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How to Be Persistent




This is the story of how my wish came true. The wish that I, Summer Holly Love, have been holding close to my heart for all of my life – well, for as long as I can remember, anyway.




It’s also the story of how my older sister, April Lydia Love, nearly wrecked my wish and (almost) made me wish I hadn’t wished it, because of her totally weird and unforgivably embarrassing behaviour. More of that later.


[image: image]


It began when I started YEARNING for my very [image: image] [image: image] to have and to hold for ever and ever, Amen. And believe me, I have prayed that a million thousand times to anyone who I thought might be listening. But for a long time it didn’t seem like anyone was listening [image: image] [image: image]




[image: image]


The funny thing about people not listening to you, I have found, is that they only don’t listen when you’re trying to tell them something important, like how much you are yearning for your very own [image: image] For example, when I used to ask Mum over and over again she never seemed to be listening at all, but always said, ‘Hmm, maybe. Ask me again when I’m not driving around a roundabout/reversing into a blinking tight car-parking space.’


But then whenever I had to tell her things I’d rather not, like, ‘I’m sorry I seem to have got extra homework again,’ she was always on a totally different wavelength altogether and heard me [image: image] [image: image] [image: image] [image: image] [image: image]
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I have to say though, I am now living proof that it really pays off to be PERSISTENT, as Molly Cook, my best friend, would say. (Molly is great at using long words and then explaining them to you so that you can just NONCHALANTLY drop them into conversations to impress people when they are not expecting it.)


So, after being persistent about the puppy for the longest time ever, I got the chance to be even more persistenter when a boy in my class called Frank (who’s OK most of the time as long as you don’t sit next to him towards the end of the week because he only changes his socks on a Monday, and, like, do they start to honk by Wednesday afternoon) said that his Labrador (who has the unfortunate name of Meatball) had had [image: image]




[image: image]


He brought in photos and everything. And were those puppies CUTE or what?


[image: image]


Mr Elgin even let Frank stand up in class and tell us about the puppies being born, and how he’d stayed up all night to watch. And then Frank put on this kind of serious voice you hear on the radio when people are advertising things for sale and said:
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Which was a daft thing to say, as we’d only just had Easter. I even still had a stash of mini eggs left in my secret place under my bed behind my Celebrity Club folder, next to my torch.


At that point Mr Elgin said, ‘Thank you, Frank, that will do. Go back to your place, please.’ So Frank did.


After that I really couldn’t concentrate on any lessons. I was just watching the clock on the wall, which definitely moves a lot slower than the one at home, and thinking that if I thought hard enough the hands would move faster and it would be break time quicker.


It didn’t work, but at last someone rang the bell for break and we all made a beeline for the playground. I normally just go straight into the corner with Molly and we do our Celebrity Club, but today I had to have a Very Important Appointment with Frank to discuss the Puppy Situation. So that’s why I made the beeline.




Frank was kicking a ball around as usual, so when I said, ‘Frank, about those puppies,’ he didn’t hear me. Honestly, sometimes I just think I’m [image: image] So I made my beeline right in front of him and did a bit of nifty footwork and got the ball off him and passed it skilfully to one of his smelly mates.




‘Oi!’ said Frank.


‘Summer, actually,’ I said, and I folded my arms like Mum does when you know she means business.


‘What?’ said Frank. Boys really are the thickest sandwich in the picnic basket sometimes. I tried again.


‘I said, “About those puppies.”’


‘No, you didn’t,’ said Frank. ‘You said, “Summer actually.”’


[image: image]


I raised my eyebrows and sighed in a particularly dramatical manner and said, ‘That’s my name.’


‘What are you on about?’ said Frank.


It was then that I knew I had to use my most Mum-like tone to get his attention. ‘I want to talk to you about your puppies, Frank Gritter.’


‘You’ll have to make an appointment,’ he said importantly and tried to get past me, back to his football-playing mates.


‘I am making an appointment right now,’ I said. This is how to be truly persistent, I thought.


Frank sighed and said, ‘Come round after tea – but my mum says anyone interested has to have Parental Consent.’


I wasn’t sure what Parental Consent was, but I thought that it must be something to do with parents, and that I could probably get anything I wanted now that I was in such a persistent frame of mood.


‘OK,’ I said, and stepped to one side so that Frank could kick a ball around again and make his socks even more sweatier. I made a mental reminder not to stand too close to him at his house that night.
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How to Get Parental Consent




I stared at those clock hands for the rest of the day, which meant I didn’t get much out of the history lesson about the Victorians that we had in the afternoon, but to be totally honest I don’t ever get much out of the history lessons we have about the Victorians. I know that the Victorians had a queen called Queen Victoria, which I always thought was quite clever of them, and I know that they invented penny-farthing bicycles, but frankly what use were they? I don’t know anyone today who has even the slightest use for a penny-farthing bicycle. And even in the Victorian olden times only people with the most UNFEASIBLY long legs must have been able to ride them. So I don’t get much out of the Victorians, personally. Especially when I’m thinking about how to get Parental Consent so that I can at last get my very own [image: image].




[image: image]


Someone in the school did finally decide to ring the bell for the end of the day (one day I will find out who this person is and have a word with them to see if they can ring it earlier, as all this waiting around for the bell to ring is very tiring), so, without waiting for Molly like I normally do, I ran all the way home. And on the way I started practising my very-well-planned conversation that I’d made up in my head during the history lesson. It went something like this:


‘Hello, Mum. That’s a lovely dress you’re wearing. Oh, and your hair is beautiful today. Did you know that my friends think you are the most nicest-looking mum of all the mums?’




At this point Mum would smile and say, ‘How lovely, Summer. And may I say that you are looking most gorgeous today yourself?’


Then I would say, ‘Mum, can I get you anything? Let me make you a cup of tea. You must have had a hard day.’




And I would lead her to a chair and sit her down and fetch some of those lemony biscuits which she loves but which she is always trying not to eat as they are ‘so bad for the figure’. And then I’d make her a cup of tea while chatting in a friendly way about my day at school, which she always wants me to do, but which I never do because I’m always in a hurry to watch Seeing Stars on telly.




I have to say a bit about this show, because it is truly the most inspirationalist of shows I have ever seen on The Box (as Mum likes to call the telly, in that old-fashioned way of hers). It is a show which is a contest for people to become Celebrities, which is of course what my biggest AMBITION is. And because Molly is my best friend, it is her ambition too.


To enter this show it doesn’t even matter what your talent is, you just have to have one. So you could be a brilliant singer, or a top dancer or a mega-magician or even just be really good at telling jokes. Then you get up on stage in front of what is called a Panel of Judges (although why it is called this I have no idea, as they are just people sitting behind a desk, and there is no panelling in sight at all) and you PERFORM.


If the person is very good, the judges are kind and lovely and say wonderful things about how great the performance is. If the person is bad, they say horrible things that I wouldn’t even say to someone like Frank Gritter. They say, ‘That was truly the worst dance I have ever had to sit through. You looked like a sack of potatoes on the back of a lorry driving down a bumpy road, and your dress looks like it’s covered in cat sick,’ or something like that. The person then has to try very hard not to cry because it is embarrassing on telly if you cry. (Unless you are supposed to because you are acting in a dramatical drama of some kind.)


Anyway, once the judges have said who they like best, which is the bit which Molly says is called ‘Delivering the VERDICT’, we, the audience at home, get to vote [image: image] [image: image] [image: image] [image: image] [image: image] Except I never can as Mum says the phone bill would go through the roof if I did. (And how on earth a phone bill is able to rocket through bricks and tiles etc., I do not know. Mum does say weird things.)


Anyway, because I cannot vote, Molly and I decided to set up our own Celebrity Club instead. And we do it after school whenever we can, usually underneath my bed which is one of those ones on a platform where you have a desk under it. Molly and I are going to be famous with our Celebrity Club and we’ll be on telly with our own show just like the people on Seeing Stars. One day.


But unfortunately for me, I was not a famous celebrity on the day in question, which was the day I was trying to get Mum to let me have a puppy. So instead of using my powers of celebrity, I had to use my powers of persuasion to get Mum to listen to me.


To go back to my very-well-planned conversation in my head, after telling Mum what a [image: image] [image: image] she was, the next thing I thought I would say in my friendly chatty manner was:


‘A very interesting thing happened this morning at school, actually, because my charming friend, Frank Gritter, told us that his Labrador has had [image: image] and that we are all most welcome to come and see them after tea at his house. As long as we have Parental Consent.’


And then Mum would answer . . .


‘Summer! What on earth have you got down your shirt?’


Mum had been spying on me running down the road and I had not noticed because my head was full of my very-well-planned conversational ideas. She had come out of the house and stopped me in mid-tracks. I screeched to a halt like people in cartoons do whenever they see a seriously bad Baddie and blurted out:
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