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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
    I’m shaking my butt. That’s right. I’m standing in my bathroom, getting ready for school, and I’m shaking my butt all over the place. Don’t worry – I’m not sick with worms or anything. I’m just practicing. 
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    Today is the last day of Grade Two, and it’s also the day we have a school disco!  
 
    We always have a disco on the last day of the school year, and it is awesome! You get to wear whatever you want, and they have special food and drinks, too. Last year I got a Wavvy Bar! They’re my favourite. The teachers set up the gym with disco lights, and it is so much fun. When the dance music starts pumping, everyone really gets into it. Sometimes even the teachers start dancing! 
 
    My butt-shaking dance practice is soon stopped by Mum calling out from the kitchen. ‘Alex! Hurry up, or you’ll be late for your last day.’  
 
    I quickly get dressed and study myself in the mirror. I spent the whole week choosing just the right outfit. I have on my new jeans, new sneakers and a t-shirt that says ‘Dance King’ on it.  
 
    I look great. It’s amazing how the right clothes can give you that extra bit of confidence. And confidence is what I’ll need if I’m going to ask Lola to dance with me.  
 
    Lola is a girl in my class. But not just any girl – she is the best. She is super pretty and has long brown hair. We always play dodgeball together at school, but only as part of a bigger group.  
 
    This is different. I’m planning on asking her to dance with me. Just me.  
 
    My hands start to feel sweaty just thinking about it. Maybe this isn’t a good idea. But I have been planning for this day for weeks! I have the right outfit. I have the cool dance moves, thanks to my butt-shaking practice. And I have nothing to lose – except any chance of looking cool again, of course.  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    After eating my breakfast, I make it to Mr Redman’s class for my final day of Grade Two. Mr Redman is short and round, and he always wears a bow tie. He is a cool teacher, most of the time. Believe it or not, he makes learning fun – well… as fun as it can be to learn stuff.  
 
    Sometimes he gets angry, but only if you do something really awful, like steal his lunch – which is what one kid did at the start of the year. You should have seen his face when he opened his Star Wars lunchbox to find it empty. Mr Redman hit the roof and went as red as a tomato! He searched everyone’s lunchbox looking for his ham, cheese and pickle sandwich, getting madder and madder as he went. Some kids said they could see steam coming out of his ears! We never found out who took it, but the next day a few older kids were mysteriously absent from school. 
 
    It has been a pretty cool year in his class, and it helps that my best friend, Henry, is in the same class too. We do everything together. We always sit next to each other in class, have lunch together, witness teacher meltdowns together and just muck about on the playground like regular kids.  
 
    Henry is heaps smarter than me, so he always finishes his schoolwork first. I sometimes try and copy off him, but he is sneaky too and doesn’t let me.  
 
    He may be smarter than I am, but he is not as prepared, not for the disco. There is no way he could have been practicing his dance moves as much as I have been. I hope Lola likes them! 
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    Ah, Lola. She is another reason I have enjoyed Mr Redman’s class. Henry and I sit at the back of the class, and people think it’s so we can mess around without Mr Redman noticing, which is true, but it’s also so that I can see Lola. 
 
    Everything she does is so cool. The way she dresses is always super cool. The way she can run really fast puts all the other Grade Twos to shame. And the way she talks to me makes me feel nice and warm inside. She is super friendly to everyone. Today she’s wearing a rainbow-coloured skirt and a top with a unicorn on it. It looks cool, and I bet it will light up under the disco lights. 

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘OK, boys and girls,’ Mr Redman announces. The class goes quiet as we all listen for what comes next.  
 
    ‘I would like to thank you for being such a great class to teach. I have thoroughly enjoyed being your teacher. Next year you will be moving up to Grade Three and on to your next adventure. But before we finish for the day and start the school holidays, there is one more thing. Hmmmmm… what is it? What am I forgetting?’ He rubs his chin. ‘Ah, yes. That’s right. The disco. Do you kids still want to go?’  
 
    ‘YYYEEEESSSS!!!!!’ we all cry out at once.  
 
    ‘OK then,’ says Mr Redman. ‘Follow me to the gym… err, I mean, Disco.’  
 
    We all line up in twos to make our way down the hall. Henry is next to me, as always. The entire class follows Mr Redman to the school gym. As we get nearer, we can hear the music. This is it!  
 
    We enter the gym, and it looks awesome! The lights are turned down, and a DJ booth is set up on a little stage. Miss Keats, the music teacher, is the DJ, which means that she chooses which songs to play. She is the youngest teacher at the school and that means we get groovy dance music and not old boring songs like my parents play at home. Suddenly, we hear her voice over the music. 
 
    ‘Yo Yo, kids, it’s Miss Keats with the disco beats,’ she says in a funky voice. ‘Get your food and drink, there’s no time to lose. Then jump on the floor with your dancing shoes.’ A big cheer goes up, and we all make our way over to the food and drink table. Miss Keats sure does know how to get a crowd excited. 
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    ‘Henry, check that out.’ I point to the ceiling. ‘How big is that thing?’ We both stare in amazement at the massive disco ball that is hanging by a rope above the food table and tied to one of the hooks we use to hang our bags on. It is the size of one of those humongous beach balls you see at the beach and is spinning with red, blue, and green lights shooting out of it and reflecting off the walls of the gym. You wouldn’t even know this was a gym if you didn’t go to school here!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
    We each grab a chocolate Wavvy bar (my favourite) and a big cup of red lemonade drink. I figure the combination will give me the energy boost I need for my big dance moves. 
 
    As we make our way to the side of the room to eat, I wonder what I should start with. The Worm? Floss? The Robot? Or should I just start slowly with some dabbing? Do people even dab anymore? I don’t know, maybe I’m overthinking it. 
 
    To calm my nerves and settle my stomach, I eat the Wavvy Bar in about ten seconds and then take a sip of my drink.  
 
    ‘Check that out,’ says Henry, pointing to some balloons and streamers hanging off the gym walls. As he lifts his hand into the air, his elbow knocks me in the arm. The bump knocks the drink from my hand, and it splashes all over my shirt and jeans. 
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    ‘Oh, no!’ I yell. My Dance King t-shirt and jeans are stained bright red. I look like I’m dressed for Halloween as a blood sucking monster, not dressed for a disco. This is a disaster!  
 
    ‘Sorry,’ says Henry. He shrugs. ‘I’m sure it will come out.’  
 
    ‘That won’t come out,’ Mr Redman declares as he storms towards us. ‘You can’t spend the rest of the day in wet clothes. You’ll need to change.’  
 
    This cannot be happening. ‘But what about the disco?’ I ask. ‘And what will I wear?’ I didn’t bring another change of clothes. Why would I? I had the perfect outfit to start with.  
 
    ‘Come with me,’ says Mr Redman, clearly frustrated with now having to deal with my situation. He leads me to the school office where the lost and found box is kept. ‘Here you go, Alex. This is the best I can do.’ He hands me a green school uniform t-shirt and the biggest pair of grey shorts I have ever seen.  
 
    ‘I can’t wear those,’ I plead. ‘They’re way too big.’  
 
     Mr Redman shows me the empty lost and found box and looks at me with a helpless look.  ‘They have a drawstring so you can tighten them,’ he assures me. ‘You’ll be fine.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, right.’ 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
    I grab the clothes and go into the bathroom to get changed. This is not what I had planned! I spent so much time choosing the perfect outfit, the one outfit that would make a difference. I am meant to be the Dance King, not a guy in a school uniform and giant shorts where no one will be able to see my excellent butt-shaking. 
 
    My stained shirt and jeans are in a pile on the floor when I hear people coming into the bathroom. Half-naked, I grab my clothes and duck into a toilet stall and lock the door. Why embarrass myself further?  
 
    I hear a voice say, ‘What a great disco! Do you want to dance with anyone special today, Trixie?’  
 
    It’s Lola! What is Lola doing in the boys’ toilets?  
 
    ‘Ew, yuck,’ says Trixie. ‘All those boys are gross. Why? Do you have someone you want to dance with?’  
 
    My mind is racing. What is happening? Why are they here?  
 
    Oh, no! Talk about further embarrassment! How could I have gone into the girls’ toilets by mistake? And now there are girls in here, and one of them is Lola!  
 
    If she sees me in my undies, I don’t know what I’ll do! There’s no way she would dance with a guy who hangs out in his undies in the girls’ toilets. 
 
    ‘There is someone I would dance with,’ Lola says cheekily, ‘if he asked.’  
 
    Undies forgotten, I put my hand up to my ear to hear better.  
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    ‘Ooooohhhh. Who is it? I promise I won’t tell,’ Trixie says in a kiss-kiss voice.  
 
    ‘Yeah, Lola, who is it?’ I silently echo. I won’t tell, either. 
 
    ‘No way I’m telling you. You can’t keep a secret if your life depended on it,’ says Lola.  
 
    ‘Can too,’ protests Trixie.  
 
    ‘We’ll… I won’t give you his name. Let’s just call him…. DK,’ she hints.  
 
    ‘DK? Is it Dominic Kennedy? Duncan Knox? Just tell me!’ demands Trixie. ‘It better not be Dean Knowles; I don’t think he bathes every day.’ 
 
    ‘Those guys are the worst,’ I whisper to myself. ‘And they’re not me.’ 
 
    ‘That’s all you get,’ Lola tells her.  
 
    I hear footsteps fading away and then nothing but the fuzzy sounds of celebration a world away.  
 
    Quickly, I take my chance to get dressed before anyone else – any girl – comes in.  
 
    The good news? I didn’t get caught in my undies in the girls’ bathroom by Lola. The bad news? I still look like this. I’m wearing a school shirt on the one day that the uniform isn’t required. And these shorts would probably fit my dad!  
 
    I yank the drawstring on my gigantic pair of shorts and make my way back to the disco. Even though this situation isn’t ideal, I can’t let this distract me from my ultimate goal. I am still asking Lola to dance with me. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
    Henry is waiting for me when I eventually make it back to the disco. ‘Sorry again, Alex,’ he says. ‘It was an accident.’  
 
    ‘I know,’ I say to him, feeling frustrated and disappointed in Henry.  
 
    ‘Hey, can I ask you something?’ Henry asks.  
 
    ‘Sure, what is it?’  
 
    He clears his throat and says, ‘Do you think I should ask Lola to dance with me?’. 
 
    My heart sinks. I feel the blood run from my face. This is unbelievable! My best friend in the whole entire world wants to dance with Lola!  
 
    I don’t know what to do. My entire body freezes. I don’t even know how to move. I’m thinking a million things and nothing, all at the same time. But Henry is still looking at me for an answer. ‘Um, what?’ I manage to splutter.  
 
    ‘Lola,’ he prompts. ‘Do you think I should ask her to dance?’  
 
    ‘Um . . . what?’ Apparently, these are the only words I am capable of saying at this point.  
 
    ‘Forget it,’ he blushes. ‘I just thought it could be fun.’  
 
    I carefully place my hands on Henry’s shoulders and look directly into his eyes. ‘Henry, I need to tell you something.’  
 
    ‘What is it?’ Henry asks. 
 
    ‘I was planning on asking Lola to dance with me. I’ve been thinking about it for weeks,’ I confess.  
 
    ‘I just want to ask her to dance,’ says Henry. ‘After all, I’ve been thinking about it too’ 
 
    This is a nightmare. How could we both like the same girl? There must be hundreds of girls at our school, yet I end up liking the exact same one as my best friend. What are the odds?  
 
    ‘Why don’t we both ask her to dance and see whom she chooses?’ says Henry. ‘That way we can find out whom she likes.’  
 
    I look at Henry, dressed in his neat and clean party clothes, using the word whom, full of confidence. I used to have that kind of confidence. I look down at my ridiculous outfit, half of a school uniform and an enormous pair of shorts. This is not an even contest.  
 
    But this is the last day of school for the entire year. If I don’t take this chance, then it will be ages before I get another shot.  
 
    ‘OK, but I get to ask her first,’ I say as I take a step towards the dance floor.  
 
    ‘No way. That’s not fair!’ Henry says.  
 
    I feel myself being pulled back by the collar of my school uniform.  
 
    I stumble backwards and bump into the wall. My feet slip out from under me, and my grasping hands cling to a length of gym rope, which stops me from hitting the ground.  
 
    I use the rope to pull myself up. Oddly, I feel as though someone is pulling the other end, but that’s weird, because it’s attached to the ceiling. My eyes follow the rope and see that it does go to the ceiling. But then it goes through a loop and back down again.  
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    Oh, no. The other end of this rope, the rope that I’m struggling to hold on to, is attached to the huge disco ball suspended above the food table. And, even worse, I have pulled it off the hook on the wall. If I let this rope go, the disco ball will fall and destroy whatever is under it! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
    I’m holding on as hard as I can. Henry sees me and comes over, looking like he is going to help.  
 
    ‘I think I’ll go ask Lola to dance with me now. You stay here. It looks like you’ve got your hands full,’ he laughs as he approaches.  
 
    What is going on? Isn’t he going to help me? As he gets closer to me, I recognize the look on his face: he is thinking, as always. Then a cheeky grin fills his face, and I know for sure. He’s up to something.  
 
    ‘Help me,’ I plead. Those are the last words I want to say, but I can’t hold this rope much longer.  
 
    ‘Let me ask you a question,’ Henry says.  
 
    ‘A question! Can’t you just help me?’ I demand.  
 
    He ignores my suggestion. ‘What would be more embarrassing than having Lola refuse to dance with you?’  
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ I shout at him. ‘What?’  
 
    ‘This!’ He grabs the bottom of my huge shorts and yanks them down to my ankles.  
 
    So, there I am. Holding a piece of rope that is suspending the disco ball, with my shorts around my ankles. Just standing there in my undies, with no way of pulling them up.  
 
    Of course, some kids start to notice. They nudge each other and point in my direction. ‘Look at Alex,’ I hear them say. ‘He’s in his jocks!’ 
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    By now, pretty much everyone is looking at me. Lots of kids. Lots of teachers. Even Mr Redman, who is making his way over to me. He doesn’t look happy. Well, he can join the club. 
 
    ‘Alex. What is going on here? Pull your pants up,’ he orders me, as if I am thrilled with this turn of events.  
 
    ‘I can’t,’ I try to explain. ‘And I can’t hold this rope much longer!’ My arms are crying out in pain. 
 
    ‘Stop messing around and pull your shorts up. Now!’ he yells. His face is starting to change colour as he’s getting madder and madder. All the blood is running to his head. I’m getting flashbacks to his stolen lunch. He looks like he’s about to pop!  
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mr Redface,’ I say. Mr Redface?! Oh, no.  
 
    ‘What did you call me?’ he screams.  
 
    Enough. I had nothing left to lose.  
 
    I open my fists and let go of the rope from a mix of terror and exhaustion. CRASH! The sound of smashing glass and plastic now fills the gym, even drowning out Miss Keats. Food and drink go everywhere as the giant disco ball slams into the food table. Miss Keats stops the music. Everyone is looking at me, there in my undies, then at the destroyed food table, then back at me. Mr Redman doesn’t even turn around, though. He is just glaring straight at me.  
 
    ‘Come with me,’ he growls. ‘You’re going into detention until the end of the disco.’ 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
    Not detention! I’ll miss my chance with Lola! This is the worst thing that could happen. I pull my shorts up and as I’m being led to one of the locker rooms I hear the music go back on and see other teachers block off the crash site. Miss Keats gets back on the microphone: ‘Let’s keep dancing! Feel the beat! Shake your booty and stamp your feet.’ 
 
    ‘Sit here and think about your behaviour, young man,’ Mr Redman says as he pops me in the corner. 
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    ‘Sorry I called you Mr Redface,’ I say. 
 
    I sit quietly, alone in the empty locker room, for what feels like an hour.  
 
    I can hear the music playing and people having fun. What a disaster this day has been. I thought I had it all planned so well. The outfit, the dance moves, everything. And now, here I am, sitting in a room by myself while the disco is going on without me. I bet Henry, the traitor, is out there dancing with Lola right now. 
 
    After a while, Mr Redman opens the door. ‘Is there anything you’d like to say?’ he asks, raising his eyebrows.  
 
    ‘I’m sorry again, Mr Redman. It was all an accident. I just wanted to have fun and dance. I didn’t want to wreck the disco ball,’ I say.  
 
    ‘You also broke the food table,’ he informed me.  
 
    ‘Another accident,’ I explain.  
 
    ‘Well, I’ll tell you what. Because it’s the last day of school, I’ll let you out for the last song. It’s about to start.’ His harsh voice softens a little. ‘We can’t have you miss everything when you’ve been so good throughout the year.’ He places his hand on my shoulder and leads me back to the disco.  
 
    ‘Really? Thanks, Mr Redman,’ I say. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
    OK, this is it. The last song. Go-time. No second chances. I look on the dancefloor and see that everyone is having a great time. 
 
    Miss Keats announces, ‘This disco has gone on for way too long, so we’ll wrap it up with this last song.’ That woman sure can rhyme. 
 
    I see Lola on the dance floor and start to make my way over to her. Suddenly, Henry steps in front of me. I jump back. ‘What are you doing?’ I snarl.  
 
    ‘I just wanted to say sorry for pulling your shorts down, and for not helping you with the rope, and for not pulling your shorts up again, and for saying that I wanted to ask Lola to dance with me and for laughing and pointing at you with all the other kids,’ Henry says apologetically. ‘That wasn’t cool.’  
 
    ‘No, it wasn’t,’ I state. ‘But I’m sure you enjoyed your dance with Lola. Was it everything you wanted?’  
 
    ‘I didn’t ask her. I couldn’t do it in the end; I felt too bad. I’ve just been standing here waiting for you. Maybe I’ll ask her next year.’  
 
    I don’t have time for this. The last song is playing, and I am not missing my chance. I push Henry to one side and confidently march out onto the dance floor.  
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    Lola is facing away from me and dancing with her friends. I tap her gently on the shoulder, and she turns around. Wow, she looks great. Her unicorn top does sparkle. I knew it would.  
 
    ‘Um… Lola. Hi,’ I mumble.  
 
    ‘Hi,’ she says, looking at my outfit in surprise. ‘What are you wearing?’   
 
    I ignore her question. I am too focussed on asking her to dance. I can’t be bothered explaining to her the crazy day I’ve had. That could wait. This can’t.  
 
    ‘Would you like to….. to……’ I say. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
    BOOM. The gym is suddenly filled with bright fluorescent lights. The music stops. Teachers start packing up the broken disco ball lights and what’s left of the shattered food table.  
 
      
 
    ‘All right, kids, that’s it for today. See you next year; now get on your way!’ Miss Keats announces.  
 
    ‘Would I like to what?’ Lola asks me. ‘What were you going to ask me?’  
 
    ‘Nothing,’ I say. ‘I was just hoping you could see the dance moves I’ve been practicing. And I had a cool shirt, too. It said “Dance King” on it. Anyway, it doesn’t matter. I hope you have a great holiday.’  
 
    ‘Thanks,’ she says as she smiles and walks right past me.  
 
    I don’t know what to feel. Did she even notice me? What would she have done if I managed to ask her to dance? Would she have said yes? I have so many questions and no answers.  
 
    ‘Oh, by the way,’ Lola says, stopping to look back at me. ‘I saw your shirt earlier. It was nice. Dance King is a cool name, but a little long. I’ll just call you DK.’  
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    Reviews are really important for independent authors. Please consider leaving a review if you enjoyed the book. Just a line or two, and it would mean a lot for me. 
 
    Click here to leave a review 
 
     
 
    Check out the other books in The Mis-Adventures of Alex series!  
 
    The Mis-Adventures of Alex Series: 
 
      
 
    Alex is a regular eight-year-old kid with good intentions, but whenever something can go wrong, it usually does, and with hilarious consequences. Whether he is playing with his older brother Greg, camping with the family, attending the school disco, or planning a surprise party for Mum, Alex cannot get a break. 
 
    The Mis-Adventures of Alex is a laugh a minute, relatable series for adults to read to their children, kids learning to read by themselves, and accomplished readers looking for a side splitting story with great characters. 
 
    Sign-up to our Mailing List to keep up to date with all things Alex HERE
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    War 
 
    Book #1 in The Mis-Adventures of Alex series 
 
    Alex has never beaten his older brother Greg at anything. Not even once! Now fully armed with their new water pistols and sent into the backyard, will Alex be able to finally defeat Greg in an ultimate battle to drench the other? This is not a fun game, this is not quality family time, this is WAR! 
 
    Join Alex as he battles not only his brother, but his own misfortune as things go from bad to worse in this crazy, ridiculous and hilarious story. 
 
    READ IT NOW
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    Camping 
 
    Book #2 in The Mis-Adventures of Alex series 
 
    Alex is on a family camping trip and it seems he has not forgotten to pack his bad-luck suitcase. From playing cricket, to roasting marshmallows, to building a fort, everything continues to not go Alex’s way. Will his good intentions ever turn out as planned? 
 
    Join Alex in this adventure as a typical kid with a typical family have anything but a typical camping trip. There will be side-splitting scenarios, ruined meals, random fires and ‘special packages’ from the family dog, Buster. 
 
    READ IT NOW
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    Birthday 
 
    Book #4 in The Mis-Adventures of Alex series 
 
    Surprise! It is Alex’s mum’s birthday, and he is helping his Dad and older brother Greg to organising a surprise party. Streamers, presents, balloons, cake, and punch are the tasks for the day. There is a lot to do before she gets home from work, and with a little help from their next-door neighbour, Mr Franklin, will they be able to get everything done in time? 
 
    Join Alex, Greg, and Dad as they try to work together to make the party a success. What could go wrong? EVERYTHING! 
 
    READ IT NOW
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 CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Shhhh,’ Dad whispers to me and my older brother, Greg, as we crouch down together in a secret huddle in the middle of the kitchen. 
 
    ‘This is the day we have been planning for. Let’s not give it away now. Remember, when your Mum comes down to leave for work, DO NOT let on that we are planning her surprise party. Got it, Alex?’ he says, looking straight at me, like I’m the one who’s going to give away this huge secret.  
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    ‘I don’t know why you’re looking at me,’ I say. ‘I’m a vault. It’s Greg you need to worry about.’ 
 
    ‘What are you talking about?’ Greg chimes in. ‘You tell everyone everything – even embarrassing stuff they don’t want to know about. Remember when you told Mr Redman that you almost wet yourself on the roof? Why did he need that information? To keep you from going on the roof at school, just in case you need to go to the toilet?’ 
 
    I shoot my brother a squinty-eyed scowl. Fair enough, I think to myself. Maybe I am the weak link here. But not today. Mum will be gone soon, and then we can start setting up for her surprise party. 
 
    Dad is just looking at the ceiling and shaking his head in disbelief, probably because he didn’t know about my little discussion with Mr Redman. Or maybe he now realises that he has a big job on his hands – keeping me quiet. 
 
    I admit that my chattiness can be a problem, but it’s not my fault; I just get excited. And when I get excited, I talk. And when I talk, I don’t think. I just say the first thing that comes into my head. 
 
    ‘OK,’ Dad says, ‘back to the plan. Just be cool, and she will be off to work in no time.’ 
 
    ‘Got it,’ Greg and I say at the same time. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Mum comes downstairs dressed in her nurse’s uniform. ‘What’s all this about, then?’ she says, looking at the three of us huddled together in the kitchen. 
 
    ‘Er, nothing,’ Dad says, suddenly standing up straight.‘Just having a chat about what we’re going to do today while you’re at work. Nothing else, that’s for sure.’ His eyes are darting around, looking at everything except Mum.  
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    Geez. He thinks I’m bad at keeping a secret. He looks like the guiltiest person on the planet! 
 
    ‘OK, then,’ she says with a wry smile.  
 
    ‘I guess I’ll be off.’ 
 
    ‘Just out of curiosity, what time do you think you’ll be home?’ asks Dad. 
 
    ‘The same time as always, I guess. Around three o’clock,’ Mum states with a perplexed look in her eyes. ‘And, boys, try not to make a mess of the place while I’m gone.’ 
 
    She picks up her bag, walks out, and closes the front door behind her. 
 
    WHEW! That was close. A satisfied smile spreads across my face. I managed to keep my mouth shut that whole time. This is going to work. She has no idea! 
 
    ‘Alright,’ Dad says, using his deep voice to make sure we know he’s in charge. ‘Let’s get to work. We have lots to do. There are decorations, food, presents ... and we need to practice what we’re going to say when she comes in.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ I ask. 
 
    ‘Well, we can all hide and yell “Surprise!” or we can just start singing “Happy Birthday” when she comes through the door.’ 
 
    ‘I like yelling,’ says Greg, grinning. ‘Let’s all hide and yell “SURPRISE!” She will get the fright of her life.’ 
 
    ‘Well, I don’t want to scare Mum on her birthday, so I vote for singing “Happy Birthday” when she comes in,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Let’s talk about that later. Right now, we have work to do. Greg, you can go get the ladder so we can put the streamers up. We can’t have a party without streamers!’  
 
    READ IT NOW 
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