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For Arf


Who stops my Worry Wobbles.


But can make wobbly very fun.


Love ya, bestie
xxx
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Chapter 1 x 1





Families are a bit like polygons (‘polygons’, by the way, is a posh word for ‘shapes’. I learned that in Year 4 and made my old teacher Mrs Funn snort her tea when I said that Mr Bitt’s new haircut was ‘an interesting polygon’). Polygons (and families) can be lots of different shapes.


You can have a family that has three parents and one child, like mine, which is like a square:
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You can have a family that has two parents and one child, like my worst enemy in the whole world, William U’s, which is like a triangle:
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(William U has left my school, St Lidwina’s, which is THE BEST NEWS EVER! William U’s mum decided after Christmas that What Upset William was our school and everyone in it, so she moved him to a private school. A private school, by the way, is one that you pay for. It’s not private like the staff room is private and children aren’t allowed in, which makes sense, because it would be a shame if children weren’t allowed inside their own school after they’d paid all that money.)


Sometimes you can even have a family that has two parents and fourteen children, like my Granny Nancy’s family, who came from Wales, which is like a hexadecagon (Ms Pitt-Bull told me that, by the way, when I asked what a sixteen-sided polygon is called, which is why she’s my teacher and I’m on The Purple Table for Maths).
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(Granny’s family came from Wales the country, by the way, not whales that live in the sea. That makes sense, but I used to hope I was part whale so I’d be able to swim without goggles one day.)


But families aren’t exactly like polygons, because polygons don’t change their shape and families change shape all the time.


Families can change shape for good reasons, like my BFF Maisie’s foster family, which sometimes welcomes new children and sometimes gives children to their Forever Families. Maisie is still waiting to find her Forever Family, but her foster family has been lots of different polygons:
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Then they can change for sad reasons, like my not-friend-not-enemy Polly’s family; her daddy died two years ago. There aren’t any two-sided polygons, but I think families with one parent and one child (or two grown-ups, like my Aunty Rosa and Aunty Amara) are like a circle:


1) because I can see their arms joined together like a hug


and


2) because I can’t think of any other shapes that work
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Then sometimes families change shape for reasons you’re not sad about, but you’re not happy about either.


My dad’s girlfriend is Rita. Rita is Polly’s mum. My dad really likes Rita. They’ve been going out for three months now (which is quite a long time for my dad, by the way) and Dad keeps trying to join Polly’s circle to my square.


I don’t know what polygon that would make. But I know I have BIG FEELINGS about it (like when Dad invited Rita and Polly on our special ‘just us’ trip to the ice-cream parlour and my quintuple choco-marshmallow sundae blew up, because sometimes stuff explodes when I get angry BIG FEELINGS, by the way.


I don’t want to join Polly’s circle to my square. I like my square how it is. I still don’t know how I feel about Polly. But I do know this:


I don’t want Polly in my polygon.


I just want Polly gone.
















Chapter 3 - 1





Tonight we are having a Family Dinner. This isn’t unusual – every few weeks we all get together at Aunty Rosa and Aunty Amara’s Big Posh House or a Restaurant With Colouring and spend Quality Time Together, which means that all the grownups stop spending time on their phones in different places and instead spend time on their phones in the same place.


But what is unusual is that tonight we are having a Family Dinner at my house. And what’s even unusualler is that my mum is cooking it. And what is the most unusuallest thing of all is that we’re all looking forward to it because MY MUM HAS LEARNED TO COOK!


It’s amazing! For the past few weeks she’s been making all this actually yummy food that actually tastes like it’s actually supposed to! It’s bad timing though, because Mum is on some weird diet and she never wants to eat anything – everything makes her feel ‘A Bit Queasy’ (which means she needs to puke, by the way, but Granny says it’s more polite to say ‘A Bit Queasy’, just like she says ‘Passing Wind’ when she means farting, or ‘Backside’ when she means bum, because that’s what they said in the olden days. Granny also has Polite Olden Days ways for saying wee and poo, so she talks about ‘Spending a Penny’ and ‘Having a Number Two’ which I think sounds like she’s ordering a really cheap takeaway).


‘Isn’t it funny?’ I say as Granny and I sit down for the delicious-smelling Actual Roast Chicken Mum is making. ‘Now Mum feels sick when she eats her food, when before we all felt sick when—’


Granny smiles and puts her hand over mine, which is her Polite Olden Days way of saying ‘Be Quiet Now’.


‘What?’ says Mum, looking like she’s going to cry. She looks like she’s going to cry a lot at the moment – and for once I know it’s not her cooking that’s the problem. ‘What? What have I done?’


‘Nothing, darling,’ says Granny, smiling at Mum and holding my hand quite formidably (my granny is really formidable, by the way, which means that everyone does what she says). ‘Smells wonderful.’


‘Hi, Nancy,’ says Jakub, coming in from the garden. ‘I didn’t hear you arrive. I was just clearing out the compost heap.’


Jakub is at home a lot at the moment because he’s still looking for a job. After Nasty Gary gave him the wrong sort of sack from his cleaning job, Jakub has been trying to find a new one. But until he gets one, he is also working really hard at our garden, which he loves, and it’s looking really pretty. Mum says Jakub has Green Fingers, which is weird because they’re usually brown from all the mud.


‘Look at the state of my floor!’ says Mum, looking like she’s going to cry again at the one muddy footprint Jakub has left by the back door. ‘It’s TOTALLY RUINED!’
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Jakub gives Mum a big hug.


‘I’ll clean it up, Emi,’ he says, giving her a kiss. ‘That chicken smells delicious.’


‘Well, it won’t be delicious for long,’ Mum sniffs. ‘If Rosa and Amara don’t get here soon, it’ll be TOTALLY RUINED!’ (Mum thinks lots of things get TOTALLY RUINED, by the way. The hall carpet was TOTALLY RUINED when I wore my wet wellies one step off the doormat. Her new dress was TOTALLY RUINED when she spilt a drink on it, even though the drink was water. And her whole life was TOTALLY RUINED when we ran out of kitchen roll, which she needed to clean the hall carpet and her new dress.)


‘Sorry we’re late!’ shouts Aunty Rosa, bursting through the door, with Aunty Amara floating in behind her. ‘Got held up at work.’


Aunty Rosa grins at Aunty Amara.


‘We have something to tell you.’ She smiles. ‘We are—’


‘Well, I have something to tell you too,’ says Mum, interrupting her little sister. ‘But it’ll have to wait. Because this roast chicken will be TOTALLY RUINED if we don’t eat it now.’


‘It’s so lovely of you to cook, Emi,’ says Aunty Amara, giving Mum a big hug and some flowers. ‘Thank you so much for having us.’


Mum takes the flowers. And then she starts actually crying.


‘This … you … you’re so … they’re so … I’m so …’ Mum sniffs, snotting over her flowers, which will actually be TOTALLY RUINED if she gets bogeys all over them (Granny doesn’t have a Polite Olden Days way of saying ‘bogey’, by the way. I don’t think they’d been invented when she was younger.)


‘So what’s your big news?’ Jakub asks Aunty Rosa as he pours the grown-ups a glass of wine.


‘Well,’ says Aunty Rosa, ‘I found out today that—’


Suddenly there’s a big crash at the other end of the room. We all spin around to look – Granny is face-down on the floor. Seeing her there makes me feel A Bit Queasy – is she hurt?


But Granny is never hurt. She is formidable.


‘Stop fussing,’ says Granny formidably as Jakub helps her into a chair. ‘I just tripped over, nothing to panic about.’


I look over to where Granny fell over. There’s nothing to trip over. Maybe ‘tripping over’ is a Polite Olden Days way of saying something else.


‘Now,’ says Granny, taking a sip of her wine. ‘What’s this big announcement?’


‘OK,’ says Aunty Rosa, looking over at Aunty Amara. ‘So I’ve been talking to my boss and—’


‘Oh no,’ says Mum, suddenly looking really pale. ‘I think I’m going to …’


She runs out of the kitchen before she can be A Bit Queasy all over the floor.


Aunty Rosa sighs and looks at Granny.


‘You sure you’re OK, Mum?’ she says seriously.


‘I’m absolutely tickety-boo,’ says Granny, which is another Polite Olden Days way of saying ‘Be Quiet Now’. ‘So how are you, Scarlett? How’s school?’


‘It’s OK,’ I shrug. ‘We’ve got a new head teacher starting this week.’


‘Another one?’ says Granny. ‘What happened to Miss Pelling? She’s only been there five minutes.’


‘Miss Pelling went to a conference about The Importance of Stable Leadership,’ I explain.


‘What happened?’ asks Aunty Amara.


‘Dunno,’ I shrug. ‘She never came back.’


‘So who’s your new Head?’ Aunty Rosa asks, filling Granny’s glass with not as much wine as Granny wants.


‘He’s called Mr Calling,’ I tell her. ‘He’s going to make St Lidwina’s a Centre of Excellence.’


‘Good,’ says Granny, drinking her wine. ‘Children should strive to be the best.’


‘But children also need to learn about themselves, about each other, about the environment,’ sings Aunty Amara, dancing on the spot. ‘Those are excellent too.’


‘Not if you’re trying to get a job,’ huffs Granny, who went to school in The Olden Days when they made you get a job when you were about eleven.


‘But what is “best”?’ says Aunty Amara. ‘Maybe you’re the best at being a good friend? Maybe you’re the best at trying hard? Maybe—’


‘This is such an interesting conversation,’ I say, because I’m totally bored and need to say something.


‘Sorry, everyone,’ Mum apologises, walking in with a tissue in one hand and Jakub in the other. ‘But we’ve got some news …’


‘So have we,’ interrupts Aunty Rosa, rushing back to the table before Mum can get there. ‘As I was just about to say before you ran off—’
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‘Now now, girls,’ sighs Granny, putting a hand to her head. Jakub moves her wine away. ‘Let’s not quarrel.’


(That means ‘fight’ in Polite Olden Days.)


‘I was here first,’ Aunty Rosa says.


‘No, you weren’t – I live here!’ snaps Mum.


‘Why don’t we all try to guess the good news!’ grins Aunty Amara. ‘We could make it a game with riddles and songs …’


‘Will you just let me speak!’ shouts Aunty Rosa.


‘Will you just be quiet and listen!’ shouts Mum.


‘WILL YOU SIT DOWN AND BE QUIET BECAUSE THERE’S PLENTY OF TIME TO HEAR FROM BOTH OF YOU!’ shouts Granny, standing up and banging on the table.


Now, that was formidable.


Both Aunty Rosa and Mum sit down quickly.


‘Right,’ says Granny. ‘As you are both behaving like children – sorry, Scarlett – then I will treat you like children. If you can’t take turns, then no one gets to go first.’


‘But—’ Mum starts.


‘Emmeline!’ Granny warns. She used Mum’s big name. Mum’s in big trouble. Aunty Rosa knows it and sticks out her tongue.


‘Rosa!’ Granny warns again, and Mum folds her arms happily.


‘Now,’ says Granny. ‘Why don’t you both tell us your news at the same time? That way no one is first and we can celebrate both pieces of news at once.’


Mum and Aunty Rosa both sulk, but they don’t disagree. Granny is so awesome.


‘Right … on the count of three,’ Granny begins. ‘One … two … three …’


‘We’re moving to New York!’ Aunty Rosa shouts.


‘We’re having a baby!’ Mum shouts louder.


‘What … wait … what?’ I burble. Suddenly a strange wobbly sensation starts up in my tummy. It’s sort of tickly and sicky all at the same time. I think it’s another BIG FEELING. A worried BIG FEELING. And I don’t like it at all.


‘You’re moving to New York? In America?’ says Granny, looking confused and happy and sad all at the same time. ‘But … why?’


‘I’ve been offered a promotion in our New York office,’ smiles Aunty Rosa. ‘It’s a great opportunity.’


‘And we want a big adventure,’ says Aunty Amara. ‘And what better adventure than a new life in a new country?’


‘Wait a minute,’ I say. ‘So … Aunty Rosa and Aunty Amara are moving to America? But that’s … that’s ages away. And Mum’s doing what …?’


Mum looks at me with a big, teary smile. Jakub comes up behind her and rubs her tummy.


‘Scarlett.’ Jakub smiles at me. ‘You’re going to be a big sister.’


The Big Wobbly Feeling grows bigger in my tummy. This is all very worrying. A baby? But … that changes our polygon. With a baby, we’re … we’re going to be a … pentagon. I don’t want to be a pentagon. I want to be a square. I like my square. Why is everyone trying to change my family’s shape?


My Worry Wobbles are getting stronger. But everyone’s looking at me like they want me to be really happy. I don’t want to make my family sad. But my aunties all the way across the ocean in New York? And a pentagon baby …?


I force out a smile as the Worry Wobbles work their way up my body. Maybe the smile will let them out.


A strange movement catches the corner of my eye. It’s Mum’s roast chicken. It’s starting to wobble, like it’s trying to belly dance (a bit like my dad did last week in his kitchen and Rita laughed so hard she choked on a salt and vinegar crisp).


‘Are you OK, Scarlett?’ Mum asks, looking like she’s going to cry again.


I think about what to say. I’m not feeling OK at all. But I don’t want to upset Mum. I look over at Granny. What would she say?


‘I’m absolutely tickety-boo,’ I answer, trying to keep the smile on my face as I watch the belly-dancing chicken. I think about the new baby and losing Aunty Rosa and Aunty Amara and how much I really need to Pass Wind right now and the Worry Wobbles get bigger and the chicken is belly-dancing all along the kitchen counter now, any minute now it’s going to go …
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PLLLLLLLLLOPPPPPPPPPP!


The wobbly chicken wobbles off the side and on to the kitchen floor, making a noise like it just Passed Wind and did a Number Two all at the same time.


My Worry Wobbles stop as I stand there in shock, looking at the splatted chicken all over the floor.


Oh no.


Is it happening again? My angry BIG FEELINGS make things explode. Do my worried BIG FEELINGS make things wobble? No. It must just be a coincidence. There’s absolutely nothing wrong with—


‘MY CHICKEN!’ says Mum, running to the chicken on the floor. ‘It’s TOTALLY …’


She kneels down to tidy it up. But before she can finish, she immediately gets A Bit Queasy and runs out of the room again.


Aunty Rosa goes over to the splatted chicken and picks it up. She wipes off a leg and chews on it.


‘It still tastes better than her old cooking,’ she whispers with a wink.
















Chapter 9 ÷ 3





‘But it’ll be fun to have a baby brother or sister,’ Maisie says. ‘Just think – a whole new person to love.’


Hmmmm.


It’s science time in Rainbow Class and we’re doing an experiment to see what makes an egg float. Ms Pitt-Bull says school is to prepare us for life, but when I asked her when in our lives we’re going to need to make an egg float, she told me to be quiet and concentrate on my work. And I need Maisie’s red-glasses perspective on this new baby. (Maisie wears red glasses, by the way, and I think they help her to see things in a clever way. And they’re just really cool.)


‘Maybe,’ I say, poking my egg with a spoon. ‘But Mum and Jakub could have asked me first.’


‘I’ve got two little brothers and they’re both rubbish,’ says Vashti, whose egg is sinking. ‘They break all my toys and they’re always snotty.’


‘My little sister sleeps in my bedroom and she always farts,’ says Millie.


I feel a Worry Wobble in my tummy. I hadn’t thought about that. Where is this baby going to sleep? Mum and Jakub have a bedroom and I have a bedroom. We don’t have any more bedrooms. Maybe the baby is going to sleep in my bedroom?! I don’t want a snotty, farty baby in my bedroom!


‘When the stork brought my baby brother Thomas, I got loads of presents,’ says William D. ‘I asked if the stork could take Thomas and the set of encyclopaedias my Uncle Stan gave me back and leave the other presents behind, but my mum said we had to keep them all.’


The Worry Wobbles stop. Presents? Presents are good. But I can still get presents at birthdays and Christmas without having a snotty, farty baby in my room.


‘Storks don’t bring babies,’ says Polly, butting in on our conversation (Polly always butts in, by the way. I think it’s because her mum drives an ambulance). ‘Parents make them.’


Polly thinks that just because her mum drives an ambulance, she knows everything about the human body.


‘How?’ Maisie asks. ‘How do parents make a baby?’


Maisie always asks good questions. I hadn’t thought about that either. How did the baby get in Mum’s tummy in the first place?


‘When two people love each other very much,’ Darcy says, ‘they wish on a magic star and they get a baby. My dad told me.’


‘No, they don’t,’ says Roshin, whose egg is floating (Roshin is really good at science, by the way). ‘Babies aren’t magic. They are biological. You get them by sharing your toothbrush.’


‘That’s rubbish,’ says Felix. ‘My dads made me with my Aunty Becky, so I know all about how babies are made. You need an egg and a seed. You mix them together and you get a baby.’
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