
[image: cover]


 


[image: images]



www.hodderchildrens.co.uk





 


[image: images]



 




On Saturday morning, we are all in the kitchen as normal, eating breakfast. My dad walks in with a sledgehammer, takes a swing, and knocks a big hole in the wall.

We all jump a mile.

Jellico, our crazy dog, barks wildly as clouds of dust rise into the air. We stare open-mouthed into next door’s kitchen.

Uh-oh! WORRY ALERT!

‘What did you do that for?’ asks Mum.
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‘Because I wanted to,’ says Dad, and grins at us all.

This is not normal behaviour for my dad. Or anyone else for that matter.

My brother Dontie’s face lights up. ‘Can I have a go?’

‘No!’ Mum and Dad say together and his face falls.

‘You did!’

‘I know,’ says Dad, looking a bit sheepish. ‘I couldn’t resist it. But if you have a go everyone else will want one as well and the house will come crashing down around us.’

 

HUGE WORRY ALERT!

 

‘It’s not fair!’ says my sister V, which is something she says a lot.

But I don’t want a turn, and neither does my little brother Stanley, nor my little sister Anika, who has jumped off her seat and is clinging onto Stanley for safety. Our baby brother Will couldn’t have a turn even if he wanted to because he’s too little.

‘What will Mr and Mrs Tidy say?’ asks Stanley. We peer through the hole looking for angry neighbours but there’s no sign of them.

Mr and Mrs Tidy get cross if our ball lands in their garden. They say it makes holes in their lawn. I think they will be very cross indeed now my dad has made a hole in their house.

‘They won’t say anything,’ says Mum and I can’t believe what she does next.

‘Here,’ she says with a gleam in her eye. ‘Swapsies!’ She dumps Will into Dad’s arms and picks up the sledgehammer. ‘Stand back kids,’ she orders and swings it high over her head, bringing it crashing down against the wall.

The hole is bigger now. Bits of brick and cupboards land on Mr and Mrs Tidy’s nice clean floor. What will they say?

 

HUMUNGOUS WORRY ALERT!

 

My parents have gone totally bonkers.
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Mum and Dad are rolling about on the floor, laughing hysterically.

‘You should see your faces!’ splutters Mum. Tears are pouring down her cheeks.

‘It’s sooooo funny,’ says Dad, clutching his tummy.

We stare at them in disbelief. Someone’s got to take charge in this family.

‘No, it’s not,’ I stand over them with my hands on my hips like Mrs Dunnet, our headteacher. ‘It’s not funny for Mr and Mrs Tidy!’

My parents are acting worse than naughty boys in the playground. They are behaving like yobs (yob is ‘boy’ spelt backwards, by the way).

I have never seen them like this before.

V joins forces with me and puts her hands on her hips too. ‘What do you think Grandma and Granddad would say if they saw you behaving like this?’ she scolds. But Mum and Dad just shriek louder.

‘We are very disappointed in both of you!’ I say sternly and at last they come to their senses and get to their feet.

Mum scrubs at her face with a hanky. ‘Sorry, Mattie!’ she mumbles.

‘Sorry everyone!’ echoes Dad. But his voice is high and squeaky like he’s still trying not to laugh and Mum’s shoulders start shaking again.

‘Stop it this minute!’ I warn them. ‘You’re upsetting the baby!’

This is not true. Will thinks it’s funny. But it does the trick.

I am so proud of myself. I sound like a cross between Mrs Dunnet and Grandma. Mum and Dad take a deep breath and say sorry in their normal voices.

Then Dontie says, ‘Oh, I get it!’ and he starts laughing too. What is wrong with my family today?

‘Get what?’ asks V crossly. She hates to be left out.

‘They’ve gone, haven’t they?’ grins Dontie. Dad nods.

‘Who’s gone?’ asks Stanley, who, like V, Anika and me, is struggling to keep up.

‘Mr and Mrs Tidy. They moved out yesterday when you were at school.’

‘So they don’t live next door anymore?’

‘No, they’ve moved away.’

‘But … that’s still no reason to knock great big holes in their house.’ V is really puzzled. I’m not surprised. When V tore up Stanley’s prize book my parents were very cross with her. But now they’re tearing down someone else’s kitchen wall.

‘Of course it isn’t,’ says Mum. ‘But it’s ours now. Remember? We said we were going to buy it and knock through, making both houses into one lovely big home for us all to live in. So it won’t be a tight squeeze anymore.’

Oh, now I see! I knew that. I’d just forgotten about it when I saw my parents acting so crazily. Plus, now I come to think about it, I didn’t really understand that knocking through actually meant … knocking through. With a sledgehammer.

‘So … is that what we’ve got to do? Knock down the wall? And then we live in both bits.’ I stare doubtfully through the hole in the wall at the rubble on next door’s floor.

Anika’s face falls. ‘Don’t like it!’ she says, which is exactly what I’m thinking.

‘Don’t worry, darling,’ says Mum – who is sensible again, thank goodness. She sweeps Anika up in her arms and gives her a big kiss. ‘It will be lovely when it’s finished, I promise you.’
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My mum is an optimist. An optimist is someone who always looks on the bright side and hopes for the best. She thinks our new knocked-through house is going to be lovely.

The opposite of an optimist is a pessimist.

I am a pessimist. A pessimist is someone who always expects the worst. I think our new knocked-through house could be a disaster.

Grandma says I’ve got an old head on young shoulders. This makes it sound as if I’ve got grey hair, wrinkles, false teeth and a nine-year-old’s body, which is quite funny if you think about it.

I haven’t, by the way.

She means: I’m a worrier. I don’t like being a worrier but I can’t help it. I was born that way.

Grandma, who has lots of sayings, also says that all the babies in our family arrived with their own personalities. She’s right. I make a list of the personalities we were born with, in the order we were born. I like making lists.

 

1. Dontie: cocky

2. Me: worried

3. V: cross

4. Stanley: responsible

5. Anika: sunny

6. Will: smelly

 

I don’t know what personality Dad was born with so I ask Mum.

‘According to Grandma, he’s perfect,’ she says, so I add it to the list.

 

7. Dad: perfect

 

‘What about you?’ I ask. ‘Were you born perfect, too?’ and she makes a funny, snorty noise in her nose.

‘Definitely not!’

Then I remember that actually, no one knows what Mum was like when she was born because she was brought up in care until she was fostered by Aunty Etna and Uncle Vesuvius.

‘What shall I put then?’ I can feel worry coming on.

Mum does that gentle stroking thing with the side of her finger, down my cheek and around my chin, that makes my tummy go all soft and melty.

‘Whatever you think, Mattie, love.’

So this is what I write down.

 

8. Mum: pretty and fun and kind and loving

 

Though personally I think she’s perfect as well.

Anyway, because I’m a pessimist, I was worried when Dad picked up that sledgehammer and started knocking through into next door to make a bigger house for us all.

This is because, although my dad’s a brilliant sculptor, when he does DIY things have a habit of going wrong.

DIY means Do It Yourself.

Here are some of the things my dad has DIYed that have gone wrong.

 

1. He fixed the broken tiles on the roof but put the ladder through the bedroom window.
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2. He cleaned the chimney and got soot all over the house.

 


3. He put up shelves and they fell down Granddad’s head.
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4. He put a shower in over the bath and the shower head fell off and broke the bath in two.
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5. He tried to fix the toaster and blew all the lights in the house.

 



[image: images]





6. He mended the crack in the toilet seat with extra strong glue and Uncle Vesuvius got stuck on it.
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