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  This is a story about Violet Remy-Robinson.




  Violet lives with her mother, Camille, and her father, Benedict, as well as her cat, Pudding and her cockatoo, the Maharani. Violet is a brilliant at two things – climbing and playing

  poker. She lives in a flat that backs onto a large garden, called a communal garden, because all the people who live near Violet share it. Violet’s special friends who live around the garden

  are Rose, with whom she also goes to school, and Art, who lives with his great aunt, an eccentric lady called Dee Dee Derota.




  Violet is always on the look-out for adventure, and she, together with Rose and Art, have solved two previous mysteries – the theft of a jewel that belonged to Dee Dee, named the Pearl of

  the Orient, and also the kidnapping of the cockatoo who now lives with her, the Maharani. In both of these cases she had a little help from a policeman called PC Green (very little, Violet would

  say, although PC Green may say differently). Now, in this story, Violet and her friends go on an adventure to Italy and Italians love ice cream. So, what better way to introduce you to everyone

  than telling you what their favourite ice-cream flavour is!
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  This book starts with a letter.




  It was a summery Saturday morning at the beginning of July and all was peaceful in the Remy-Robinson household. The sun was flooding through the open sitting room windows, shining down on

  Violet, who was lying on the floor doing her maths homework, with surprisingly little complaint. Her mother, Camille, sat nearby, curled up in a chair, reading a newspaper. The Maharani,

  Violet’s cockatoo, was perched on the back of Camille’s chair (apparently reading the newspaper too) and Pudding the cat was snoozing on the window sill.
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  There was the sound of a gentle plop from the hall as the post fell onto the doormat, and a few moments later, Benedict, Violet’s father, strode in clutching a letter.




  ‘Well, something very exciting has happened,’ he announced and everyone turned to look at him.




  ‘What?’ Violet and her mother asked at the same time.




  ‘Johnny has inherited a boat.’




  Johnny was Violet’s godfather and Benedict’s oldest friend.




  ‘A boat? That is exciting!’ said Violet.




  ‘What sort of boat?’ Camille asked.




  ‘It is a smallish, rather old sailing boat,’ Benedict said. ‘It belonged to Johnny’s Great Uncle Marmaduke. I remember we had a very funny holiday on it when I was about

  thirteen because there were at least eight of us squashed into it!’ He smiled at the thought. ‘It had an Italian name, I think . . . I can’t remember what.’ He paused,

  wracking his brains. ‘Anyway, Johnny has written from Corfu in Greece, where the boat is currently moored. As it’s the start of Violet’s school holiday next week, he’s

  invited us to go on a sailing adventure with him.’
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  Violet gasped. ‘You are, of course, invited, my love,’ Benedict said to Camille, ‘but the boat will be quite basic with no running water, so perhaps . . . an adventure like

  this is not really your thing.’




  ‘I agree,’ Camille said and gave a delicate shiver at the thought of being stuck on a sailing boat for more than an afternoon. ‘But when Violet finishes school we only have two

  weeks before we have to meet Grand-mère in Venice and I have also promised Dee Dee that we will look after Art while she is visiting her sister in the Isle of Wight. I have already booked a

  tutor to give them some extra maths and French lessons.’




  Benedict and Violet’s eyes met and silently she begged him to change her mother’s mind.




  ‘Well, this is just an idea,’ Benedict said carefully. ‘But maybe I could take Art and Violet to Corfu and then we could sail up to meet you and Grand-mère in Venice.

  I’ll make sure we talk a bit of French on the boat and Johnny is brilliant at maths. Think how delighted Grand-mère will be to see Johnny; you know how keen she is on him.’




  Camille looked unsure.




  Violet could contain herself no longer. ‘Oh, please, please, please, please. I’ll be so good, I’ll work so hard, I’ll do anything, just please can we go?’ She

  looked pleadingly at her mother.




  ‘Well, I’ll need to talk to Dee Dee,’ Camille said. ‘She may not be happy about Art going, or he may not want to.’




  Violet didn’t think that was very likely. Art was even keener on adventures than she was.




  ‘And don’t forget Rose is coming to Venice with us so you should ask her too. Otherwise she will have to travel out to Venice on her own with me and Grand-mère.’




  Violet could hardly contain her excitement. ‘Yes, please. It would be such fun if Rose could come too!’




  Camille smiled. ‘Okay, we will talk to Rose and her parents as well. Now, speaking of Venice, Grand-mère rang yesterday to say that La Bellissima is singing at the Opera House while

  we are there and she wanted to know if she should book tickets.’




  ‘Who’s La Bellissima?’ Violet asked.




  ‘She is a very famous Italian opera singer,’ Camille explained. ‘Look, there is a picture of her in the newspaper. She’s holding her pet tortoise.’
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  ‘That’s what Johnny’s boat is called!’ Benedict exclaimed. ‘The Italian word for tortoise. Is it tartufo, tartortu . . . or something like that.’




  ‘Taratuga,’ Violet said. Italian was one of Violet’s many after-school activities.




  ‘Yes! Il Taratuga. Well done, Violet!’




  Violet beamed as she examined the photo of La Bellissima. She was a very glamorous looking lady, who was cuddling up to a tortoise which seemed to be covered in diamonds.




  ‘Doesn’t it hurt the tortoise having all those diamonds stuck on its shell?’ Violet asked.




  ‘Probably,’ Camille answered. ‘But La Bellissima has started a horrible trend and now everyone wants a diamond-encrusted tortoise.’
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  ‘I don’t think that anyone really knows whether it does hurt the tortoises,’ Benedict said. ‘But they were saying on the news that the craze has led to a world shortage

  of tortoises and they are now fetching the most astronomical prices. Apparently people are smuggling them around the world, mostly taking them to Amsterdam where they get stuck full of

  diamonds.’




  ‘Oh, that sounds horrible!’ said Violet. She loved tortoises and would regularly go off into the countryside near where her grandmother lived in France to look for them. You may not

  know this, but tortoises live in the wild all over southern Europe, so you can see them when you are out for a walk, like you would a fox or a rabbit in England.




  ‘Well, anyway’ Camille said. ‘Grand-mère is a huge fan of La Bellissima as a singer and I know she would like to see her perform. So who else would like to

  go?’




  Violet couldn’t imagine anything more dull so she said no thank you.




  ‘Why don’t you go with your mother?’ Benedict suggested quickly, obviously as keen as Violet not to go to the Opera. ‘Johnny and I can go to the casino

  instead.’




  Camille raised an eyebrow. ‘And who will look after the children?’




  ‘Of course, silly me, I meant, Johnny and I can look after the children.’




  ‘Excellent. I’ll tell Grand-mère to buy two tickets. Now, Violet, shall we just nip across the garden and see if Dee Dee and Art, and Rose and her parents are in?’
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  Ten days later, Violet found herself sitting in the back of a taxi with Art, bumping down the white, cobbled streets of Corfu Town towards the port, trying not to listen to her

  father practising his terrible Greek with the taxi driver and fizzing with excitement to get to the boat.




  Of course, when they had gone to see Dee Dee to ask about Art joining the trip, Art had started jumping around with over-excitement at the thought of a voyage on a boat. Dee Dee, who was not the

  strictest of great aunts, had said to Camille: ‘I think we had better let them go, don’t you, darlin’? It sounds so much more fun than extra French and maths.’ So Lavinia,

  Dee Dee’s life-organiser, immediately went and bought some clothes for Art that would be suitable to wear on the boat and, much to Violet’s amusement, Art had arrived at the airport

  with a huge suitcase, wearing a white linen sailor suit and looking very embarrassed.




  ‘Doesn’t he look just edible?’ Dee Dee had exclaimed as Art scowled. And now, in the fierce Greek heat, Art was bright red in the face, his white suit completely crumpled from

  the flight.




  

    [image: ]


  




  Rose, however, was not in the taxi with her two friends. Camille and Violet had been to ask her to come on the trip too as soon as they’d left Dee Dee’s flat, but Rose’s

  response hadn’t been quite the same as Art’s. Poor Rose! Part of her wanted to go, because what could be more fun than an adventure with your two best friends? But the other, larger,

  part of her, couldn’t think of anything worse. Just last year she had been on a cross-channel ferry in bad weather and it had made her horribly sick. The thought of being on a tiny boat for

  over a week, possibly running into storms, big waves and high winds was too much. And what about not being able to have a bath? Would there even be a proper loo? It all sounded very stressful, so

  Rose gabbled that she was sorry but she couldn’t possibly come because she had to go to an incredibly important ballet summer camp before they went to Venice. Which was true. Or, at least,

  partly true; she was doing a couple of extra ballet lessons but they weren’t really important. And, of course, she reassured Camille, she didn’t mind travelling just with her and

  Violet’s grandmother on the train. Trains were nice orderly things, unlike boats, and Rose trusted Camille entirely because she was incredibly organised, very kind and was sure to bring lots

  of delicious food for the journey.

OEBPS/html/docimages/tp.jpg
Marrick Whitehorn

Mluskoated by Becka Moor

This Book BELONGS To






OEBPS/html/docimages/4a.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/10.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/11.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/12.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/13.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/4.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/3.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/6.jpg
OMETH
XCiTing





OEBPS/html/docimages/5.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/8.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/7.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/9.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
\Mnmn’\uvvwm.k G
> =





OEBPS/html/docimages/2.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/1.jpg
\
@:ﬁ L

VENICE
ITALY 2
O a \
T
@EKAHG\A&E

NOT T0 SCALE.

EVERYTHING ELSE

MUCH MUCH FURTHER
AWAY!






