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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!’  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Alex, what did you buy Mum again?’ Dad asks me. 
 
    I race to my room and come back with my present for Mum. ‘I got her something that all mums love,’ I tell him proudly. ‘Have a look at this.’ I hold up a small basket full of bath soaps.  
 
    ‘You put these special balls in the bath, and they bubble and fizz and make it smell all flowery,’ I explain. ‘My friend Lola from school gave me the idea and Mum’s going to love it. And, best of all, they’re called bath BOMBS! So you can pretend you’re fighting a war in the bathtub.’ 
 
    ‘That’s a great present, Alex. We just need to make sure Mum has time to use them,’ Dad says wistfully. 
 
    Greg comes back inside, empty handed. 
 
    ‘Where’s the ladder?’ Dad asks. 
 
    ‘I can’t find it. It’s not in the tool shed,’ he explains. ‘But don’t worry, Mr Franklin popped his head over the fence, and he’s bringing his around. He said he’d love to lend a hand setting up too.’ 
 
    Mr Franklin is a great neighbour and is always helping people whenever he can. 
 
    ‘OK. An extra pair of hands will definitely help. We do have a lot to do,’ says Dad, staring into space. ‘But where did our ladder go? I always put it back.’  
 
    I shrug. There are more important things. ‘Greg, do you have your present for Mum?’ I ask. 
 
    That got Dad’s attention. ‘Yes, Greg, what did you get her?’ he asks hesitantly.  
 
    I know Dad is hoping it is something that Mum will actually want. Greg has a history of giving Mum presents that he wants, things that Mum would never use.  
 
    One time he gave her a football. A football! For our Mum! I have never seen her kick, handball or even watch a game before. Mum, being nice, gave it a go, but sure enough, it ended up being Greg’s football by the end of the day. 
 
      
 
    Greg disappears to his bedroom to get his present and returns with a big grin on his face and something in his hands. ‘Here,’ Greg says holding up a white apron. ‘Mum loves cooking, so I got her this. Check out what it says on the front.’  
 
    Greg turns the apron around to show us the big black letters: KISS THE COOK. My brother is smiling from ear to ear. ‘How funny is that?’ 
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    ‘Very good, Greg! Mum is going to love getting a kiss from you every time she puts it on!’ Dad says. 
 
    His reaction was instant. ‘Ew! Um… no…. I just thought it was funny…. like, you know,’ Greg says.  
 
    Much like my Mr Redman story, maybe he is now realising he didn’t think this through. 
 
    ‘We don’t have time to worry about it. Just put your presents on the bench, and let’s get to work decorating,’ instructs Dad. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Mr Franklin knocks on the door and then drags his ladder into the family room. ‘Where do you want me to start?’ he asks. 
 
    ‘Thanks for coming around,’ says Dad. ‘We have streamers to hang all along the ceiling. Could you take care of that?’ 
 
    ‘No worries,’ says Mr Franklin, ‘Happy to be helping out.’ 
 
    Dad goes to work in the kitchen, preparing his famous fruit punch. 
 
    I help by washing the grapes and strawberries and pass them to Dad so he can start cutting them up with the watermelon. He puts the cut up fruit into a huge bowl and fills it with lemonade.  
 
    Dad’s punch is so cool because you get to pour your own cup using a giant spoon from the big bowl and it makes you feel like you are an adult at a fancy party. 
 
    ‘Greg and Alex, can you start blowing up balloons, please? We want all different colours,’ Dad says in the sharp tone that he uses when he is trying to be super organised. 
 
    We go into the family room and see that Mr Franklin has already hung most of the streamers. ‘Wow, Mr Franklin. You sure are quick at that!’ Greg says. 
 
    ‘I’d be a lot quicker if Buster here wasn’t always under the ladder. I’ve almost tripped over him about five times already!’ Mr Franklin says. 
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    Buster, our golden retriever, is always in the action. Whenever anyone is doing anything, he positions himself right under their feet. He means well, but people are forever tripping over him and asking him to move. 
 
    ‘Buster!’ Greg calls. ‘Go into the kitchen and let us get ready for the surprise party.’ 
 
    Buster looks at Greg and realises he is better off elsewhere. Greg gives Buster a little pat and points him in the direction of the kitchen. Buster slowly makes his way out of the room. Very slowly. 
 
    While Mr Franklin finishes with the streamers, Greg and I start blowing up balloons. Dad steps over Buster in the kitchen and eventually comes over and starts to help as well. 
 
    ‘This is looking great,’ Dad says. ‘Mum is going to love it. I’ve made the punch, and there’s plenty for everyone. Also, I bought a special cake from the cake shop: double chocolate. Mum’s favourite.’ 
 
    At Dad’s gesture, we look towards the table and see a small cake box. ‘Can we have a look?’ Greg asks. 
 
    ‘No!’ cries Dad. ‘You’ll drop it or mess it up. Just leave it.’ 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After what felt like forever, we finally finish decorating the living room. It does look great. Streamers are flowing from the ceiling and balloons are drifting everywhere. 
 
    ‘OK,’ says Dad proudly as he surveys the room. ‘It looks like we are almost ready.’ 
 
    ‘Uh, Dad?’ Greg says warily. He is standing at the table, peering into the cake box. 
 
    ‘I said to stay out of there, Greg!’ Dad yells. 
 
    ‘But, isn’t this a surprise birthday party for Mum?’ he asks. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ Dad stretches out the word. He’s starting to worry. 
 
    ‘Well, then, why does the cake say “Happy Mother’s Day”?’ asks Greg. 
 
    Dad marches over to the cake box and looks over Greg’s shoulder. His face drops. ‘Oh, no!’ he says. ‘They must have gotten the message mixed up. I kept changing my mind from “To the Best Mother in the World” to “Happy Birthday”.’  
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    ‘It will still taste the same,’ says Mr Franklin. ‘And it’s the thought that counts.’ 
 
    That Mr Franklin: he always knows what to say. 
 
    ‘I guess so,’ says Dad. ‘Anyway, it’s too late to change it now.’ 
 
    ‘I want to be wearing my present when Mum comes in,’ says Greg, putting on the apron. 
 
    ‘All right,’ says Dad. ‘But make sure you don’t get it dirty before she even sees it.’ 
 
    ‘I won’t,’ promises Greg. 
 
    Mr Franklin climbs down from his ladder. ‘Well, it’s almost three o’clock, so I’d better be getting off home.’ 
 
    ‘Why don’t you stay for the surprise?’ I suggest, looking towards Dad to agree. 
 
    ‘Of course,’ says Dad. ‘After all, we wouldn’t have gotten all of this done without you.’ 
 
    Our neighbour replies,‘Oh, I don’t want to impose. I just came over to lend a …’ He stops talking mid-sentence as the noise of a car pulling into the driveway stops everyone in their tracks.  
 
    It’s Mum! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘What is she doing home early?’ I ask Dad. 
 
    ‘I’m not sure.’ Dad tries to keep calm, but I can hear the mild panic in his voice. ‘But we have about one minute until she is inside!’ 
 
    A small streamer falls from the ceiling and lands next to Mr Franklin. ‘I’ll take care of it,’ he says calmly. ‘Plenty of time. Not to worry.’ 
 
    ‘That’s okay; I’ve got this one.’ Dad starts climbing the ladder with the streamer in his hand. 
 
    I pick up my basket of bath bombs, ready to hold them proudly as Mum comes through the door. I want to be in the front, so she sees mine first.  
 
    I casually stroll past Greg, who looks like a chef in that apron. Just as I am nearing the door, I step on something. It’s Buster’s tail. 
 
    Buster yelps and jumps up, racing underneath the ladder.  
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    He wasn’t the only one who was frightened. I jump as well, flinging the basket of bath bombs in the air. They come raining down on everyone. The downpour of bath bombs causes Buster to start jumping and whining; in the process, he knocks into the ladder, and it starts to tip.  
 
    I don’t think Dad can save it.  
 
    I immediately squash that thought. He can do it! Of course he can! 
 
    He can’t. 
 
    Dad jumps off at the last minute, whirling in the air like a professional ballerina as the ladder crashes to the ground.  
 
    Dad crashes to the ground as well, but on his way down, in an attempt to break his fall, he grabs the only thing around him: the streamers.  
 
    As he falls, with all that spinning, he somehow manages to wrap himself up like a mummy. Now, he is squirming on the ground, trying to break free. 
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    I look over at Greg, who is gaping at Dad like he is seeing one of his wildest dreams come true. Then, he starts to giggle. 
 
    The giggle turns into a chuckle. The chuckle turns into an all-out cackle, and then Greg can no longer contain himself. He falls to the floor as tears of laughter stream from his eyes. All he can do is point at Dad and laugh.  
 
    Buster leaps on Greg and starts licking the tears off his face. My brother, still in the apron that says “Kiss the Cook”, is laughing too hard to stop him. I don’t think that is the type of kiss they were thinking about when they made that apron. 
 
    I crawl around on the ground, picking up all the bath bombs I can see and putting them back into the gift basket. I hear the car door slam. She’ll be here any second!  
 
    Some of the bath bombs have rolled under the bench. I reach under and start to sweep them together with my arm.  
 
    Suddenly, I freeze. My head is wet. That’s weird. Where is it coming from? 
 
    I crawl out from under the bench and look on top of it, at the huge bowl of Dad’s famous punch. It’s bubbling like a witch’s cauldron. Oh, no. It’s full of bath bombs! We can’t drink that now! 
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 CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The door opens, and Mum steps inside. It takes her about a full minute to take in the entire scene laid out in front of her. 
 
    She sees me holding a half-empty basket of bath bombs and standing next to a bowl of bubbling punch, which she knows should definitely NOT be bubbling.  
 
    Greg is still on the floor, in a “Kiss the Cook” apron, laughing uncontrollably while Buster is licking his face.  
 
    Also, on the ground is someone she can only assume is Dad, looking like a rainbow earthworm as he wrestles with the streamers while flopping around on the floor.  
 
    And in the background is Mr Franklin, holding the now upright ladder and probably wondering how everything could go so wrong, so fast.  
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    “Surprise!” Mr Franklin says quietly. 
 
    An awkward silence fills the room.  
 
    All of a sudden, a slight mumbling can be heard.  
 
    It’s coming from Dad.  
 
    He is humming a tune. Humm, hum hum hum, hum hum. We can’t really make it out, as he has a mouthful of streamers, but it sounds familiar. It gets louder, and I realise he is trying to sing “Happy Birthday”. 
 
    I start singing too. ‘Happy Birthday to you,’ I sing. ‘Happy birthday to you. Happy birthday, dear Mum. Happy Birthday to you!’ 
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    Hearing Dad trying to sing just makes Greg laugh even more. 
 
    Mum takes a deep breath, looks at us all and smiles. ‘It looks like you have all gone to a lot of effort for me. Thank you!’  
 
    She kicks balloons out of her way as she steps over Dad on her way to the bench. ‘Well, at least it looks like the cake has survived,’ she says as she opens the box.  
 
    Her head suddenly jerks up, and she gazes at all of us, her eyes wide with confusion.  
 
    ‘Happy Mother’s Day?’ 
 
    

  

 
   
    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. 
 
      
 
    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.
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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 hilarious story that goes from crazy to ridiculous.
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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.
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    Disco 
 
    Book #3 in The Mis-Adventures of Alex series 
 
    It is the end of year school disco and Alex has his dancing shoes on. The aim, simple, ask Lola, the prettiest girl in Grade 2, to dance. The bright colourful lights are shining, the music is pumping, there is a huge disco ball hanging from the ceiling… what could go wrong?  
 
    Join Alex and his best friend Henry as they try to finish off the school year with a bang (and a CRASH).
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