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TO PETE AND ROB 

Peter and Robert are my two sons and they
 provided the inspiration for most of my stories.
 They have always been a bit naughty in
 real life, but also brave, clever, decent
 and funny – and much-loved.

Pete and Rob went to Nayook Primary School
 and many of these stories are loosely
 based on those wonderful years.

Christopher Milne
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blew up her
 brother

[image: hm1]

What would you think of a girl who didn’t like TV, hated lollies, wasn’t very keen on sport, loved school, thought all teachers were nice people and hated holidays?

Crazy? Off the planet?

Well, Janet Collins was all of those things, and more. She had no friends. None. But it didn’t worry her. She couldn’t have cared less if she never had to speak to anyone for the rest of her life.

So what did she do? She read. Book after book after book. There was only one thing that excited Janet. Knowledge. Learning stuff.

Well, that’s not quite true. There was one other thing that excited her but I’m not supposed to say. It’s not very nice.

All right, I will – Janet had this secret wish to blow up her brother.

It all began one day when Janet was reading a book about bombs. Her brother, Adam, had just sneaked up from behind and dipped her ponytail in the cat’s toilet tray. Poor Janet – as she turned to grab Adam, her wet ponytail flicked around and slapped her in the face.

Adam was always teasing Janet. It was his favourite sport. Another time he put a dead rat in her bed, and once, just to really upset her, he dropped a brick on her toe.

Janet was never quite sure why Adam teased her all the time, but in Adam’s mind the answer was simple. ‘Because it’s fun. And she’s such a loony. All she does is read all the time.’

As I said, Janet was reading a book about bombs. And suddenly it came to her. Wouldn’t it be good to use all the stuff she’d learnt to get her stupid brother back? Once and for all? Wouldn’t it be great to blow him up?

First, Janet asked for a chemistry set for her birthday, and then she went to the library. Unfortunately, books on how to blow up your brother were hard to find.

OK, thought Janet, I’ll just have to invent something myself.

Janet did get a chemistry set for her birthday. So every night after school for the next three weeks, Janet got out her chemistry set and made mixtures.

A little bit of this plus a little bit of that equals… nothing. Maybe two bits of this plus one bit of that equals… not very much.

In fact, it was more than a week before Janet worked out how to make bubbles. From there, however, things started to move quickly. Next she made some stuff that fizzed, and finally a mixture that sparked and flashed. With black smoke.

Ooooh! thought Janet.

Adam would sometimes watch Janet playing with her chemistry set, and of course he would tease her.

‘Hope you blow your head off,’ he said one day.

If only you knew, thought Janet.

At last Janet was getting very close to making a bomb. One teaspoon of this plus five teaspoons of that added to one teaspoon of water makes a big flash. A very big flash.

What would happen if she made it ten times as strong?

Time to find out.

When Janet’s neighbour heard a huge boom and then saw Janet’s cat come flying through her window, her neighbour was more than a little surprised.

Janet was so excited she could hardly sit still. Now, to get her brother. Not to hurt him, just to scare him. A lot.

Adam had always thought he was cool with girls. So cool, in fact, that he always reckoned it was best to have two girlfriends at once. That way he could have extra fun watching them fight over him.

So Janet said one day that Adam must be a liar. She’d never seen him with one girlfriend, let alone two at once!

‘Yeah,’ said Adam, ‘well, I have.’
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‘Prove it then,’ said Janet. ‘Ask them around after school.’

‘All right, I will,’ said Adam.

Stupid Adam.

Sure enough, that afternoon, two girls came to their house and sat in the lounge room. Adam didn’t quite know what to do with them, but at least he’d proven Janet wrong.

In the kitchen, so the girls couldn’t hear, Janet said to Adam, ‘I don’t hear them fighting over you.’

‘Oh yeah?’ said Adam. ‘Watch this.’

He strolled back into the lounge room and said, ‘Only a week to go to the year six dance and I still haven’t decided who to ask.’

Just then Adam was suddenly caught short. Without warning, he desperately needed to go to the toilet. He didn’t know it, but Janet had put a very special mixture in the sandwich he’d had after school.

Adam went red in the face, said, ‘Excuse me,’ and rushed out of the room.

Yes! thought Janet.

You see, Janet had been a very naughty girl. Secretly, she had hidden a bomb just under the lip of the toilet bowl. All that was needed to set it off was water.

The girls argued and argued, and Janet waited. And waited.

Adam flushed and BOOM!

He shot off the toilet, flew through the door and landed in the lounge room. Right at the girls’ feet. With the toilet seat stuck to his bottom, the dunny brush melted into his hair and toilet paper around his neck. And his pants still down around his ankles.

‘How embarrassing,’ said Adam’s two girlfriends. ‘What a loser.’

At least Adam didn’t have to worry anymore about who to ask to the dance.




the brothers’
fantastic
flying machine
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There were lots of good things about living in Neerim West. In fact, Brett Porter and his brother Dave thought it was probably the best place to live in the whole world.

They could easily ride their bikes to the lolly shop, there was a really excellent creek running right through their farm and best of all, the Neerim West Tip was right next door.

Not only was the Neerim West Tip good for normal rubbish, but everybody dumped their old cars there as well. And sometimes, if the boy scouts didn’t get there first, there were full bags of bottles to smash.

Dave and Brett liked the smell best. Somehow, the mixture of rotting food, old tyres and dead cats made a smell which said excitement. You never knew what you’d find. Maybe an old radio with lots of wires and stuff, or kids’ toys, or comics. Even a half-eaten toffee apple once. Dave had a lick but he reckoned it tasted a bit like fish guts.

The best fun of all was checking out the old cars. Brett and Dave always started by smashing out the windows. Brett really liked front windscreens because sometimes he’d get two shots. First a small rock to make a hole. And then a brick to finish it off.

Once inside the cars, they’d muck around for hours. Dad was always yelling at them for being late home for tea.

One day, Brett was fooling around in the back seat of an old Ford when he got this really dreamy look on his face.

‘Wouldn’t it be excellent,’ said Brett, ‘if we could get one of these cars going one day?’

‘You serious?’ asked Dave. ‘Dad would kill us.’

‘Not to drive, stupid, just to rev the guts out of it,’ said Brett. ‘And maybe make a pretend machine or something.’

But Dave could tell Brett wasn’t thinking ‘pretend’ anything. You see, sometimes, Brett could be very, very naughty.

And from that day on, Brett started to really check the cars out. And Dave helped him.

Poor Dave. He knew Brett was planning something naughty, but what could he do? Brett was his brother! His older brother. The best brother a kid could ever have.

Brett knew heaps about engines from helping his dad fix the tractor all the time. Well, sort of helping. His dad would have called it getting in the way. Brett reckoned that if some of the cars only had little things wrong with them, then maybe he could take the best bits from lots of cars and build a new one. A car that actually went.

It made him excited just to think about it. So, for the next four weeks, every night after school, Dave and Brett went through every old car they could find. It wasn’t too hard getting the good bits out because they borrowed Dad’s best tools. They didn’t tell him but it wouldn’t have mattered because he had boxes of them.

You should have seen all the bits that Brett and Dave found. Enough to build six engines.

‘Well,’ said Brett, ‘I say we connect it all together and just see what happens.’

‘Fair enough,’ said Dave.

So, they bent and screwed and lifted and twisted and if something didn’t fit, they hit it until it did. Softly at first and then really hard with a lump of steel. A couple of things smashed into a thousand bits but that was OK. They were having terrific fun and it had been really hot so the tip smelt great.

Finally, there it stood. The… Well, what could you call it? The thing.

There were bits of pipe and wires and batteries and pieces of engine all over the place. And two huge pieces of pipe tied together on top like a helicopter’s propeller.

‘You ready?’ said Brett.

‘What for?’ asked Dave.

‘To hop in and see if it starts,’ said Brett.
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‘Hop in?’ said Dave. ‘It might explode!’

‘No way,’ said Brett. ‘Trust me.’

Dave always knew whenever Brett said ‘trust me’ something bad was going to happen.

The two brothers got inside. Brett took a deep breath, leant forward and pressed the starter button. Nothing.

Dave felt like shouting, he was so relieved.

But Brett pressed the button again.

‘Oh, cool!’ said Brett. ‘I think I heard something.’

Although Brett wanted it to start, he sort of didn’t at the same time. He was excited but secretly scared as well. He pressed the button again.

This time there was a louder sound. A much louder sound. The sound of an engine starting. And the sound of helicopter blades going around.

‘Oh no!’ said Brett again. But this time he really meant it.

Dave’s eyes were almost popping out.

‘Brett!’ he screamed. ‘I think we’re moving. I think we’re moving up!’

And they were. This was no pretend helicopter.

Brett and Dave Porter were flying.

‘Don’t panic,’ said Brett. ‘Dad always says not to panic.’

Dave had never been really sure what ‘panic’ meant. And right now he didn’t care. He was too busy wishing he’d been to the toilet. Brett pushed and pressed at every lever he could find but they just kept going up.

‘Make it stop!’ screamed Dave.

But Brett didn’t know how.

‘Hang on,’ said Brett.‘I’ve found something!

If I push this lever we go sideways… And if I push this one we go forward.’

‘Just find one to go down! Please!’ yelled Dave.

‘I’m trying,’ said Brett.‘But I can’t. We’re just going to have to stay up here till the petrol runs out.’

Now Dave needed to go to the toilet for two reasons. He was going to be sick.

But someone else was starting to feel better. Much better. Brett Porter, ace helicopter pilot.

Brett leant forward, and with a crazy look in his eyes, pushed a lever that he knew would make the engine go faster.

Much faster.

‘Hang on, Davey-boy,’ said Brett. ‘We’re going for a spin.’
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Meanwhile, Mr Porter was having a lovely day. The sun was shining, he was driving his favourite tractor and the birds were singing. And the birds were flying about, too. Big birds. In fact, one very big bird. Make that a huge bird.

Headed straight at him!

‘Oh no!’ shouted Mr Porter. ‘A space ship!’

He flung himself under the tractor, waited till it had whooshed past, then raced inside.

Brett was cacking himself laughing so much he almost crashed into a tree. And then, splutter, cough and the engine stopped. As quickly as the ride had started it was over.

Now, if you’ve ever seen a rock fall from the edge of a cliff you’ll have some idea of how quickly their fantastic flying machine dropped into the middle of Dad’s dam. Never to be seen again.

Luckily, Brett and Dave were to be seen again. Sore, wet and very sorry.

As they walked slowly back to the house, their dad rushed up to tell them the news. He didn’t even notice they were wet.

‘You’ll never guess,’ said Dad. ‘I just saw a flying saucer.’

‘Really?’ said Brett. ‘Who was flying it?’

‘Creatures from outer space,’ said Dad. ‘Ugly-looking things.’

That night, Brett and Dave told their dad the truth. Their dad said that telling the truth was always best because you don’t have to carry the lies around with you forever.

He always punished them. But at least the brothers knew it was over. Then they could start fresh and do something else naughty.

Their punishment was hard, but probably fair. No playing at the tip for a year, and jobs every night after school for six weeks picking up potatoes for no money. And Brett said a big sorry to Dave. It was all his fault, he said. They could have been killed!

Dave said not to worry. They were brothers, weren’t they? Mates.

All the same, Dave wished Brett would stop his latest hobby of reading Do-It-Yourself books. Especially the one called Submarines for Two.




John
 the
Joker
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John Tait loved playing jokes. Practical jokes, where someone ends up looking like a fool. And the rest of us laugh.

Trouble was, in John’s mind, no joke ever seemed funny enough. No trick ever seemed quite as naughty as it should be. So John’s jokes became worse. And worse.

One time, John’s dad had to do a really important talk at work. When his dad opened his briefcase in front of thirty-seven people, guess what popped out? A pair of his undies. Used ones. With skid-marks.
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Another time, John chose a couple of the most interesting-looking bits from a school rubbish bin and stuck them with chewing gum underneath the teacher’s desk. The smell was terrible. Poor Mr Lampard, his teacher. He must have checked his shoes a hundred times that day.

Of course, John got into heaps of trouble for his jokes. But it didn’t stop him. The more trouble, the better the jokes must have worked, thought John.

John used to think up the best jokes for his sister, Jane. He loved teasing Jane, especially if she cried. One day, John was mucking around under the house when he found a nest of baby snakes. Guess what popped out from under Jane’s pillow that night? But Jane was getting smarter. She worked out that every time she cried, John would get a smack, so it didn’t take much to set her off.

As mentioned, John’s jokes became worse. But he just wasn’t having as much fun as he thought he should. So, he wondered, might it be better to forget about lots of little jokes and instead plan one huge one?

One mega-naughty monster?

Here’s what happened. John put his hand up at school one day and said, ‘Excuse me, Mr Lampard, but I just wanted to let you know that I’m not going to do jokes anymore because I’ve realised they’re not funny.’

Mr Lampard almost fell off his chair. ‘I’m pleased to hear that,’ he said. ‘But I’m very interested to know what might have changed your mind.’

‘Well,’ said John, ‘I used to think that scaring people was cool fun, but I got scared myself the other day and realised it’s not cool. Not at all.’

‘Scared of what?’ asked Mr Lampard.

‘The ghost,’ said John. ‘The ghost that lives in this room.’

‘Go on,’ said Mr Lampard.

‘You know how I had to stay back after school the other day,’ said John, ‘for bringing my dog to school and telling it to rip the principal’s arms off? And you know how I had to stay back again the next day for lighting a fire under the school fish tank to see if any of the fish jumped out? Well, on both days, sitting here by myself, I saw a ghost.’

‘Oh, yes,’ said Mr Lampard,‘and what did this ghost look like?’

‘You’re not going to believe this,’ said John, ‘but it was really hard to tell – you see, he only had half a face.’

‘You’re right, I don’t believe you!’ shouted Mr Lampard.‘You’re just up to your old tricks again and for that you can stay back again after school. At least you won’t be alone – you can speak to your friend. Half a face meets half a brain!’

Mr Lampard was not a happy man.

The next morning, however, something very strange happened. Mr Lampard opened up the classroom and there, drawn on the blackboard, was a man with half a face. How could it be? Mr Lampard had locked up last night after John went home and opened up again this morning.

Mr Lampard questioned John.

‘Did you do this?’

‘No, sir,’ said John. ‘How could I?’

By now the other kids in the class were getting scared. Really scared. One boy started to cry.

There was a sudden noise.

Bang! What was that?

Bang, again!

Mr Lampard turned around and there, in front of his own eyes, was the blackboard shaking and rattling as if… as if there was a ghost inside!

Kids didn’t wait to see any more. They screamed, jumped up from their seats and ran out the door. John included.

Even Mr Lampard looked shaken. ‘There must be an explanation,’ he said to himself. He looked closely at the blackboard. Everything seemed normal.

By now, the principal, Mrs Allen, was in the room. ‘What’s all this rubbish I hear about ghosts?’ asked Mrs Allen.

Then she stopped dead. ‘Now that’s amazing,’ said Mrs Allen, looking at the drawing on the blackboard. ‘You would swear that was a picture of old Mr Swain, the cleaner. One side of his face was badly hurt during the war. He lost an eye, his ear – half his face really. He died in this room of a heart attack.’

Mr Lampard didn’t know what to think.

When Mr Lampard told Mrs Allen about the blackboard moving, she became worried herself. But Mr Lampard wasn’t so sure. He knew John Tait too well. If it was a choice between a ghost and John Tait playing tricks, he’d go for John Tait every time.

Mrs Allen replied that that may be so, but there was no way children could be expected to study until the whole thing was cleared up. Until she said otherwise, the school would be closed.

‘Yes!’ screamed all the kids.

That afternoon, however, Mr Lampard went straight to Mrs Allen and said the whole thing was his fault. He had drawn the picture, he said, and he had made the blackboard move by lifting it up and putting a couple of pegs underneath. The pegs were secretly tied to some fishing line that no-one could see, so all he had to do was pull and then thump!

Mrs Allen was shocked. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing.

And, said Mr Lampard, he had found a photo of old Mr Swain in a book on the history of the school. It had been a terrible thing to do, he realised, but he was so sick and tired of John Tait’s jokes that he had decided to teach him a lesson.

Mrs Allen was still very surprised at Mr Lampard’s foolishness but as he had been such an excellent teacher over the years, she supposed she could forgive him just this once. School would begin again the next day.

The next morning, Mr Lampard apologised to the whole class and said he didn’t know what had come over him. It would never happen again.

Straight after school, Mr Lampard asked John if he could speak to him. Alone.

‘Now,’ said Mr Lampard, ‘you and I both know it wasn’t me who drew Mr Swain or moved the blackboard. It was you, young John. I found the school history book in your desk and the fishing line and pegs in the bin. And the window you’d left unlocked to get in. Very clever.’

‘How come I’m not in trouble, then?’ asked John.

‘Because ghosts are very dangerous things,’ said Mr Lampard. ‘I read in a book that if you leave ghosts alone, they’ll leave you alone. But if you play with them, or even pretend to play with them, they’ll come to get you. So, I thought to myself, this whole thing has gone far enough. I’ll pretend to take the blame and at least that will be the end of it. As a matter of fact, last night when I was snooping around here trying to work out your nasty little trick, I saw a reflection of myself in the window. And guess what? I only had half a face.’

‘You’re joking,’ said John.

‘I’ve never been more serious in my life,’ said Mr Lampard. ‘Now, off home with you.’

‘Yes, sir,’ said a rather frightened John.

But that wasn’t all his teacher had planned.

Mr Lampard had seen people jump before, but never as high as John did that scary afternoon. As John leant down to pick up his school bag, there, drawn in blood on the floor, was a picture of a man with half a face.

As John ran out of the room, Mr Lampard smiled and licked the last of the tomato sauce from his fingers. An interesting end to the last joke that John Tait would ever play in his life.

Boys and girls, there are no such things as ghosts. But there are lots of people who play tricks. Watch out for them.




the Worst
holidays
ever
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‘If you don’t get off your bottom and find something to do, I think I’m going to scream,’ said Belinda’s mother.

‘Such as?’ asked a very grumpy-looking Belinda.

‘Anything!’ snapped her mother. ‘You could help me with the dishes for a start!’

Belinda secretly made a very rude sign, stood up and stomped out of the room.

‘Don’t come back till you’ve wiped that sulky look off your face!’ yelled her mother.

If Belinda’s mother could have seen the sign her daughter made this time, Belinda might not have been able to sit down for a week.

Belinda marched into her room and slammed the door behind her.

I guess you could say Belinda and her mum weren’t getting along too well. It was near the end of the holidays – the worst holidays ever, thought Belinda – and there was just nothing to do. Nothing!

The weather had been terrible. ‘The wettest summer ever,’ said the lady next door. Although Belinda secretly thought the lady next door wouldn’t know if a dog bit her. When it’s wet, holidays are just so boring.

Belinda had hung around at her friend’s house so much she thought she might throw up if she had to look at Samantha again.

Gee, thought Belinda, Samantha is a real nerd when you get to know her.

In fact, if Belinda really thought about it, all her friends were nerds. And she’d read every stupid magazine and every stupid book that her stupid friends had been stupid enough to buy.

When it did stop raining, which was more often than Belinda would ever admit to, she would go up to the school netball courts.

Belinda had practised shooting goals so many times she felt like smashing the ring with an axe. And what did Belinda think of netball now? ‘Useless! The wussiest game ever invented.’

Belinda wasn’t a happy girl.

What was even worse were all the lectures she had to put up with from her mother. Especially about Kevin, her boofhead brother.

‘Why can’t you be more like Kevin?’

‘Kevin is always so good and helpful.’

‘Kevin never has to be asked!’

Kevin is a suck, thought Belinda.

So, Belinda lay on her bed and waited.

She knew it was only a matter of time before her mother came in with a job for her to do. Slamming the door and being rude always meant jobs. And maybe a screaming match.

Not that it worried her. At least a screaming match would be something different. It had been a week since the last one.

It’s funny how ideas come to you. Why, when you’re lying on your bed, really spewing about the worst holidays you’d ever had, would you suddenly think about playing a trick on your wimpy brother?

A really nasty trick?

Something to do, I guess. And, come to think of it, what about an even worse trick on your bossy mother?
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Belinda loved her mum – she wasn’t so sure about her brother – and she knew her mum was right when she called Belinda sulky sometimes. But that didn’t mean Belinda liked it. So why not get her mother, too? Suddenly, the holidays were looking better.

First, her goody-goody brother. Kevin was really into Lego. He had just about every Lego piece ever invented. Pirate, Land, Castle, Space, Technic – you name it.

But his favourite was definitely Technic. Especially the bits that had lights and motors and stuff.

So Belinda thought hard. What about flushing his best bits down the toilet? No, somehow that wasn’t good enough.

What about putting them in the dog’s food? That way, if he wanted to get them back he’d have to… No, her mum might make her do it.

And then she thought of it! A way of getting her mum and Kevin at the same time.

How excellent!

Belinda quietly opened the door and sneaked into Kevin’s room.

Yes! Everything she needed was there. A big green Lego board and hundreds and hundreds of blocks.

Ever so softly, she closed the door behind her.

That night, Belinda’s mother said how nice it was to see Belinda in a good mood again. And she was very, very pleased to find Belinda had cleaned her room without being asked.

Belinda smiled sweetly and, like all good girls should, ate up her vegetables. Who would have guessed that Belinda had secretly planned something terribly, terribly naughty?

After tea, Belinda told Kevin she was going to her room to do something.

‘What?’ asked Kevin.

‘Oh, nothing much,’ said Belinda. ‘I might make something for Mum. Knit her a scarf or something.’

Kevin couldn’t believe it! Belinda wanted to do something for their mother?

But the trick worked. What Belinda really wanted was for Kevin to make something for their mum, too. Something out of Lego. Belinda knew Kevin couldn’t stand the thought of their mum thinking Belinda was a better kid then he was.

So Belinda waited. She didn’t have to wait long. It was only twenty minutes later that Kevin raced out of his room to tell his mum that he’d made her a special surprise. A surprise out of Lego!

Quickly, Belinda sneaked into Kevin’s room and smashed his surprise into a thousand bits. Belinda wasn’t quite sure what it was supposed to be, but she knew it was something stupid.

Then she put something else in its place.

Kevin dragged his mum down the hallway and proudly led her into his room. And there it was. A poem written in Lego blocks:

GEE I THINK
 YOU RE UGLY MUM
 SMELLY BREATH 
AND BIG FAT BUM

Belinda just loved the sound of Kevin getting screamed at. It was like her mum had a megaphone. And Belinda especially liked it when Kevin cried so loudly. They were real cries, too. So her mum must have said some terrible things. What a perfect trick!

Belinda knew her turn would come. Once Mum found out the truth, she’d really be in for it. But somehow, it didn’t matter. At least the holidays had ended well.

Belinda’s mum did find out the truth. And Belinda copped the biggest screaming match of her life. And that wasn’t all. No lollies, no magazines and grounded for a month!

But that was OK. It gave Belinda time to think. About even better ways to get her brother. Trouble was, someone else was doing some thinking too. Kevin.

The day after Belinda’s punishment finished happened to be her birthday. And secretly and very cleverly, Kevin had decided this would be the perfect day to get his sister back. Belinda had organised a sleepover party for five of her friends, and that usually meant Kevin sleeping on the couch.

Just to make sure, Kevin said to Belinda, ‘There’s no way any of your stupid friends are sleeping in my room.’

Of course, Belinda went straight to her mother and said it was her birthday and Kevin was just being mean, and of course her mother agreed. Which was just what Kevin wanted.

That night, Kevin lay on the couch, waiting for his big chance. Finally it arrived. His dad had started snoring and the sound he made was something terrible – like a donkey with glue up its nose. If that didn’t make Belinda’s friends giggle, then they must be asleep.

Kevin crept into Belinda’s room, softly pulled back one side of the blankets and poured a glass of water onto her bed. Then he tiptoed back to his room, hid behind the door, and started to make some scary, ghostly noises.

The two girls sleeping top-to-tail in his bed woke up straight away and, just as Kevin had hoped, raced out of his room and into bed with Belinda.

‘Oh, yuck!’ he heard one of them say.

Kevin tiptoed back to the couch and cacked himself laughing.

But that wasn’t all. In the morning, as the girls sat down to breakfast, there was a poem on the table written in Cornflakes:

I KNOW WHY
 BELINDA'S RED,
 TWELVE YEARS
 OLD AND WETS
 THE BED
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Belinda and Kevin fought like cat and dog over the next few years. One day, however, they just suddenly stopped fighting. No-one knows why. Perhaps they both became just too scared of what the other might do next.

These days they get along quite well. Sometimes they even talk to each other. Belinda and her mum are OK too. Her mother doesn’t scream at her anymore. Somehow, said her mum, it just didn’t seem to work.

Belinda’s long since forgotten the poem about her mother’s bottom. But her mother hasn’t. She’s been on a diet ever since.




the
girl
who had
a go
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Samantha Lang was the most useless person at sport the world has ever seen. But at least she had a go. Or so her father said, anyway.

‘Hitting Mr Collins with the javelin could have happened to anyone,’ said her dad. ‘At least you had a go.’

Samantha had a go at basketball, too, but she could never remember whether to shoot or run or bounce or pass. Most times she tripped. And her father would be there, yelling for the team at the top of his voice. A little too loudly for Samantha’s liking.

Sometimes he’d even complain to Samantha’s coach about umpiring decisions. ‘This umpire wouldn’t have got on the court when I played,’ he’d say. ‘Of course, I played top level.’

At the school sports, Samantha was running dead last in the eight hundred metres when her father started yelling out, ‘Here she comes. Look at her. The kid has a go! Samantha, clap, clap, clap. Samantha, clap, clap, clap.’

Samantha was so embarrassed she wished she could turn around and run home. In fact, she was that far behind the rest of the runners that people started walking onto the track. As if the race was over.

Her father was so angry he grabbed some poor kid by the collar and threw him onto the ground. And still he chanted, ‘All together – Samantha, clap, clap, clap. Come on, everybody!’

People pretended not to hear.

The reason poor Samantha had a go at everything was her fear of hurting her father’s feelings. She knew he thought of her as a failure, a loser – how could she disappoint him further by not at least having a go?
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Her father had been such a fantastic sportsman himself, or so he said, that it was sort of in the family to have a go. Wasn’t it? She would have done anything to give sport a big miss and just done the things she liked, but she didn’t dare tell her father that.

Samantha didn’t have any brothers so her father even wanted her to have a go at football. Apparently, he was a wonderful footballer himself. ‘A wonder,’ she’d overheard one man saying. ‘A gutless wonder.’

So every Saturday and Sunday, Samantha would trudge off to tennis and netball and little athletics and whatever else happened to be on during the weekend, to have a go. And her father would mouth off to anyone who would listen about how sport had come so naturally to him, and how he was such a champion of this and a champion of that, and how little Samantha would one day follow in his footsteps because the kid had a go.

A couple of times Samantha heard people say that they didn’t remember her father being champion of anything, but Samantha was sure they were just jealous.

One day, Samantha decided she just couldn’t take it any more. That morning, she’d played golf so badly that the ball had hit a tree two metres in front of her and bounced back to smash her on the nose. The day before, she would have made the winning run in cricket, except for her silly hat falling onto the stumps. And the morning before that, she had to be rescued from a twenty-five-metre freestyle race.

Samantha went straight up to her father and said, ‘Dad, please don’t be mad, but I can’t do it anymore. Sport. It’s killing me.’

Her father turned, looked her straight in the eye and said,‘Young lady, don’t let me ever hear you say that again. You will play sport, you will enjoy it and you will, eventually, succeed.’

‘Daddy, please!’ said Samantha. ‘I’ll do anything if you let me stop.’

‘I can’t believe I’m hearing this,’ said her father. ‘All those weekends I give up, all those trips in the car and this is the thanks I get!’

‘Is it for me, Dad?’ said Samantha. ‘Or is it for you? So you can tell everyone about how good you were? Or maybe how good you wish you had been?’

‘How dare you!’ screamed her father. ‘Let me put it this way. Any daughter of mine who won’t have a go is not my daughter! Is that clear enough?’

‘Yes, Daddy,’ whispered Samantha. ‘Sorry.’
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Things became worse after that. Up until now, Samantha’s father had praised her for having a go, but now he wanted success.

He yelled at her for ramming herself in the throat with the pole vault, he made her feel stupid over the ping pong ball flying into her mouth and he screamed at her for riding her horse into the judge.

Her life became a misery. What could she do?

The answer lay in New Zealand.

Samantha and her parents had gone to New Zealand for a holiday and, as if her dreams had come true, her big chance jumped out in front of her.

‘Bungee jumping,’ said the sign.

For those of you who don’t know, bungee jumping is where you tie a piece of stretchy rope to your legs and jump off a bridge. If the rope breaks, you die. If it doesn’t, you feel sick. It’s mainly for New Zealanders, Australians and mad people.

Most people who’ve done it say that your eyes almost pop out of their sockets and it feels as if your butt is about to come up through your mouth. I can think of better ways to have fun.

‘Can I do it, please?’ yelled Samantha.

‘I’ve seen it on TV.’

Her parents looked at each other.

‘Isn’t it dangerous?’ asked her mum.

‘Very,’ said her father with a hint of panic in his eyes. ‘Anyway, I don’t think children are allowed.’

‘Yes, they are, the sign said so,’ replied Samantha.‘Please. I’ll pay. Out of my holiday money.’

‘Well,’ said her mother, who really was the boss in their family, ‘I know your father’s always keen for you to try everything, and I just want you to enjoy yourself. So, OK.’

Over to the bridge they walked. When Samantha’s father looked over the edge he went white, but he tried to hide his fear.

Samantha secretly felt sick, too, but this was her moment.

‘Dad,’ said Samantha, with just a glint of naughtiness in her eyes, ‘I want you to jump too, so it’s something we can share.’

‘What a nice thought,’ said her mum.

‘I’d love to,’ said her father, ‘but we haven’t really got time. We’re due at the motel soon.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ said Samantha’s mum, ‘we can arrive when we like. Not chicken, are you?’

‘Me, chicken?’ scoffed her father. ‘That’ll be the day. It’s really the expense, you know. Money doesn’t grow on trees.’

‘I’ll pay,’ said Samantha, trying hard to hide a smile.

‘Look, if you want to do it, you do the stupid thing,’ said her father, ‘but don’t waste my time. Anyway, the back injury I got when we won –’ But Samantha interrupted. ‘Gee, Dad, I thought you’d have a go.’

The words have a go hit her father like a bullet. What a terrible fool Samantha was making of him. What a nerd. Her father stood there, went red in the face, went redder still and then turned and stormed back to the car.

Even Samantha’s mum found herself smiling.

Samantha didn’t bungee jump, either. But she and her mum pretended she did. Just to rub it in.

Samantha doesn’t have to play sport these days. No more having a go. And she’s such a happy little girl that she didn’t mind in the least promising her father not to tell his friends about New Zealand. Unless she needs to, of course.




Beach Boy
Bernie
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Beach Boy Bernie, as his mates would sometimes call him, had secretly thought of another name for himself. ‘The King of Craven Cove.’ Craven Cove, Queensland.

You see, Bernie thought of Craven Cove as his own. His bit of dirt. His bit of sand. And why not?

He lived only metres from the water’s edge. His dad – who Bernie said was easily the best fisherman along the whole coast – had his boat moored there. His grandfather had once owned all the land around the cove as far as the eye could see. And finally, and most importantly, Bernie was tough. Really tough. So who was going to argue with him? No-one. No-one, that is, until big ‘Bossy Bob’ Keck arrived in town. But more of that later.

Each morning, Bernie would get straight out of bed at dawn and head into the water. Rain, hail, or shine. And he would swim from his dad’s boat to the end of the pier in exactly seventeen minutes. Except for the morning the crab bit him on the bum. That certainly hurried him up a bit. Poor Bernie got such a fright he forgot to check his watch, but it felt like a world record.
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Next, Bernie would check his crayfish pots. Finally, just before breakfast, he would comb the beach looking for money and watches and stuff that might have fallen out of people’s bags. Especially after a hot, crowded weekend.

Once, Bernie found fifty bucks. He took it to the police but they just said that unless someone claimed it, which they didn’t, the money was his. Another time he found a full set of clothes. Fitted him perfectly, they did. Trouble was, it was only after Bernie tried them on that he remembered to check if they were clean. They weren’t. Especially the undies. Poo!

I should have explained earlier that it wasn’t as if Bernie didn’t let us other kids onto ‘his’ beach. We all spent half our lives there. After school, sometimes before, and on holidays and weekends. But any shells, any coins, any anythings were certainly Bernie’s. And if anyone thought otherwise, look out!

It wasn’t as if Bernie acted tough all the time. The opposite, really. But his eyes had this look which said, ‘I know I’m big, but I’m really a nice sort of kid. Unless you want to mess with me, of course. Because then I’ll turn. And it won’t be a pretty sight.’

And so it was. Like an unwritten rule. The beach belonged to Bernie and that was that. Until, as I said, big Bossy Bob Keck arrived.

Bossy Bob had started school that morning and he must have seen us all in a huddle. We were having one of our regular sunburn peeling competitions and Guy Pearson had just ripped a bit off his back so big you could have made a kite out of it. Earlier, Damien Scott had removed what seemed like half his nose and I almost puked.

That was when this big, deep voice said from behind, ‘I’ve seen some bogans in my time, but you guys take the cake. Ever heard of skin cancer?’

‘Maybe,’ said Bernie. ‘Who wants to know?’

‘I do,’ said Bossy Bob. ‘My uncle died of skin cancer and I tell you what, if I see any of you jerks on the beach without sunblock and a hat, I’ll rip your arms off.’

Well, you could have cut the air with a knife. All of us could see trouble coming with a capital T.

Bossy Bob stared Bernie in the eye, and Bernie stared straight back.

Poor Bernie wasn’t quite sure what to do. He felt he could take this dude, deck him no worries, but what Bossy Bob had said was probably fair enough. They were idiots for getting sunburnt! It was the bit about ‘any of you jerks on the beach’ that upset Bernie. This was Bernie’s beach he was talking about. As if Bossy Bob suddenly owned it!

Maybe it was time to show Bob who was really the boss. But a teacher came up, probably smelling trouble, and told us all to start picking up papers. So, no fight. Not for now, anyway. And how’s this for luck? The very first piece of ‘paper’ I picked up turned out to be a piece of Damien Scott’s nose!

It so happened that Bossy Bob was a bit of a beach boy himself. He could swim and surf and fish and slide down sand hills as well as anyone else.

So, when Bossy Bob started spending a lot of time on Bernie’s beach, and bossing kids around all the time, the fight that had only just been stopped was suddenly about to happen again. The fight to be King of Craven Cove.

Well, it didn’t ever turn out to be a fight. Not in the real sense, anyway. More a test of strength. Bernie had been giving this whole thing with Bossy Bob a lot of thought and he remembered something his dad once said.

‘Fighting is for losers. Because no-one ever wins. Sure, you might knock the other bloke down, but then you spend half your life waiting for him to get back at you one night. Or it might be his brother. Or someone totally new. Who needs that?’

So, Bernie had decided instead on a challenge. A test.

This was the deal. A race would be held combining running on the beach, running on the sand hills and a swim out to the pier. The winner would be the boss, the loser had to find himself another beach. Simple as that.

‘Sounds good to me,’ said Bossy. ‘Enjoy your last day at Craven Cove.’

The race was a beauty. Kids lined the route and yelled their hearts out.

‘Come on, Bernie!’

‘Go, Bernie!’

But Bernie struggled. Badly. You see, Bossy was fast. And strong. He shot across the flat, tore through the sand hills and, by the time they’d hit the water, Bernie was a good thirty metres behind.

Suddenly, Bernie’s head disappeared beneath the water. Panic seized the other kids on the beach.

‘Bernie!’

‘He’s drowning!’

Oh, no he wasn’t. Instead, Bernie had duck-dived to grab the biggest crab you’ve ever seen in your life. He took a deep breath, gulped, stuck it down the back of his shorts and waited.

‘Yeeow!’

As I mentioned, Bernie had been bitten on the bum by a crab before, but this one had a claw the size of a pair of hedge clippers. With teeth. The kids watching said Bernie swam so fast they had trouble seeing through the spray.

Of course, Bernie won. Easily. No flies on Bernie. Just a crab on the bum.

Bossy hasn’t been seen at Craven Cove since. Bernie asked him back but Bossy said Bernie could stick it. Fair enough.

And do you know what? No-one is King of Craven Cove these days. Bernie decided that being a king just means getting a hard time. There’s always someone who’s going to come along and try to take your place. As his dad had said, ‘Who needs that?’

You’ll still see Bernie at Craven Cove, though. He’s the one in the deck chair, wearing a big smile. And an even bigger hat.




the kindy kid
 from
Hell
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From the moment Mrs Waite mentioned a double excursion, our whole class was abuzz with excitement. A whole day off school to visit the State Library, and then a tour of an ice-cream factory! Eat as much as you like!

But there was a catch.

Isn’t there always?

‘As part of your education,’ said Mrs Waite, ‘we are going to be joined by our kindergarteners, or kindy kids as we call them. And guess what? Each of you will be given one kindy kid to hold by the hand and it’s your job to look after them. We’ll be there to watch over everybody, of course, but it’s basically up to you.’

‘Hold their hand?’ asked Trevor Prior. ‘They’ll have probably just had their finger up their nose!’

‘Quite possibly,’ said Mrs Waite. ‘And in a way, that’s the point. Teaching you that being in charge isn’t always easy. That with freedom comes responsibility.’

‘Sounds like a load of bull,’ whispered Trevor. ‘If my kindy kid tries anything, I’ll kick his butt.’

It wasn’t long before we were standing outside the library, surrounded by the roughest-looking lot of kindy kids I’ve ever seen. Some had runny noses, others scratched their smelly little bottoms, a few even had bits of breakfast still on their faces. And you should have seen mine! He was the most evil-looking little monster you could imagine.

He had sticky-up hair, dirty hands, a nasty-looking grin, smelly socks and a large boogie smeared right across his face. And just to say hello, by way of a joke, he kicked me right in the shin.
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‘Hello,’ I said, ‘my name’s Phillip. What’s yours?’

‘Oscar,’ he replied.

‘Well, Oscar,’ I said, ‘kick me like that again and I’ll push you in front of a truck.’

Oscar seemed to go all quiet after that.

Or so I thought. It was only a short time later that I looked down to drag Oscar by the hand into the library – and realised that he’d gone! Disappeared off the face of the planet.

How dare he! I thought. I’ll wring his little neck.

Then I had another thought. What if he’s run onto the road? And he does get hit by a truck!

I’d never forgive myself.

I started to panic. Should I tell the teachers? Then I felt a sharp pain in my toe.

It was Oscar suddenly back by my side and stamping on my foot.

‘You little idiot!’ I yelled. ‘Nick off like that again and you’re history.’

And you’ll never guess – Oscar grinned, turned, and ran off again!

‘Did you see that?’ I said to Mrs Waite. ‘He didn’t even listen!’

‘Do you always do what you’re told?’ asked Mrs Waite.

‘Yes,’ I said quickly. Then, ‘No.’

Off I ran, chasing the little rat, only to find that Oscar was already in the library, tearing pages out of a very old-looking book.

‘No!’ I screamed, then, as I dived to catch him, he shot off again, straight under a table.

A reading table, with lots of serious-looking men seated around it. Guess who they glared at? Not Oscar – they hadn’t even seen him.

‘There’s a boy under –’ I tried to say.

‘Shush!’ they hissed back.

‘But –’ ‘Shush!’

What could I do but wait? From under the table I could see Oscar grinning at me as he quietly tied the men’s shoelaces together.

Who is this little ratbag? I thought. The kindy kid from hell?

Of course, Oscar quickly became bored.

No sooner had I turned to see the rest of my class walking in than I realised he’d gone again! Suddenly, I saw him, hiding behind a shelf. I could see his dirty little knees through a gap in the books.

I sneaked up from behind, slowly, quietly, and grabbed him by the collar. ‘What do you think you’re doing?’ I hissed. ‘I should knock your stupid block off. Lucky you’re not my brother or I would!’

‘But I want you to be my brother,’ said Oscar.

‘What?’ I replied, not having the slightest idea what he was talking about.

But Oscar didn’t say anything else. Instead, he started crying and hugged into my leg.

It was Mrs Waite who explained it to me later. ‘Poor Oscar lost his brother last year. Knocked over by a car. Oscar has been looking for a new brother ever since. He misses him so badly that somehow he thinks that if he could invent a new brother, the pain will go away.’

Well, Oscar isn’t my new brother, but I’ve started to play with him at school as if he is. Each morning, when I see his little face light up, it makes me feel like I’ve never felt before. Sort of needed. And I like it.

Is it OK to love a kid like he is your brother, even when he’s just a smelly kindy kid? I think it is.




Are You desperate for some
 even STINKIER stories?
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available from all good bookshops

www.ChristopherMilne.com.au
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When successful actor and screenwriter Christopher Milne became a father, he found himself reading books at bedtime to his two boys, Peter and Robert. He soon ran out of stories to read, so he started making up his own.

He quickly discovered that if he told Pete and Rob about good boys and girls doing very good things all the time, they were bored stupid.

But if he told them about naughty kids doing pooey, rotten, disgusting things, his sons would scream for more. ‘We want more of those naughty stories!’

‘OK,’ Chris would reply. ‘But only if you’ve been good.’ And so the Naughty Stories for Good Boys and Girls were born...

For more info on Christopher Milne and his books, go to

www.ChristopherMilne.com.au



OEBPS/images/978-1-74273-387-6_0032_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/978-1-74273-387-6_0089_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/978-1-74273-387-6_0050_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/978-1-74273-387-6_0076_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/978-1-74273-387-6_0023_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/m2.jpg





OEBPS/images/978-1-74273-387-6_0027_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/978-1-74273-387-6_0095_001.jpg
S TOResT
'ﬁ@“& b?ﬂiavéﬂn"!. ‘






OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 
   
     
       
    
     
       
    
     
       
    
     
       
    
     
       
         
         
         
      
    
  




OEBPS/images/978-1-74273-387-6_0059_001.jpg
Jenree®






OEBPS/images/978-1-74273-387-6_0068_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/978-1-74273-387-6_0064_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/978-1-74273-387-6_0003_001.jpg
Wn { ’, - v
h@ﬁbr@ﬁh@p;& SN






OEBPS/images/978-1-74273-387-6_0013_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/978-1-74273-387-6_0001_001.jpg





cover.jpeg
STOR;iESr
Gona bgysanégym.s :

(ErmsneRE o






OEBPS/images/hm7.jpg





OEBPS/images/hm6.jpg





OEBPS/images/hm5.jpg





OEBPS/images/hm4.jpg





OEBPS/images/hm1.jpg





OEBPS/images/978-1-74273-387-6_0096_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/hm3.jpg





OEBPS/images/hm2.jpg





