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For my mum, who taught me how to see the good in everyone, and who’s shown her grandchildren the very same.










[image: Chapter One]



Are you sitting up straight?


No? Well…


Are you sitting up straight… now?!


One, two, three – eyes on me!


It’s your own time you’re wasting. I can do this all day!


Well, actually, I can’t, so let’s just start the lesson.


I mean, the STORY!


Because this is the story of how one girl (me) got the best job in the world ever.


So how did I do it? How did I become my dad’s actual boss?


Let’s start in the most magical, wonderful place on Earth. Let’s start in a place where dreams come true, where the sun always shines, where the smells of clean hallways and freshly scrubbed toilets dance across your nose like pure fairy dust.


SCHOOL!


Just like you, I absolutely love school. Can’t get enough of the place.


At school, every day is a lesson. In fact, every lesson is a lesson.
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My name is Joss Pilfrey and I’m in my last year at Twin Pines Primary. Next year I’ll go to Woodhall Secondary School, which I cannot wait for. I’ve already memorized where all the buildings are so that I don’t waste any time getting lost when I could be learning. My new school will be the making of me. All my current teachers are very keen for me to go.


For now, I’m doing my best to get as much out of the time I have left at Twin Pines as possible.


I have been made Star of the Week more times than anyone else. You get made Star of the Week if you get the most gold stars on the Star Chart for star-like behaviour.


I am the person who makes sure all the art stuff is put away properly, so I get a star for that.


I’m always first to get into my gym kit and I’m always last out of the classroom, once I’ve made sure all the windows have been shut properly and the guinea pig has water. A classroom pet is not supposed to be fun – as I always remind everybody – it is merely a way of developing responsibility.


And when a question is asked, or a volunteer is needed, I always, ALWAYS put my hand up.


I also study the teachers very carefully to make sure they are doing everything correctly, and I am quick to point out when they’ve stuffed up. I provide this service absolutely free of charge – although I don’t seem to get many stars for that.


Yes, I feel I am ready to progress to the next level in school and life, which is what I tell my head teacher every lunchtime when I eat my sandwiches in her office and tell her what the other teachers have done wrong.


‘Wouldn’t you rather go and play with all the other kids?’ she asks. But no, I have done this every single day since I started at Twin Pines. It’s a good chance for me to learn what makes my head teacher tick. I am sure she appreciates it. She deserves to have someone paying such great attention to everything she does, because she really does work so hard.


Really she does.


‘You can’t come in,’ she might say when I knock, ‘because I’ve got a lot of work to do.’


Or: ‘Please don’t come to the office this lunchtime, Joss,’ she’ll go, ‘as I really do have a lot of work to be getting on with!’


If I walk in and she’s not at her desk, I check her cupboard, because sometimes she’s working on her phone in there, even if I’ve told her I’m coming!
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Sometimes she’s got to do playground duty, which is even better. Then I stand alongside her, making sure no one’s getting up to any mischief.


‘Join in, Joss!’ she’ll say, but I know she could do with the extra pair of eyes. I like to think of myself as her shadow. I only do this to be helpful and because I’ve got so many important questions for her.


‘Why do you do things this way? Why do you do things that way? Wouldn’t it be better if you did it like the other schools do it?’


But as she points out, I don’t need to sit in her office or follow her about all day, because I’ve got plenty of chances to ask her all this stuff at home. Because Mrs Pilfrey isn’t just my head teacher – she’s also my mum.
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A lot of kids get embarrassed if they put their hand up in school and accidentally call the teacher ‘Mum’. I do too, but only because it makes me look unprofessional. We’re all working towards what we want to be when we grow up. I want to be somebody important like Mum, but my job now is to be a pupil, and it is one I take seriously.


Even at our house, when it is just me and my parents, I always remember I am representing my school. I try to keep my uniform on for as long as possible and then I sleep in pyjamas in school colours (purple and yellow, a lovely combination).


My mum tries to get me to relax. ‘You’re ten,’ she’ll say, looking exasperated. ‘Have some fun!’


But I’ll tell her I had plenty of time for fun when I was a baby. And what exactly did that achieve?


She’s always trying to get to me to join afterschool clubs or hang out with other kids, but I would rather stay at home. The other kids actually want to go to the park and run around but I am not a natural athlete. I am more an athlete of the mind. An Olympian of organization!


Once a week, Mrs Pilfrey (aka Mum) goes out with some of the other teachers to ‘unwind’ and due to the law, I am left with Bob (aka Dad).


Bob is very normal for an adult, but he knows very little about how children work. He works for a company where they make outdoor toys. Hula hoops, skipping ropes, stomp rockets, that sort of thing. I remember when I was little, he would bring things like this home for me. He stopped when he realized I was more into having my own personalised marker pens, but I do remember being happy when he brought back a Swingball. I don’t know where that is any more. Anyway, I should probably try and show more interest in his work. It would be very encouraging for Bob.


Mum wishes I’d stop calling her ‘Mrs Pilfrey’ at home and start calling her ‘Mum’, and Bob thinks me calling him ‘Bob’ is weird and asks why I can’t call him ‘Dad’.


But as I’ve told Bob a million times, I call Mum ‘Mrs Pilfrey’ out of respect, and it would be disrespectful to her if I showed him the same respect. He is less of a ‘senior’ figure in the household, I tell him. It’s not his fault, but Dad’s not quite like Mum. She is a leader, like me. Dad is what you’d call a worker bee. A pencil pusher. He is very competent, but he has not excelled in the way my mum has. But he does his best, and he makes great hot chocolate. I don’t know what his secret is. Maybe I should ask him more questions.


I know the ‘Mrs Pilfrey’ and ‘Bob’ thing is probably confusing though so I’ll just call them Mum and Dad in this to make things easier for you.





Dad leaves for work after we do in the mornings. The company he works for is called Griffin Games. I’m not one hundred per cent sure what he does there but I know he’s got his own desk.


At the door, he kisses Mum on the cheek and wishes her luck with the journey (I always wonder why – it’s just a five-minute drive and a great chance for me to quiz her on what she hopes to achieve for the day), and I shake his hand because otherwise he will ruffle my hair and mess up my ponytail.


We leave for school one hour earlier than everyone else so that we can be first to arrive. Dad says he’d be more than happy to take me in later so that I arrive at the same time as all the other kids.


‘You can join in with whatever they’re doing!’ he says, but that would mean I wouldn’t get to sit in the staffroom, making sure all the other teachers have completed their lesson plans for the day. Mum says to stop doing that, but I don’t think she can be serious.


The other kids in class think I do all this because I have never been made Class Monitor. It is the job I was born to do. If I were Class Monitor, everyone would have to listen to me, and I would try to have ideas that helped everyone get the best out of themselves. In our class, it is Mohammed who has that job right now. He is very popular and always makes jokes when he does the register. I have to keep reminding him that doing the register is a great honour and he should treat it as such. You would think they would let me do it when Mohammed is away, but Mrs Bonney always lets Sarah do it instead – just because ‘she is very shy and this is a great way to boost her confidence!’.
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I sit next to Sarah and try to help her with her confidence because maybe then she won’t have to do the register. She is quite like a fragile little mouse, which can be frustrating. She needs some get-up-and-go. The way I help her with her confidence is to point out what she could do better. Again, totally free of charge.
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I notice Mrs Bonney always spends a little extra time with Sarah, saying encouraging things, and I feel bad because it makes me a bit jealous. Sarah is not a great chatterbox but that’s okay because I always have a lot to say, so I take care of that (when appropriate of course).


I suppose Sarah is the closest I have to a friend, but you would have to ask her. I’m not sure what she’d say. I don’t think I have that many ‘proper’ friends, but that’s okay. Mum sometimes tries to arrange hangouts with different kids for me, but they usually start cancelling after one or two playdates. I think some kids don’t like it that as soon as they get to my house I give them one of two options: a head start on our homework or watching something educational online.


I think if you could call me and Sarah ‘friends’, it is a friendship based on mutual respect and a quiet work ethic.





Our classroom is great. Mrs Bonney is always asking questions or calling out for volunteers. Dad says it’s important to ‘grab every opportunity’ so I always put my hand up. If Sarah ever puts her hand up, it is miles after I do it, like she doesn’t really want to answer. So, I strain and block her from view slightly, ensuring that I get to answer, which is my way of inspiring her further.


There are lots of encouraging posters on the classroom wall and we put our best art up. There’s also our Star Chart (I am ahead on Positivity, Participation and Politeness already this week!). When someone does something outstanding, Mrs Bonney rings her WELL BELL and shouts, ‘You’re doing WELL!’
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To help her encourage us, I come up with new and motivational slogans to pin up above the whiteboard at the start of each day. It’s one of the things I learned from my at-home research on good school techniques. I write things like ‘Work HARDER!’ or ‘Be SILENT!’.


Mrs Bonney takes them down every night without fail, which I think is her way of encouraging me to do new ones every morning to replace them.


Like me, Sarah doesn’t really do much playing at break. We are supposed to get fresh air and eat fruit because it helps us concentrate. I am yet to see the science on this, but I am willing to go along with it for now.


I see Sarah sitting on her own a lot at breaktime. Or she’ll stand at the edge of the playground, watching the other kids jump around. She is definitely a bit of a loner. She wears a big blue duffle coat like Paddington Bear and red gloves and looks over at me sometimes. We both have brown hair and ponytails and we both wear Dr. Martens boots on the weekends. I want to go and talk to her, but I am usually busy because I also have to keep my eye on kids like Jack Davis.


Jack’s bigger than the other kids. Well, actually, he isn’t. He’s the same size. He just acts bigger. He’s the kind of kid who will take your ball off you and go and play with it somewhere else. He eats apples in a really angry way. No one stands up to him because he thinks he can do what he wants. Even when I point that out to a teacher, they just sort of let it happen. If I was Class Monitor, I would use that power to stop him. I suppose that’s the one thing that annoys me. I don’t have any power. If I had power, I could use it to make things better for everybody. I could introduce a simple ball-sharing system or hand out detentions to kids like Jack. But at the end of the day, no matter what I do, I’m just a ten-year-old kid.
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Still. All that’s about to change.
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‘Children!’ says Mrs Bonney, right after Friday register.


I immediately put my hand up in case this is a question or a call for volunteers, but she shakes her head at me, so I put it down again.


‘Children!’ she says again, trying to settle everyone down. ‘One, two, three – eyes on me!’


Everyone stops chatting. I am so impressed by this trick and always have been. It’s like pure magic. It’s like a teacher miracle. I raise my eyebrows at Sarah to show I am impressed and that perhaps she should be too.


‘I have some very interesting news,’ continues Mrs Bonney.


Well, it must be very interesting. Because our wise and generous leader Mum has popped into the classroom herself to witness it! I nudge Sarah to get her to sit up straighter.


Mrs Bonney is holding up a letter from the local council. Perhaps the mayor got my email petition and I’m about to be made Class Monitor! I feel a shiver of excitement. I look up at Mum and she looks back, pleased as punch.


‘Monday next week will be a very special Monday,’ Mrs Bonney says, and Mum gives me two thumbs up, like I’m really going to love this. ‘Your parents or carers should all have had their letters this morning, because on Monday it’s Take Your Kid to Work Day!’


There is a gasp in the room. I am shocked. Mum did not warn me about this at all!


‘So, we don’t have to come to school?’ asks Jack Davis, which is typical, and then everyone applauds.


Polly says she’s going to work as her mum’s assistant lifeguard at the leisure centre.


Vijay says he’ll be at the bookshop in town with his stepdad and claps his hands together.


Jack says he’ll be temporary head chef at the family café, making the sandwiches! (I expect I’ll be reading a lot of ‘food poisoning’ stories in the local paper soon.)


And I notice I am applauding now – because for me, too, Take Your Kid to Work Day is the very best news possible.


‘It doesn’t mean not coming to school for me,’ I tell Sarah. ‘It means more school!’


No wonder Mum was so excited for me. I won’t have to do any lessons. I’ll be able to hang out with her, the whole day. I’ll be able to ask her question after question – morning, noon and night. I’ll be able to go to meetings, make suggestions and eat biscuits in the staffroom with her and all the other teachers all day long! It’s just so annoying that there’s a whole weekend to get through first.


‘Each of you will get the chance to see what a real workplace is like,’ says Mrs Bonney. ‘And the exciting things grown-ups get up to!’


I cannot wait for Monday! I’m so excited I forget Mum is my head teacher and I put my hand up and say, ‘Mum! We’re going to have such fun!’


‘You certainly are!’ she says. ‘You’re going to learn about so many different things!’


Hoorah!


‘A chance for some real parent time,’ she says.


Yahoo!


‘And I know your dad is really looking forward to having you there!’


Hang on. What?





When we get home, it seems like Dad didn’t really know this was going to happen either.


‘I must have forgotten to tell you, Bob,’ says Mum at dinner, looking shifty and trying to avoid his eye. ‘All the primary schools in town are doing it for Joss’s year group. But it’ll be fine! A chance to show Joss what you do, too. And everyone at school agrees it would be really good for all of the children.’


Dad nods to himself, then says, ‘But wouldn’t you like more Joss time?’


‘I have… a lot of Joss time.’ She smiles sweetly. ‘So much Joss time.’


‘But Monday’s the day of the big meeting,’ says Dad. ‘Pop Griffin himself is coming in! Am I just supposed to take Joss to the meeting? What if it lasts all day?’


Personally, I’ve always wanted to go to a big business meeting. Maybe one at a bank where I can shout and then fire someone. But I still don’t know why it’s not Mum taking me to her work. We could have a big business meeting there. I have loads of ideas for very long staff meetings.


‘It will be good for Joss to see there’s a world outside school. And it’ll be good for people like Pop Griffin and Mr Jackson to see you as an actual person, with a family, Bob,’ says Mum. ‘Not just someone with a desk.’


‘I don’t know,’ says Dad. ‘It’s very late notice. And the meeting! It’s… important!’
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