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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.  
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    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. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘What do we want to do this morning, kids?’ Dad asks, rubbing his hands together in anticipation. He’s trying a little too hard to lighten the mood, but who knows? Maybe it will help. 
 
    Greg and I look at each other and grin. ‘Cricket!’ we say together. 
 
    Dad gives us a slightly cheeky smile. ‘Ok then, go get the stumps. I’ll bowl.’ 
 
    Mum stays in the caravan to do Mum stuff. I’m not sure what she does in there when we are camping, but it always takes her forever. Oh, well. We have Dad to bowl, so at least we can get the game started. 
 
    ‘I’m batting first!’ I yell, picking up the bat. I always like to bat first so that I actually have a go. Sometimes it’s impossible to get Greg out, and we all just end up getting so bored that we finally just stop. This way, at least I know I’ll get a go. 
 
    ‘Not fair!’ protests Greg, looking to Dad for support. ‘It’s my bat.’ 
 
    ‘Let your little brother go first, Greg. You’ll get a turn to bat soon enough,’ Dad says. Did I hear that right? It sounds like he plans on getting me out pretty quickly. 
 
    The thing about Dad and cricket is that he sometimes takes it too seriously and forgets I’m only eight years old. He used to play when he was younger, and I guess he needs to prove he’s still ‘got it’.  
 
    I stand in front of the stumps and tap my bat on the ground a few times. Greg is wicketkeeper and starts trash-talking before the first ball is bowled.  
 
    ‘I bet you get out first ball,’ Greg taunts. ‘You won’t even get a hit. I’ll be batting before you know it, and then I’ll never go out.’ 
 
    He always does this; he thinks it distracts me and will make me go out. And, unfortunately, it usually works. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dad gets ready for his run up. He is miles away. How fast is he planning on bowling? Step, step, step…. Here he comes…. and… whoosh. 
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    The ball is now coming at me at the speed of light. It is a rocket. There is no way I am going to survive for very long if this is what I’m up against. I close my eyes and swing. 
 
    ‘Howzat?!’ Dad calls as the ball goes past me and into Greg’s waiting hands. 
 
    ‘I didn’t hit it,’ I say. ‘I can’t hit it. Why are you bowling so fast? Muuuuummm!’ I yell. 
 
    The benefit of being the youngest is that sometimes I can use it to my advantage – like when I want to get Dad in trouble with Mum. ‘Dad’s bowling way too fast, and I can’t see the ball. It’s not fair!’ 
 
    From inside the caravan, Mum’s voice calls out, ‘Don’t bowl fast to Alex!’ 
 
    ‘OK’ says Dad quietly as he walks back to his marker. He looks over his shoulder at me as he’s walking, and the look he sends me is very clear: I am going to pay for getting him in trouble with Mum.  
 
    Then Dad turns around and starts his run up. Step, step, step and bowl. This one is going to be a lot easier. For a start, I can actually see the ball this time. I wind up to give it everything I’ve got. Swing, hit, toss. Toss? The ball goes flying over Dad’s head and into the bush. The bat goes flying too, but not over Dad’s head. It is spinning through the air like a helicopter blade heading straight for him.  
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    Dad hasn’t noticed yet and is still running towards me. He finally sees the bat coming right at him and raises his hands to protect his face. This is not a good decision because the bat is not heading towards Dad’s head. With his hands over his eyes, he doesn’t notice the bat until it hits him right in the privates. 
 
    ‘Urgh,’ Dad groans. 
 
    My dad is the strongest person I know, but he hits the ground like he is shot. He starts rolling around on the ground, clutching his groin. That is where your hands should have been, I think to myself. 
 
    Greg looks at Dad in shock and shrieks, ‘Mum! Alex killed Dad!’ 
 
    Mum races out of the caravan and over to Dad, who has managed to get to his feet.  
 
    ‘Cricket’s finished,’ Dad whimpers in a surprisingly high voice as he hobbles over to the nearest camping chair. 
 
    Good one, Alex,’ Greg says sarcastically. ‘You ruined it.’ He storms off to do what Greg does every camping trip. Build his own personal fort. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter Five 
 
      
 
      
 
    Greg always builds a fort when we go camping, and I’m never allowed in it. He says it is his private space and no brothers are allowed. It’s just a bunch of sticks piled up together like a tepee, but it’s his place. I know there is nothing special about it, but just the fact that I’m not allowed in there makes me angry. 
 
    Mum comes out of the caravan with a big pink plastic bag, and we know what that means. Marshmallows. Mum knows how to cheer Dad up. This is his favourite camping activity. Dad believes that any problem can be solved with marshmallows. 
 
    ‘Yay!’ I cry as I run towards the campfire. Greg hears me and decides to leave his precious fort. Dad would come running too, if he could, but instead, he starts to slowly make his way over, using his camping chair as a walking frame. 
 
    I search the nearby bushes and find a stick that is nice and long. Then, I reach deep into the bag of marshmallows and pull out the biggest one I can find. I have waited forever to roast marshmallows and the first one is always the best. After I place it on the stick, I am ready to put it in the fire. 
 
    ‘The trick to roasting marshmallows is….’ Dad starts, ‘you’ve gotta get ’em a little crispy on the outside and nice and gooey on the inside. But whatever you do, don’t let them catch on fire.’ 
 
    Dad is the self-appointed king of marshmallow roasting. On every camping trip, we hear his little speech about the best way to roast them.  
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    Mum never interrupts him. She says it’s easier to let Dad think he’s important, even though he gives the same speech year after year and any one of us could recite it from memory. 
 
    I carefully put my marshmallow near the coals, and it immediately catches fire. I need to put it out quickly, and for two very good reasons. One: I do not want my precious marshmallow to be black and burnt. And two: I definitely do not want to have to listen to another speech from Dad about the fundamentals of marshmallow roasting.  
 
    I whip the stick into the air to try and blow it out. The flaming marshmallow flies off the stick and over my head backward through the air. ‘Uh oh,’ I say. 
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    The ball of fiery deliciousness looks like a meteor entering the earth’s atmosphere, getting ready to land, hopefully, somewhere safe. My flaming treat does land all right – right in Greg’s almost-complete fort. 
 
    Now, I don’t know what Greg has in his fort, as I’m never allowed in, but I can tell you this: it is extremely flammable. The fort goes up in flames faster than anything I have ever seen. 
 
    Greg jumps to his feet. ‘Are you kidding me?’ he screams. ‘Can’t you ever stop throwing things and causing trouble?’ 
 
    Mum gets the hose that is attached to the caravan and starts spraying the fort. ‘Alex! You need to be careful around fire,’ she lectures me.  
 
    But it’s too late.  
 
    The fort is in ashes. The expression on Greg’s face goes from disbelief to anger as he glowers at me. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Oh, well. I guess we’ll get lunch ready then,’ Mum announces. 
 
    ‘Right-O,’ says Dad, hobbling towards the BBQ. 
 
    ‘It was an accident; I swear!’ I try to explain to anyone who will listen. 
 
    ‘He did it deliberately because he was jealous,’ says Greg. ‘You were not allowed in my fort, so you burnt it down.’ 
 
    I am appalled. The idea that I would sacrifice my marshmallow just to burn down his stupid fort is preposterous.  
 
    Without another word, I grab my bike and ride away. I am not going to be blamed for what was clearly an accident. They all need to remember something: I lost my marshmallow. 
 
    I’m the victim here.  
 
    I ride around the campsite, muttering to myself about how they should be feeling sorry for me. I pedal and pedal, faster and faster, jumping over little rocks and twigs, weaving between logs and other obstacles.  
 
    I’m getting pretty good at this. Maybe I will beat Greg in a cross-country BMX race one day. It would be great to beat him. Just once. 
 
    ‘Lunchtime!’ I hear Mum call in the distance. ‘Come and get it!’ 
 
    I start riding as fast as I can towards the caravan and most importantly, lunch. 
 
    In the distance I see Mum step out of the caravan with salads for a BBQ. That means we’re also having sausages, yummo. I turn and start riding even faster towards lunch. 
 
    ‘Watch out!’ Dad yells. He points at the cricket bat, just in front of me, that no one has packed up. 
 
    I slam on the brakes and swerve out of the way just in time. Whew, that was close. I miss the bat by millimetres and try to straighten up. But suddenly, my back wheel goes through a pile of mud, and the bike slides out from under me. I hit the ground, creating a spray of mud like a sprinkler going at full speed. 
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    ‘Ahhhhh!’ I hear Mum scream. She is standing there facing me, holding the salad. She looks like she’s been in a mud bath. ‘Alex!’ she screams. 
 
    ‘Sorry, Mum. Another accident, I swear. It’s only a little mud,’ I say. I get to my feet and brush myself off.  
 
    Something stinks! What is it? 
 
    Oh, no.  
 
    I look at the mud pile.  
 
    I smell the mud pile.  
 
    I look at Buster.  
 
    Oh no, no, no.  
 
    I turn to Mum again, who is still frozen like a statue, holding the salad. We make eye contact, and we both realise at the same time that this is not just mud. This is another one of Busters presents! 
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    Mum drops the salad and runs into the caravan to have a shower. The salad hits the ground. Oh, well. We weren’t going to eat it, anyway – not with the disgusting salad dressing my bike just sprayed on it. 
 
    After a while, Mum comes out of the caravan. She looks a little better, but not much. And she doesn’t smell better at all.  
 
    ‘Did you have a shower?’ Dad asks, looking at Mum as she wipes herself off with a face washer. 
 
    ‘I tried,’ says Mum. Then she looks at me in a way that I know isn’t good. ‘But the water tank is empty. It seems we used all the water putting out the fire Alex started earlier.’ Mum shakes her head and lets out a long sigh. ‘Let’s just eat what we can for lunch and then maybe think about going home.’ 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘The sausages should be done any minute now,’ says Dad proudly. Dad always takes pride in his BBQ when camping. I think he feels like a celebrity chef crossed with the caveman who invented fire. Even in his weakened state, he managed to get it going. ‘Boys, help me set the table.’ 
 
    Dad, Greg and I help set the table. Nothing fancy, just plastic plates, forks, and tomato sauce.  
 
    Mum brings out a loaf of bread, but of course, no salad. I’m not too sad about the salad, to be honest. I do love sausages, though.  
 
    Mum takes an empty tray and a pair of tongs to the BBQ to collect the feast. 
 
    ‘Love,’ Mum calls out to Dad, who is sitting with us at the table. ‘Did you already get the sausages?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ Dad calls back. 
 
    ‘Well, they’re not here,’ says Mum, staring at the empty BBQ grill. 
 
    ‘They must be,’ protests Dad. ‘They couldn’t have walked off by themselves.’  
 
    As he storms off, with a limp, towards the grill, he lets out a loud groan, which we all know means something like can this day get any worse? 
 
    Then we hear another groan. It’s coming from behind the caravan.  
 
    ‘OOOOHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH.’ 
 
    Is it a bear? Can’t be. There aren’t bears anywhere in Australia. Is it some wild animal? Whatever it is, based on that groan, it sounds like the creature is in trouble. 
 
    ‘OOOOHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH.’ 
 
    Greg and I get up and creep around the side of the caravan, plastic forks in hand as weapons.  
 
    We pop our heads around the corner and discover what is making the groaning noise.  
 
    It’s not a bear, or any other wild animal. Instead, we discover a fat golden retriever named Buster, lying on his back, feet in the air. He looks at us, and it is obvious where the sausages have gone. 
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    ‘Buster!’ Greg yells. ‘Have you eaten ALL the sausages? Our entire lunch in one go?’ 
 
    Buster lets out another groan, which clearly means, ‘Yes I did, and now I regret everything.’ 
 
    We go back to the table and tell Mum and Dad what happened. They look at each other and can’t seem to decide whether to laugh or cry.  
 
    Meanwhile, Buster slowly hobbles his way to the table, his tummy almost dragging along the ground, and collapses in front of us. 
 
    ‘That dog is unbelievable,’ says Dad. ‘We probably need to get him to a vet to get his stomach pumped.’ 
 
    ‘Gross,’ I say. ‘I’m not eating sausages that have been in a dog’s stomach.’ 
 
    ‘What are you talking about, Alex?’ Dad snaps. ‘That’s it. We’re going home. This is the worst camping trip we have ever had. Everything that can go wrong has. Let’s pack up, get in the car and try to get home without another catastrophe.’ 
 
    We all agree and start loading the caravan. Dad lifts Buster up and puts him in the middle spot of the backseat in the car. 
 
    

  

 

 Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
    I can’t believe I’m actually happy camping is over. I bet it will be ages before we even think about doing this again. Mum and Greg are now slumped in their seats in the car and they look like they’re over it as well. 
 
    It is dark by the time Dad finishes hooking up the caravan, climbs into the car and lets out a huge sigh. ‘Maybe next year we’ll just stay home. I can’t wait to put my feet up and sleep in my own bed,’ he says. 
 
    ‘And I can’t wait for a shower,’ adds Mum. ‘At least we’re in the car now. We’ll just need to put up with the smell until we get home.’ 
 
    ‘Do we need to go to the vet to get Buster’s stomach pumped, Dad?’ I ask. 
 
    Just as I finish talking, Buster opens his mouth and does the biggest vomit I have ever seen.  
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    It goes all over Greg, who has already got his seatbelt on, ready to go. Gross! I can see sausage meat everywhere. There’s even an entire sausage, still whole! He didn’t even chew it! Buster just swallowed the whole thing, and now it is sitting in Greg’s lap! 
 
    ‘I’m not even surprised anymore,’ says Dad under his breath. 
 
    Dad puts the key in the ignition and turns it to start the engine. Nothing happens. He slowly lowers his head onto the steering wheel.  
 
   

 

 There is no noise, no light. Nothing. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Keep reading for a special preview of Disco – Book #3 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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    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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    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). 
 
    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 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. 
 
    READ IT NOW 
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