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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was meant to be a day like any other. A Saturday. A really hot Saturday. This day was a little different, though. This wasn’t the relaxing kind of Saturday that you look forward to after a long week of school. Oh, no. This was not relaxing at all. In fact, it was the complete opposite of relaxing.  
 
    This. Was. War. 
 
    Well, not really war, but for an eight-year-old like me, it’s pretty close. 
 
    ‘Alex,’ Mum had said, ‘you’re not sitting inside on such a nice sunny day. Get out from under my feet and get some fresh air’. 
 
    What she really meant was that she was sick of us messing up the house, so she was pushing me and my older brother, Greg, into the backyard. But it wasn’t so bad. She handed us the water pistols we had gotten for Christmas and told us to “have fun”. 
 
    These weren’t your standard water pistols that you can hold in one hand and shoot a few drops. No, sir! These were more like water cannons! You needed two strong hands to shoot these bad boys. And when you filled up the tank, it was heavy. As for the range? You could shoot people miles away! 
 
    I felt invincible when I held that super-gun in my hands. Well, for a moment, anyway. Then I remembered that my annoying older brother had gotten the same gun I did. Greg was ten – a full two years older than me. And that’s a lot. 
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    He is taller, stronger, tougher and a lot rougher than me. No matter what game we played, he always won. He never let me win. Not even once! Not even to be nice. He said it was ‘character building’ and that it would ‘make me stronger in the long run’, but I know it is just because he loves being the winner. 
 
    Just once, I would love to beat him in something. Just once. I would shove it in his face and never let him forget it. I would remind him every day for the rest of his life about the time I beat him in something. I would write it on every birthday and Christmas card just to remind him of my moment of victory. Yeah. Merry Christmas, Greg. Love, Alex. P.S. Remember that time I beat you in soccer? Ha-ha! 
 
    I can see him now, opening his presents, reading the card and remembering that moment of defeat at the hands of his baby brother. Just once. He would be furious. 
 
    But it hasn’t happened…yet.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    So, here we are. Wartime. 
 
    Where: The backyard 
 
    Who: Two brothers with full water pistols, ready to battle it out. 
 
    Why: Ultimate glory!  
 
    ‘OK, here are the rules,’ said Greg. ‘You stay here and count to twenty, and I’ll run away and hide. Then… it is ON! The wettest person is the loser. Oh, and by the way, I promise you will be soaked by the end of today! Ha-ha.’ 
 
    His laugh is evil. He means business. 
 
    ‘Ok,’ I say, gripping my weapon tightly with both hands. 
 
    ‘Another rule,’ Greg says, ‘is that you need to stay on our property. No jumping fences or anything like that. That’s cheating.’ 
 
    ‘Ok,’ I say again. 
 
    I turn around, close my eyes, and start counting. ‘One, two, three…’ 
 
    ‘Count slower!’ Greg yells from a distance. I hear some bushes rustling. 
 
    ‘Four…....five….….six…’ This is taking forever. He’s going to be in the best hiding spot of all time before I even get close to twenty. 
 
    ‘Ready or not, here I come!’ I finally yell. Do I always yell that? Why would I tell him I’m coming? Why would I be making so much noise when playing war is all about stealth and sneakiness? And most of all, why am I asking myself stupid questions when I should be focussing on drenching that win-at-all-costs brother of mine? 
 
    I scan the backyard and see lots of good hiding places. There are bushes and trees along the fence line, as well as a chicken coop up the back. He could be anywhere. I didn’t hear him go past me, so I’m pretty sure he is in the backyard still, but I definitely can’t see him. 
 
    I decide to creep along the fence and through the bushes. Quietly and slowly. SNAP! I step on a stick. Not great. The whole idea of sneaking is to be quiet. I take another careful step. SNAP! Another stick. What is this, a stick factory? 
 
    I crouch down behind a small bush and scan the backyard. Sweat starts to drip down my face. The day is hot and getting hotter. I wonder what the soldiers in the desert do to keep cool. I need something to cool off, but I can’t risk going inside for a drink and give away my position. I just have to tough it out for now. 
 
    I creep further, quiet as a mouse – no more sticks, thankfully. Then I hear a war cry that sends shivers down my spine. ‘Death from above!’ 
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    It’s Greg, of course. He’s directly above me! I turn my head to look towards the sound and see him up a tree, pointing his weapon right at my head. 
 
    I don’t have time to react before a huge jet of water starts to pummel my face. The power of the spray knocks me off my feet. ‘I’m hit!’ I yell, sprawled on the ground. The water just keeps coming. I need to get away, and fast! 
 
    I scramble to my feet, grab my gun, and run for the clearing. Whew! He’s still up the tree. He got me, but at least I’m not drenched. I got away, and I am safe – for now, anyway.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
    I need to find the perfect spot to ambush him. Yeah, that’s it: I’ll turn the tables on him. He had the higher ground up the tree and got me good. I need to find a place just as good, if not better.  
 
    I look around, waiting for inspiration. Come on, inspiration! I don’t have long; I can hear Greg climbing down from the tree. It will take him a while because of the sheer size of the water pistol, which makes for very awkward climbing. 
 
    I must beat him at something. Just once. 
 
    There doesn’t seem to be anything bigger than that tree on our whole property, except branches from the huge gum tree that overhangs from next door. That tree is as high as our house but it would be too tricky to climb with the water pistol. 
 
    I also remember the rules Greg laid down at the start:‘You need to stay on our property. No jumping fences or anything like that. That’s cheating.’ So, I guess that’s out. Instead….  
 
    Suddenly, it hits me. The tree next door may be as tall as our house, but our house is also as tall as our house! 
 
    I could get on the roof!  
 
    No way would Greg ever think about looking up there, and I would be able to see the entire backyard. I could shoot him all day, and he would have no idea where it was coming from. Genius! 
 
    I creep around to the side of the house and slowly and carefully get the extension ladder. It’s like a normal ladder, except it can stretch twice as long. Dad uses it when he cleans out the gutters, so I know it’s nice and tall. The ladder is meant to be kept in the tool-shed, but luckily, Dad cleaned the gutters last week since Mum had been complaining about them for months. And, just like always, Dad didn’t pack up anything when he was finished; he just sat down to relax. 
 
    I put my water pistol down and quietly lean the ladder up against the gutter. With the gun in one hand, I grab the first rung of the ladder and start to climb. Step by careful step, I approach the top. Sweat is starting to drip into my eyes, but I can’t wipe it off. I don’t have a spare hand. Oh, well. Too late to go back now.  
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    I speed up, as I know Greg will be looking for me soon. I get near the top of the ladder and throw my gun onto the metal roof.  
 
    Clang!  
 
    ‘Shhhhh,’ I lecture myself. I climb up the last few rungs and eventually crawl off the ladder onto the roof. 

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
    The roof is hot. And I don’t mean a little bit hot; I mean like searing metal on fire hot. I scramble to my feet to stop my hands burning, and as I do, I slip and fall flat on my face. Yikes! Now I’m very, very hot, all over! I get up as fast as I can and a second or two later, I hear another clang.  
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    What was that? I look around and don’t see anything – not Greg, not Mum, not the ladder. Not the ladder! Oh no! I must have kicked the ladder when I tripped. Now I’m trapped on the roof! 
 
    OK. Calm down. Let’s think about this. You wanted to get on the roof, and you have. You have the elevated position to finally beat Greg at something, just once.  
 
    But, you can’t get down. Maybe I should just call for help and stop playing. 
 
    I look down. There is Greg in the middle of the yard, frantically looking for me so he can launch another attack. And now he is in the open! I can get him, and he won’t have the slightest idea where I am. Surprise attack!  
 
    I take aim. ‘Death from above!’ I yell as I pull the trigger. Greg whirls around frantically to find out where the yelling is coming from as I unload a jet of water in his direction. 
 
    ‘Hey! That’s cheating!’ Greg shouts, finally realising where I have positioned myself. ‘You can’t go on the roof. I’m not playing.’ He throws his gun on the ground and stomps inside. 
 
    ‘Wait!’ I cry. ‘I need help to get down!’ Greg doesn’t hear me. He is gone. 
 
    OK, that’s it. Time to call for help. What is the point of being on the roof with a water cannon if there is no one to shoot at? 
 
    Just as I am about to start screaming, a huge noise comes from next door. 
 
    WWWWWHHHHRRRRRRRRRRRRR! 
 
    It’s Mr Franklin, our neighbour, mowing his lawn. No one will hear me over that thing. He must have one of the loudest lawnmowers in the world.  
 
    I can see directly into his backyard from the roof. His lawn looks perfect. Why is he mowing? What is it about old people and their lawns and gardens? Also, it is a million degrees today, and he’s mowing his lawn in pants, a jumper, earmuffs, a hat and glasses. He must be insane. 
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    ‘Help!’ I yell out to him. ‘Mr Franklin! I’m stuck!’ I hold my water pistol tightly and wave my other arm frantically in his direction. Luckily, he looks up and notices me on the roof. Even with the hat and glasses, the look on his face clearly says, Are you supposed to be up there? 
 
    Mr Franklin is a good neighbour. Whenever we accidentally lose balls in his yard, he always throws them back over the fence. And he never gets me or Greg into trouble when he sees us doing naughty things, like diving in the mud in our nice clothes. ‘Boys will be boys,’ he always says to us. 
 
    That’s all good and fine, but right now, I need him to rescue me. But he’s just standing there with the lawnmower still running, looking at me. I keep waving like a crazy person, water pistol in hand. ‘HELP!’, I yell, but he cannot hear me over the lawnmower. He puts his hand up to his ear and then shakes his head, showing that he can’t hear me. I keep waving. He starts waving. What!? I don’t want him to wave back; I want him to save me! Can’t he see I’m stuck and in danger and not playing some silly waving game like a five-year-old? 
 
    He gets sick of waving. After a moment, he looks down and continues mowing his lawn. 
 
    I am beyond frustrated. I am furious. What kind of person would not realise that an eight-year-old boy waving on a roof in the boiling heat is in trouble and needs help? Geez. 
 
    I have to find a way to get down. There MUST be another way.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
    I climb up to the highest point on the roof. It’s even hotter up here, and I need a drink, badly. But where can I get a drink from up here? Then it hits me: my water pistol – it’s full of water!  
 
    Unscrewing the cap, I turn it upside-down and awkwardly pour water into my mouth. The water is hot. The sun has heated it up to be almost undrinkable, but I’m desperate. I pour as much as I can into my mouth. Some drips fall onto my face, my shirt and the sizzling roof, but I don’t care. 
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    The game is over, so it doesn’t matter how wet I get now. Once the pistol is empty, I feel refreshed, but only a little. I imagine a tall glass of ice-cold water and how good it will feel after I get down. If I ever get down. 
 
    Now that my thirst is gone, I can focus on my next move. But wait… I feel something brewing in my tummy. Oh, no. After drinking all that water, now I need to pee. This is not good. What am I going to do? I need to think of something, and quick! 
 
    I look around, searching for a solution. Nothing. Nup, no toilets up here. Why didn’t Mum and Dad put a toilet on the roof? After all, you never know where you’ll be when you need to go. I’ll bring that up with them later. Right now, I need to focus on my wee problem, which is actually a huge problem. 
 
    Greg would probably be able to hold it because he’s ten. Ugh, even in my own imagination, Greg is beating me! 
 
    This is getting desperate. I could just wee on the roof. I mean, it rains on the roof, and rain is just cloud-wee isn’t it?  
 
    Then I remember that time I peed on the side of the caravan when we were camping, and Mum hit the roof. ‘It will stain,’ she said, and‘That’s disgusting!’  
 
    No can do. I will probably be in heaps of trouble for getting on the roof as it is. No need to make it worse. Man. All of this, just to beat Greg. Just once. 
 
    I’m more than desperate now. If I don’t think fast, I’m going to wet myself. I do a little toilet dance hopping from foot to foot, but it doesn’t help. I start thinking of all the things that could go wrong with this awkward situation I find myself in. Someone could be walking down the street and see me. It would be just my luck for someone like Lola, the coolest girl in school, to be walking down the street, hear me doing a toilet tap dance on the roof, and see me about to wet myself. I could never talk to her again. How would I ever be able to show my face at school after that? 
 
    I might even need to be rescued to get down at this rate. How embarrassing would it be to be rescued from the roof by fire fighters? It might even be on the news. I can hear the reporters now:‘Local boy rescued from rooftop after weeing his pants.’  
 
    I grab my water pistol tightly and then it hits me. The water pistol! I could wee into the gun where the water goes. Genius! There isn’t any water in it. That’s all gone. I’ll simply be returning the water I just drank to its home.  I turn away from Mr Franklin, who is still mowing that lawn, unzip, aim and fire. It is times like this I’m very lucky I’m not a girl. 
 
    The relief is instant as I almost fill the entire chamber. I screw the cap back on and put the water pistol down on the roof. Whew! Now I can think straight again. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
    I make my way across to the other side of the roof, and there it is: an option. The huge gumtree. It almost touches the roof. Maybe I can get close enough to leap onto a branch. Yeah! Then I could climb down into the neighbour’s yard, over the fence and home. Easy.  
 
    I carefully edge my way out to the gutter and put my arm out. Success. I can reach the branch. Just before I make the leap of faith, I have a look into the gumtree neighbour’s backyard. I’ve never been able to see in there before. It looks messy. There are scraps of metal and timber all over the place. It looks like a junkyard. I don’t know how safe it will be, but it’s all I’ve got.  
 
    Just as I’m about to monkey my way off the roof and to safety, I look down again into the neighbour’s yard. Looking back at me is one of the fiercest, meanest and ugliest dogs I have ever seen. It is enormous, and it’s looking at me like I’m going to be its next meal. Yikes! 
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    If I climb down this tree, I’m going to land right in his mouth! This is not what I was planning. The dog is licking its lips in anticipation of its next meal, me.  
 
    No way. Not happening. 
 
    I manage to scramble back up to the middle of the roof to reassess. I pick up my water pistol and have another look around. 
 
    Mr Franklin has finished mowing. Finally. He’ll be able to help. ‘MR FRANKLIN!’ I yell ‘Help!’. He turns around. I raise my arms, water pistol in hand. ‘I can’t get down!’ He still can’t hear me. Old people always seem to have bad hearing. I start to move closer but fail to notice the puddle on the roof from my greedy water guzzling earlier. I slip and fall straight on my butt. OW!  
 
    But it doesn’t stop there. I start sliding. Gravity is pulling me towards the edge of the roof and Mr Franklin’s house. Mr Franklin finally becomes concerned and starts running towards me. I am sliding towards the gutter, gaining speed as I go like a snowball rolling down a mountain. 
 
    I can’t stop!  
 
    This is it. I’m going to hit the edge. Falling off a roof: what a way to go. I think I would rather the embarrassment of a fireman rescue.  
 
    No more time for wishful thinking. I keep sliding. I’m about to hit the gutter, and I know what’s coming then …the end. 
 
    My feet hit the gutter and stop. The force of the impact launches me upright, and I jump off the roof. That’s right. I don’t fall. I jump. 
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    Now, I’m not saying I’m a professional athlete or anything, but I can tell you this. When you jump off a roof, you feel like you are jumping across the world. 
 
    This leap would be a world record if I were on the ground. I could be famous. But there’s no time to think about that now; I’m too busy flying through the air. 
 
    The only trouble with flying through the air is that you need to land. I did land, and fortunately, I didn’t die. Here’s a tip for anyone looking to jump off a roof and not die: try to find a nice old man to land on.  
 
    Poor Mr Franklin.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
    I wake up in a hospital bed, with a cast on my arm and my leg up in a sling.  
 
    I hurt all over. 
 
    ‘You’re a very lucky boy,’ says the doctor, standing there dressed in a white coat and holding a clipboard.  
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    ‘I prescribe a strict dose of “No more jumping from rooftops”,’ she says. She thinks she’s really funny, I disagree.  
 
    My family are all here: Mum, Dad, Greg, and even Mr Franklin, on crutches. ‘Thank you, Mr Franklin,’ I say. ‘And sorry about landing on you.’ 
 
    ‘You didn’t land on me,’ he says. ‘I caught you!’ 
 
    ‘That’s right,’ says Dad.‘If it wasn’t for Mr Franklin, then who knows what would have happened?’ 
 
    ‘I have something for you that you left at my place,’ says Mr Franklin, handing me my water pistol. ‘Boys will be boys,’ he adds. Everyone laughs. 
 
    The sight of that water pistol brings back memories of the crazy day: the ladder, the heat, the huge tree, and that mean-looking dog.  
 
    I look over at Greg who is yawning as if he would rather be anywhere but here, and a thought enters my brain. Just once. I immediately raise the gun, point it at his face and pull the trigger.  
 
    He cops the full spray right in his mouth. He looks shocked and starts coughing and spluttering. I then remember another thing that happened on the roof. One thing I should have considered before shooting him in the face. 
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    ‘Calm down, Greg. It’s only water’, says Mum. 
 
    ‘Actually,’ I say,‘it’s not.’

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Keep reading for a special preview of Camping – Book #2 in The Mis-Adventures of Alex series 
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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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    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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    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… wat 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). 
 
    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 
 
      
 
      
 
    There is no noise, no light. Nothing. When I wake up, I don’t know where I am, but I’m not in my bed. I’m not alone, either; I can feel it. I quickly sit up to try and get my bearings. 
 
    BANG!  
 
    My head cracks on something hard. ‘OUCH!’ I cry. 
 
    ‘Shut up!’ yells Greg, my older brother, who is right next to me. He gives me a jab with his elbow. 
 
    ‘Ouch!’ I cry again, clutching my ribs. ‘Mum! Greg hit me.’ 
 
    All the lights go on, and now I remember: we are camping in our caravan. 
 
    ‘Greg, don’t tell your brother to shut up,’ Mum whispers. ‘And Alex, stop yelling.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t help it! I banged my head on the cupboard, really hard,’ I explain, rubbing my head and tummy like I’m doing some sort of trick. ‘I think I might have a concussion.’ 
 
    ‘You will have one if you keep waking me up!’ Dad yells.  
 
    Dad is always the last to wake up when we go camping. Mum says it’s because he doesn’t want to make us breakfast, but I think it’s because he goes to bed so late. I wonder what he does when we are all asleep. I guess he likes the time to himself. He should go to bed earlier, though; then, he would have more energy to play with Greg and me. 
 
    ‘Oh, well. We’re all awake, so we might as well get up,’ Mum says. She gives Dad a shake, but he just groans and rolls over. Mum gets up, turns on the stove and gets the bacon and eggs out from the fridge. The rest of us eventually get out of bed as well – even Dad. 
 
    I love camping breakfasts. They’re the best! I wonder why we can’t have them every day at home.  
 
      
 
    [image: A group of people sitting at a table  Description automatically generated with low confidence] 
 
      
 
    We all sit at the smallest table in the world and scoff down our breakfast of bacon and eggs with tomato sauce and toast at record speed. Even before we’re finished, the table is a mess. Dishes are piling up in the sink, and Mum is looking at them like she is thinking about just going back to bed. It’s the same look Greg has when his teacher gives him homework. Hmmm, I guess that’s why we don’t have camping breakfast every day.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
    Greg puts on his dressing gown and opens the door. A burst of cold air fills the caravan. ‘Time for a bush wee,’ he announces. 
 
    ‘Take Buster with you,’ mumbles Dad, while he is shovelling his last piece of toast into his mouth.  
 
    Buster is our golden retriever, and he loves camping. We keep him tied up outside at night because there just isn’t enough room inside the caravan. He doesn’t seem to mind, though. Dogs are always happy to see you, no matter where or how long you leave them. 
 
    Greg steps outside. ‘Oh, gross!’ he says. 
 
    ‘What is it?’ Mum calls out while doing the dishes, already sounding frustrated at Greg. 
 
    ‘Buster’s done his business right in front of the door, and I’ve just stepped in it!’ Greg cries. 
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    I don’t know what it is about Buster and camping, but he seems to leave his stinky piles in the worst spots. Maybe he’s marking his territory or something. If that’s the case, then he now owns one of Greg’s slippers. 
 
    ‘Well, don’t come back in here smelling like that. You’ll need to get dressed outside,’ explains Mum as Dad passes clothes out the caravan door to Greg. 
 
    We all decide to get dressed and take extra care not to step in any other gifts from Buster as Dad and I go outside. 
 
    It’s always super cold in the morning camping, and I need a bush wee too, but I don’t want to go too far away. The caravan is nice and warm, and it’s freezing outside. The further I go into the bush, the longer it will take me to get back, and the colder I’ll be. Why bother? I creep around the back of the caravan and start weeing on the ground. Some of it goes on the wheel, but that doesn’t matter, right? It’s just like rain, more or less. And, besides, caravans are made for outdoors, anyway. 
 
    Suddenly, the little window of the caravan opens right next to me, almost hitting me in the head again! Mum screams, ‘Alex, stop that! That’s disgusting! It will stain!’ 
 
    The fright makes me wee on the caravan even more. ‘Sorry,’ I say sheepishly while finishing up. After I return to the caravan to wash my hands, Mum gives me a disappointed and dirty look. This day is not starting out well for her. 
 
    READ IT NOW 
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