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‘Joy on a stick’


Louie Stowell


‘So funny, you’ll explode with laughter’


Sam Copeland


‘I defy you not to love Scarlett Fife – she’ll get under your skin like a big pile of elephant poo exploding in your heart (you have to read it for that to make sense, sorry). Heartfelt, puntacular, riotous fun!’


Ross Montgomery


‘Maz is one of the best comedy writers out there and Scarlett Fife will have you exploding with BIG FEELINGS of laughter. It’s a brilliant blend of humour and how to cope with emotions and I absolutely loved it!’


Lisa Thompson


‘Things just got


explosively funny’


M.G. Leonard
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MAZ EVANS is one of the funniest authors writing today.


She visits hundreds of schools, libraries and festivals across the world each year to talk about her books.


Her bestselling debut novel Who Let the Gods Out? has received over 20 award shortlistings, and sold in countries all over the world. Maz has been an award-winning songwriter, TV journalist and scriptwriter. As an author, she has won the hearts of thousands of children. As a nuclear physicist, she has been completely rubbish.
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CHRIS JEVONS loved drawing from an early age, inspired by Saturday morning cartoons and Disney animated features.


Chris worked as graphic designer and a 2D animator before pursing his career in children’s publishing. He has illustrated more than 50 books worldwide.
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www.hachettechildrens.co.uk












Also by
Maz Evans:


Who Let the Gods Out?


Simply the Quest


Beyond the Odyssey


Against all Gods


Vi Spy: Licence to Chill


Vi Spy: Never Say Whatever Again


Vi Spy: The Girl with the Golden Gran


And look out for more books about Scarlett Fife:


The EXPLODING Life of Scarlett Fife


The WOBBLY Life of Scarlett Fife









For


Ashley Booth


Steph Elliott


Scott Evans


Christopher Harrison


Ian Hunt


And all the incredible educators who have shared their BIG FEELINGS about my books.


I am so grateful, I could explode.


Love and thanks to you all.


And in loving memory of Audrey Andrews (or as I knew her)


Grandma


xxx
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Chapter 1 × 1


I am not going to cry.


Here is a graph of all the reasons I don’t like crying:
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(By the way, why do people cry when they’re happy? You don’t laugh when you’re sad or scream when you’re embarrassed. Don’t be so greedy, crying, you only get one BIG FEELING.)


I don’t cry.


I don’t like crying.


I don’t want to cry.


I’m not going to cry.


There have been lots of reasons I could have cried lately, but I haven’t. Because I am Scarlett Fife. And Scarlett Fife (that’s me, by the way) Does. Not. Cry. In fact, there are so many things I haven’t cried about, I’m going to make a list:




Things I Haven’t Cried About





1) Miss Hugg ISN’T coming back to my school, St Lidwina’s


This is properly rubbish news. Miss Hugg is the BEST teacher ever. She once told us that she became a teacher because she really likes children, so I have no idea why she’s decided to leave us and stay at home with her new baby all day. This means we have Ms Pitt-Bull ‘permanently’ (which means until Year 6), which isn’t so bad as I like her now, but it’s a bit like when you order chocolate ice cream for pudding in a restaurant and all they have is vanilla. It’s still ice cream. It’s just not the one you really wanted.


2) William U IS coming back to my school, St Lidwina’s!!!


Now, this one I have lots of BIG FEELINGS about. William U left St Lidwina’s to go to his private school, but now he’s not being very private at all and he’s coming back! And his old school didn’t teach him to be any less of a pain either – he’s still SUPER annoying. William U’s mum is back as well. She used to be our teaching assistant, but Ms Pitt-Bull let out BIG FEELINGS about that to whoever was head teacher that day. So now William U’s mum is not our teaching assistant, which is the only good thing. But she IS a playground supervisor, so we still have to see her every day, and she can still see What’s Upsetting William (which is everything, by the way, because William U is a pain in the rear end. Which is the same as ‘bum’, but I’m trying to use Polite Olden Days words, instead of fart, wee, poo and stuff).


3) Leaving my old house


Six weeks ago, we moved to our new house in Lady Tottington-Snoot’s garden because Jakub has started his rubbish new job (see below). The new house is great, but saying goodbye to my old house made me very sad. I said goodbye to every room and every window and every door and every flower in the garden. Then Mum said I had to stop saying goodbye to everything because the new people wanted to get inside their new home. But even though I was very sad because it’s the only home I’ve ever known except for Dad’s house, Aunty Rosa and Aunty Amara’s house and Granny’s house, I DID NOT CRY!!


4) Jakub’s rubbish new job (I told you)


I was very happy when Jakub got his dream job working for Lady Tottington-Snoot as her groundskeeper. But I’m not happy now. Jakub has to work all day and lots of the weekend and we can’t do ANY of the fun stuff we used to do. Mum says it’s really great that he’s In A Good Place, but I’d rather be In A Better Place like Wet and Wacky at the swimming pool on Saturdays. (By the way, my mum is now SUPER ENORMOUS with two babies in her tummy and she can hardly walk, let alone take me to Wet and Wacky. I think if she tried to go down the waterslides now, she’d get stuck and they’d have to rescue her, just like they did William D’s dad when his swimming trunks went down the chute without him and he had to hold himself inside the Blue Lagoon because he didn’t want everyone to see his rear end.)


5) Maisie


Until today, this was the actual worst one. Maisie, my School BFF might be moving away (her, me and Polly decided that Maisie was going to be my School BFF and Polly was going to be my Home BFF, by the way, because that’s the best way to organise it all now Polly’s mum Rita has moved in with my dad). Maisie’s foster family is moving to Australia and Maisie can’t go with them. I’m very glad she’s not going to Australia, because it’s a whole day away and then she’d be on Wednesday when I’m only on Tuesday and we’d never be on the same day. But she will have to go to a new foster family – and they might not live near here, which means Maisie would have to move house AND school. If I was the sort of person who cried, this would be the sort of thing I’d cry about. But I’m not.


So you see? Even with ALL those reasons to cry, I didn’t.


So I’m not going to cry today.


Even though when I came down for breakfast this morning, my mum and Aunty Rosa and Aunty Amara and Jakub were all crying.


Even though they told me that my granny was taken to hospital last night.


Even though my granny had to be put to sleep to have an operation to fix her heart.


Even though my granny never woke up.


Even though I’m never going to see my granny again.


I.


Am.


NOT.


Going.


To.


Cry.
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Chapter 2 – 2 + 2


The reason I like numbers at least fifty-two times more than I like words is because numbers always do the right thing, but words don’t. What’s the word for something that catches fire really easily?


Flammable.


So ‘inflammable’ should mean the opposite – something that doesn’t catch fire easily, right? (‘Right’, by the way, is a word that can mean 1) not wrong, 2) not left, 3) something that means you can do something and 4) ‘look how right I am about the silly words flammable and inflammable’.)


Wrong!


(That just means ‘wrong’, to be fair.)


Inflammable means something that catches fire really easily! This makes literally, actually NO sense at all! All the other ‘in-’ words are an opposite – inconsiderate, indecisive, intelligent (that one isn’t an opposite, by the way, but Granny always said that ‘the exception proves the rule’, just like when she said she wasn’t going to drink ANY wine in January, except when it was a Thursday and she wanted to). I call silly words that make no sense Unwords, because they are silly and make no sense.


Another silly Unword is the word ‘wake’. Wake usually means something you do every morning after you’ve been asleep.


So it’s a really silly Unword for a party for someone who won’t wake up tomorrow, or any other morning ever.


Today it’s Granny’s wake. The grown-ups have been to her funeral at the church, but I didn’t go because they said it would be too upsetting for me. This made no sense, because I’m very upset already. But Rita offered to take me, Maisie and Polly bowling instead and I did slightly prefer being upset with a hot dog, blue slushy and two pounds to play on the arcade machines.


Now we are all at Granny’s house and everyone is in her garden as it’s a nice sunny day. I’m glad about that – Granny hated the rain and she loved gardening, so this is the best place to be. Although it would be so much better if she was here digging in the dirt and complaining about ‘all these blasted weeds’.


I am NOT going to cry.


Crying is a BIG FEELING that I don’t like. I keep feeling The Crying trying to come out of my throat, but I won’t let it.


I look over at Rita, Polly, Aunty Amara and Maisie doing cartwheels on the grass. It looks super fun, but I didn’t want to join in because it doesn’t feel right having fun at my granny’s wake, when my granny won’t ever wake up or have any fun ever again. Rita and Polly are both really good at cartwheels (Polly does gymnastics on Wednesdays, by the way, and she can do all kinds of stuff AND she gets to wear a blue leotard with stars on it. I tried it, but I Found Gymnastics a Challenge and was only really good at wearing the leotard, so I just kept that and didn’t do the cartwheels any more). But Aunty Amara and Maisie aren’t very good at cartwheels, so they are lying on the floor laughing so hard, they’re breathing funny. Aunty Amara pulls Maisie in for a giant hug. I haven’t told my family about Maisie going yet, because I’m hoping that if I don’t tell them it won’t come true.


I pick up a jam sandwich. Because everyone is too sad to cook, we have something called Caterers, who have done all the cooking and made lots of yummy cakes and sandwiches – I’m definitely going to get them to come and do all my cooking when I’m sad because they’re really good. I bet if I put some more jam sandwiches in my throat, The Crying won’t be able to come out. It’s been working really well so far today.
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Mum and Aunty Rosa are sitting at a table while Jakub and Dad take sandwiches round the guests. I’m going to go and sit with them. Jakub says they will need my love and support today as they’ve lost their mum. And they’re also closest to the cakes.


‘… but you must be relieved,’ Mum says to Aunty Rosa as I come up behind them. ‘With all the paperwork done, surely it won’t be long now …’


I stop.


Paperwork?


Paperwork is never a good thing. Grown-ups get grumpy and stressed about paperwork. I learned lots of new Bad Choice Words when Mum and Jakub sold our old house and there was LOADS of paperwork. Maybe Aunty Rosa is moving from her Big Posh House? Maybe she’s moving to an Even Bigger, Posher House? That could be fun …


‘We have our last meeting on Monday,’ sighs Aunty Rosa, picking up her wine. ‘Although even if everything goes according to plan, it could still be weeks before everything is finalised and we can get on with our lives.’


Oh no.


I’ve heard this kind of talking once before.


The last time my family needed paperwork to be ‘finalised’ so we could all ‘get on with our lives’.


The time my mum and dad got divorced.


I’m feeling sicky and panicky and sad all at once. Aunty Rosa and Aunty Amara can’t get divorced – they’re in love. They’re a family. They have a really Big Posh House …


Wait a minute! Aunty Rosa is a lawyer! She does paperwork all the time! She must be talking about her job …


‘Is Amara ready?’ my mum asks. ‘It’ll be a big change for you both.’


‘This was all Amara’s idea,’ says Aunty Rosa. ‘She can’t wait. Tomorrow isn’t soon enough for her.’


Oh. So it’s not Aunty Rosa’s job.


‘And you?’ my mum asks. ‘Are you ready?’


Aunty Rosa tries to smile.


‘I will be,’ she says. ‘When it finally happens. It’s the right thing for us. It’s just hard to think of anything at the moment. Anything apart from …’


‘I know,’ says Mum, quickly putting some cake on top of her crying. ‘Me too.’


Oh no.


I was right.


My aunties are getting a divorce.


Just like Mum and Dad.


I walk quietly backwards and back into the house. I feel The Crying coming up in my throat and I haven’t got any cake to squash it with – so I shut my eyes and swallow really hard instead to push it back inside me. I can’t believe it. Aunty Amara and Aunty Rosa are splitting up. This is the worst wake ever.


I run upstairs to my room at Granny’s house and throw myself on to the bed. Then I get up and take my shoes off (Granny really didn’t like shoes on the bed, by the way), then I throw myself back on it again. I don’t like this. I don’t like any of it. I’ve already lost my granny. I don’t want to lose my Aunty Amara as well.


I bury my head in the pillow and swallow hard and push The Crying down. But it’s not working very well as I’m so sad and I’m worried.


But suddenly there is a knock at the door.


‘Scarlett?’ my mum says. ‘Can I come in?’


I want to say no. But I’m not sure why, because I really want my mum. So I change my mind.


‘Yes,’ I say, and Mum opens the door. She’s been crying a lot. Her cake obviously didn’t work as well as mine. She sits down on the bed next to me. Because she’s very full of babies now, she nearly bounces me off the bed, but I stay there.


‘How are you doing?’ Mum asks.


‘Really rubbish,’ I say, because I am and I don’t see any point lying about it.


Mum laughs a bit and holds me to her.


‘Me too,’ she says in her crying voice. I can feel her snotty tears in my hair. The babies are kicking in her tummy. Maybe she’s crying snotty tears all over them too. She sits up and wipes her eyes.


‘Before Granny had her operation,’ says Mum, pulling open the drawer next to my bed, ‘she wrote letters to us all in case … in case she didn’t wake up.’


Oh! So that’s why this is called a wake? To make sure Granny woke up at least one more time. That makes much more sense. Perhaps it’s not such a silly Unword after all.


Mum sniffs and breathes funny. It’s making me want to cry. I take it back – cake is no good at stopping The Crying.


‘This … this is the one she wrote to you,’ says Mum, reaching into the drawer. ‘I thought you might like it today.’


Mum takes something out of the drawer – it is a small parcel with an envelope stuck to it.


And it’s got my name on it.


In Granny’s handwriting.


I wipe the not-tears from the eyes that weren’t crying and take it from my mum. It’s addressed to me.
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‘Can I open it?’ I ask, which is a bit silly because it’s addressed to me, so it’s really up to me whether I open it or not.


‘Of course,’ says Mum, standing up (which takes a while, by the way, because really she’s standing up for three people so it takes about three times as long). ‘I’ll leave you to enjoy it in peace.’


She kisses my head and waddles out of the door.


I turn the parcel round and gently open a corner of the envelope. But that doesn’t work, so I just rip it open. I check the envelope for money – Dad says you should always check the envelope for money – but all that is inside is a letter on Granny’s posh writing paper. Granny always said she didn’t believe in emails (which was weird, by the way, as she had a computer with loads of them on it, so the proof they existed was right there in her office) and that she much preferred the handwritten word. She also had very strong opinions about the right sort of paper and pens, but I usually stopped listening at that point and asked her for some sweets instead.


But this is some of Granny’s posh writing paper, the stuff that smells of flowers. I smell the letter. It smells just like Granny …


I am NOT going to cry.


I unfold the letter and start to read it. I’ve actually unfolded it upside down, so it doesn’t make much sense, but when I turn it the right way around, this is what it says:




Darling Scarlett,


I hope you are well. I have a job for you to do.


(Although Granny preferred the handwritten word, she didn’t like to use too much of it, by the way.)


I know that everyone will deal with me not being here in their own way. But I also know that it’s important that they do deal with it somehow. I can think of no better person to make sure this happens than you.


I want you to make a Memory Book out of the enclosed parcel. I want you to go around our family and get a special memory from them – it can be a picture or a story or whatever they want – and I want you to stick all the memories in this book. I think it will help everyone. And it makes me happy to think of this book full of happy memories of me.


You’re going to be fine. Always remember, my lovely girl, there is nothing wrong with your BIG FEELINGS. They are merely a wonderful product of your Big Heart.


Now, chop chop (Granny always said this, by the way) – you have a job to do.


I love you, Scarlett.


Love,


Granny





I open the parcel and a small gold book with black pages falls out of it. It’s really pretty. And very practical. Just like my granny.


I can hear laughing in the garden below and go and stand by the window. Jakub is saying something about Granny that is making Mum and my aunties laugh. Dad is hugging Rita and Polly, and Maisie is sitting on Aunty Rosa’s lap being tickled. This would make a nice memory.


I look at the book in my hand. A Memory Book. That’s a really good idea. Granny always had the best ideas. And she was the only grown-up who knew about my BIG FEELINGS. And she always knew what to do when I didn’t.


I feel The Crying come up my throat, but I am NOT going to cry. It’s coming up really fast, so I swallow as hard as I can so it can’t come out. I look out of the window to think about something else – but instead of the nice sunshiny day, there’s now a massive black storm cloud filling the sky. Where did that come from? But I don’t have time to worry about the rain as The Crying is still trying to come out and so I close my eyes and push the tears back down and I’m not sure if I can stop them because they’re really strong and—


KER-BOOM!


A huge clap of thunder suddenly rings out across the garden. I open my eyes and look down at the wake. The storm cloud is pouring with rain and everyone’s having to run inside before they get wet – everyone except for Aunty Amara and Maisie and Polly, who are dancing in the rain. I hope that someone remembers to bring the cakes and sandwiches – the Caterers will be sad if all their lovely food gets spoiled. And I really want another jam sandwich.


That was weird, though. I don’t understand. Just a moment ago it was warm and sunny and then out of nowhere this big storm cloud comes and rains on everyone …


Uh-oh.


I know what’s going on.


My BIG FEELINGS.


It’s happening again.


I’m making weird stuff happen.


And this time I don’t have my granny to help me.
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