ies head fi rst and swallowed at least 


three, he thinks.


If he’d asked me, I would have told him it was a bad idea. But he 


didn’t. And the Syed family haven’t eaten an onion since.


But . . . why on earth was he putting onions everywhere?


Who knows . . . but let’s come back to that in a minute. I am feeling 


a bit sick from thinking about the fl y-swallowing right now.


If you are anything like me (and I don’t mean bald and into wearing 


tracksuits), then I bet you are thinking lots of thoughts all of the time. 


And you’ve got opinions about things. And ideas. And good ones too. 


About all kinds of things.


My mind is sometimes fi zzing with so many thoughts that I wonder 


where they all come from.


I’m sure some of them probably just come from being hungry. 


Because I think about burgers and ice cream quite a lot.


WHAT WAS



 HE THINKING?




One onion accidentally ended up in the washing machine and I had to One onion accidentally ended up in the washing machine and I had to 






wear a school uniform that smelt like a kebab shop all week. And, as I wear a school uniform that smelt like a kebab shop all week. And, as I 






would have predicted, my dad totally forgot about the ones in the loft. would have predicted, my dad totally forgot about the ones in the loft. 






My mind is sometimes fi zzing with so many thoughts that I wonder My mind is sometimes fi zzing with so many thoughts that I wonder 
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WHICH GOT ME


THINKING (HMMM . . . 


EVEN MORE THOUGHTS!!)


But what about the others? The thoughts about what is going on 


at school? At home? About what to spend my birthday money on? 


About the planet warming up faster than my dad doing a Joe Wicks 


session (believe me, he reaches about a hundred degrees after thirty 


seconds)? About children going hungry? About what’s happening in 


the news?


Why do we think like we do?


And are we always right?


And what do we do if it turns out we are wrong 


after all?


Being in control of what we think is important. 


Knowing our mind helps us to recognise and 


communicate not just what we believe, but how we are feeling too.


So, how do we let other people know what we think, without ending up in 


a big row, storming off  and saying something we’ll probably regret later?















I didn’t speak to my brother for two weeks once because he didn’t 


agree about who I thought was the best striker for the England 


football team. It went something like this:


Nice chat for about ten 



minutes, talking about different tactics, 


matches and great goals.


You’re just wrong, though. You 


haven’t even looked at the stats.


YES, I HAVE. 



And what do you know? 



You are rubbish at football anyway. 



You’ve scored so many own goals 



this season, Coach Tom wants to 



pick you for the opposition.


SHUT UP. AND GET 


YOUR MASSIVE NOSE 


OUT OF MY FACE.


ME AND HIM


HIM


ME


 


(getting 


annoyed)


HIM


(getting even 


more annoyed)
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We went from best friends to arch-enemies in the space of ten 


minutes and thirty seconds. And I still worry about the size of my nose 


every time I look in the mirror.


And all because we had a slight difference of opinion. About a game. 


Which we both love.


And this doesn’t just happen to us. It happens everywhere –in 


schools, in families, amongst friends, in offices, on social media, on 


TV and even with the Prime Minister and the people who don’t agree 


with them. Everywhere.


People getting into major fights over ideas they should be able to 


disagree about and talk through, then shake hands and carry on 


being friends. Even if they still disagree.


So you can see, it REALLY is a complicated business . . . all this 



thinking and agreeing and disagreeing.


And the problems don’t end there . . .


You can’t even be sure that everything you see, read or hear is true. 


Because there are actually people out there happy to publish news 


and information that is just false – to confuse us, to make us believe 


in the wrong things and to form our thoughts based on faulty facts.


NIGHTMARE.
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WHO would do that? WHY would anyone do that?


I don’t know. BUT . . . 


Confused? Me too.


So . . . don’t be hard on yourself if you fi nd you want to change your 


mind. It can be really diffi  cult to sift through all of the things we are 


told and be able to decide what WE think.


And even when we have waded through the maze of misinformation 


out there and decided what we really think, talking about it with our 


friends and family can be as dangerous as starting World War Three.


But that is what this book is for.


To help us understand exactly how we think. How we are infl uenced. 


How we make our decisions. How we talk about them without getting 


into an argument. And how we can change our mind (if we need to).


FAKE NEWS


IS REAL.















Back to my dad and the onions . . .


It was a bad case of FAKE NEWS. My dad had read somewhere that 


peeled onions absorb germs and bacteria. So my dad (and thousands 


of other people) thought that if you scattered them around your 


house like confetti, they would pick up all the bad stuff in the air  



and you’d never catch a cold, flu or coronavirus again.


Awesome, he thought. These slightly see-through 


vegetables might be the answer to a long and healthy 


life for the Syed family. And living with a bunch of 


rotting onions in your living room is surely a small 


price to pay if it means we would all live to 103.


That was his thinking.


Except his thinking was wrong. Because they don’t absorb any 


bacteria at all. There is no scientific evidence of any health benefits 


of chucking raw onion randomly round your loft. Even the National 


Association of Onions (yes, that really is a thing) came out and said so.


And if this can happen to my dad (an actual university professor) . . . 


this can happen to anyone.


So . . . we had better get on with this 


book . . . before we start putting 


courgettes in our school bag 


because someone said they 


make your PE kit less stinky.


They don’t, by the way . . .















Are You a Jumper?


Chapter 1   
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Mr Phelan was a jumper.


A MASSIVE JUMPER.


And I don’t mean the kind of jumper that your mum makes you wear 


when it isn’t even cold. Or the kind of jumper that wins a gold medal 


at the Olympics in the ‘who can transport their bottom the furthest 


distance before landing it into a massive sand pit’ competition.


No. Mr Phelan (our new teacher) was a massive jumper. Of a different 


kind. Let me explain . . .


Mr Phelan arrived new to our school at the start of term in a yellow car 


with its roof down. 


He wasn’t like any of our other teachers. Or really like anyone I had 


ever met. He wore bright gold sunglasses to assembly on the first day. 


I mean . . .


And he didn’t seem to know what he was doing when we got to the 


classroom. He made all the boys sit on one side of the room and all 


the girls on the other. ‘I assume you all hate each other at this age,’ 



he said.


I am not sure why he thought that. And it meant I was miles away from 


Emma, who was one of my best friends.


My dad loved Mr Phelan to start with. He said he was good at making 


decisions. That he was a ‘quick thinker’ and just what the school 


needed. He even called him Decisive Derek after he put me in the top 


maths group on the first day of term.
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His name wasn’t Derek. It was Eric. But details like that didn’t seem to 


concern my dad too much. Anyway . . .


All was going well for a while. I got on to the football team. It was 


before we’d even played, which was a bit odd, but I was happy. 


‘Decisive Derek can see your potential,’ said my dad, ignoring the fact 


that Mr Phelan was yet to even see me kick a ball. But then it all went 


sideways.


And Decisive Derek (Eric) fell out of my dad’s good books. In quite 


spectacular fashion. And this is when we realised just how big a 


jumper (no, not that kind of jumper) Mr Phelan was.


He’d decided we should have a class cooking competition. This had 


never happened before. It was a bit daunting because he seemed to 


think we would all be great chefs. But far as I knew, we weren’t. Mark 


had once managed a bean on toast (he dropped the tin and all but 


one bean fell on the floor). And I had managed to almost burn down 


the local bakery in search of a croissant for breakfast (that’s another 


story, though).


But Decisive Derek was pressing ahead with this idea. And it was 


going to be a competition. And everyone was getting increasingly 


worried. 


And then it happened. The day before the cook off, Mr Phelan asked 


us to tell him what we planned to make. But before we had time to 


speak, he piled in with . . .















Don’t tell me. Emma, I know you’ll be thinking of 


some pretty pink cupcakes. And Matthew, I am 


looking forward to tasting your curry.


SORRY. WHAT? CURRY?
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Why on earth would he think I was going to make that? I couldn’t 


understand it. I was going to do a cheese pizza.


And why would he think Emma would make pretty pink cupcakes? 


She hated pink. Her favourite colour was blue; she supported 


Manchester City.


But Mr Phelan had JUMPED . . . as usual . . . 


TO A 


MASSIVE


 CONCLUSION.
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He thought that Emma would be keen on fluffy pink cupcakes 


because she was a girl. 


And he thought that I would be making a curry because my dad was 


from Pakistan and we must eat curry all of the time at home. 


He CLEARLY did not know my dad at all. And when I mentioned all 


this to my dad, Mr Phelan quickly was demoted from being Decisive 


Derek to Doofus Derek. My dad paid him a swift visit and explained, 


with the use of a picture of our Christmas dinner (where my grandad 


was asleep at the table), that IN FACT a roast was his favourite meal.


It went from bad to worse. Rather than apologising for his mistaken 


assumptions on the curry, Mr Phelan asked my dad whether he 


realised that my grandad had died at the dinner table on Christmas day.


shouted my dad. ‘Why would you assume he was dead! Do you think 


we wouldn’t have noticed!’ And he stormed out of the school.


WRONG!


WRONG AGAIN!


HE’S ASLEEP, YOU


 


FOOL
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Things unravelled for Mr Phelan pretty quickly after that. He had no 


idea what he was doing. It turned out that this was one in a long line  



of conclusions he had jumped to:


The top maths groups – he had put me in there because he 



thought my head was big! He hadn’t taught maths before, 


apparently, but had assumed that you’d need a big brain to 


be good at it, and big brains would mean a big head. My head 


wasn’t even that big; I just had a lot of hair (yes, I know I have 


none now), but he hadn’t accounted for that.


The football team – he had picked it based on SHOE SIZE. He 



assumed that massive feet meant more goals. Which it doesn’t, 



by the way; Cristiano Ronaldo has small feet and he’s not bad.


The whole ‘career’ in teaching thing – it was a new career for 



him. He used to organise parties in Spain (which explained 


the car and the sunglasses) and thought that teaching would 


be basically the same thing. You know . . . crowds of people to 


organise and long summer holidays. It turned out to be really 


quite different.


Mr Phelan lasted until half term. He headed off on a one-way ticket to 


Barcelona and back to his party planning.


You are probably wondering where on earth all this is going. You might 


be thinking this is totally irrelevant to the book you thought you were 


reading.
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BUT . . . let’s not jump to conclusions (see what I did there?) because 


in fact, Mr Phelan’s behaviour and way of thinking tells us quite a bit 


about how we make decisions and how easy it is to form opinions that 


are not quite right.
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