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Dedicated to
LOADS of
lovely people
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ok ¥ Ella v Liy
Thanks to Sarah S.
And to my dad, who really

did wear some
S@ﬁﬁ@wsﬂgj
embarrassing outfits.

Stroh g







Even though I only live four minutes away

from my school, I'm often late.

e
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two minutes _.
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T e
his is usually because me and Derek® 2

(my best mate and next-door neighbor) “chat”
a bit (OK, a LOT) on the way. Sometimes

it'’s because we get distracted by delicious

_/ . i-
1@ and caramel wafers .
i.’

at the shop. Occasionally, it's because

fruit chews

I've had loads of other very important things
to do.

@



[Fﬁor instance, this is what I did this morning
(my first day back at school).
A
@ Woke up — @@ listened to music ,/\
Played my guitar

=

F po/led out of bed (slowly)

Looked for socks

Looked for clothes ﬁ J
Played some more 9u|tari\ y J

Realized I hadn’t done my “summer reading

homeWork

Al L] L] Ll

PANI@KED OO ot o

good excuse For Iack of homework (phewl).
Annoyed my sister, Delia. Which I admit did
take up a very LARGE chunk of the morning
(time well spent, though).
Hid Delia’s sunglasses. g
Took my comic into the bathroom to read

(while Delia waited outside — Hal Hal). When

Mom shouts ...

€D



Toum! Yeu're LATE
For SChoeol!

3 Run past Delia (who's still

waiting outside the bathroom and quite cross

now). Ignore her

sisterly love. CREEP'

Save precious time bJ:
M Not brushing hair
Not brushing teeth (for very long)
% Not kissing Mom good-bye @

(Too old for all that kind of thing.)
Eat the last piece of toast, then grab my

packed lunch and my bike. Shout YE“
‘ o

to anyone who can hear me.

@

Then bike to school in about two minutes flat.

&




Which is a NEW TOM GATES WORLD

RECORD.... And this is the REALLY good bit ...

PORTeR has just arrived tool

jﬁ(ﬁ& I am so pleased to see her after the

holidays. I smile in what I think is a nice,

friendly cheery way. @

Amy is not impressed. She [ooks at me [ike I'm

weird (but I'm not).

(This is a bad start to my day.)

Then it 9ets worse....

€



M[ﬁo Fullerman (my fifth year teacher)

makes the whole class stand outside our room.

"Welcome BACK, Class

5F. I've got a BIG

surprise for you ALL."

(Which is not good news.)

@Hp N@F He's rearranged ALL the

desks! I'm now sitting right at the front of
the class. Worse still, Marcus "Moany” Meldrew

is next to me.

This is a DISASTER. How am I going to draw
my pictures and read my comics? Sitting at the

back of the class, I could avoid the teacher’s

glares. @ @ But T am SO close to Mr.

i} i

Fullerman now I can see up his nose. ﬂ

D
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nd if that's not bad enough, Marcus

Meldrew IS the most annoying boy in the
WHOLE school. He is S@ nosy and thinks he

knows everything.
Marcus Meldrew is already annoying me. ...

He is looking over my shoulder while

I'm writing this.

He is still looking.... CO D

Still looking....

Yes, MARCUS, I'm writing about

'if};/
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MARCUS Meldrew

has a face like a mouse.

Marcus Meldrew has a face like a
\ by

Meose!-

f \ Y AN

M@@S@& Marcus . . .

(He's stopped looking now.)



=
IL2U T on the other side of me, the 9ood©

news is I am now SIttmg next to %

M who is very smart and

nice (even though she didn’t seem thrilled to

see me this morning).

PBLLIANT; At least I can have

a sneaky look > <> over her shoulder for a

few right answers.

I think she is looking at mem:
PORTeR is V_eij nice.

[AM Y is SMART.
©




She’s not looking.

She’s ignoring me.... I think.

So I might as well stop writing nice things

now and draw a doodle instead.

This cheers M€ up.)
(



Then M[ﬁo Fullerman says,

“As you can see, I've changed a few
things around.”

(Don‘t T know itl)

Then he begins to take attendance.

(Usually I would take this opportunity to draw
a few cool pictures, or take out my comic for
b But I'm S@ close to Mr.
“his beady eyes@f@that I

have to wait until he finishes and walks to the

a quick read.

Fullerman and '

back of the class before I can get doodling in
my book.)

@K, he’s gone now. I'm thinking of

names to call my band that Derek and I are

in. We're not very good YETF but if I can

think of a really good name, that will make us

seem extra cool.

@



How about ALIEN TWINS? FOOT FIGHTERS?
I know ... DOGZOMBIES.

MarClAS

| S




M[ﬁo Fullerman interrupts my drawing (I've

turned the page over fast so he can't see
it) and hands out the first piece of work we
have to do this term. (Groan.)

@



My summer wasn’t a great success,

but it does have a very happy ending...

H@ﬁ‘e goes ﬁ:f;
€5)



VI N
C@mlpnﬁg Sucks

This year, Dad said, “"Let’s go camping,
it’s cheap.” Mom didn't seem that keen, but
I'd never been camping before, so I was
looking forward to it.

Dad and I went to the camping shop to

buy a few essential items like:

But the camping shop had some cool stuf«f
and Dad got carried away. He spent a. IL@T
of money and made me promise not to tell Mom.

"We could have stayed in a nice hotel; it
would have been cheaper,” Dad said.

"Not the same as sleeping under the
stars and waking up in the fresh airl” said

the man in the shop as he took Dad’s o

money. O






@n top of everything Dad bought, Mom

packed a whole [ot more. The car was stuffed.
My sister, Delia, wasn’t happy about coming
e

with us.

@y She's not allowed to stay in the
house "'r: ‘ her own anymore, because she
had a WI‘LD party the last time Mom
and Dad went away. (I stayed next door with
Derek. His parents got woken up and weren’t
happy either.) @

e set off, and for a while the trip
was going well. Then we took a wrong turn

and got lost.




Mom blamed Dad for not listening to her
properly. Dad blamed Mom for not reading
the map the right way. They both blamed each
other.

It was only when the car got a flat tire ‘

that they stopped arguing. They phoned the

Car Rescue Service,} who eventually turned up.

It tookﬂMGE S to fix the tire, and

we didn't make it to the campsite until it
was dark.@ Delia wasn’t happy. (Delia’s never
happy.) She said the place looked RANK
and plus she couldn’t get a signal for her
phone. Hal Hal Hal I thought it looked OK.

So I helped Dad with the tent while Mom
unpacked the car. (Delia did nothing.)



Tﬁ\e tent was tricky to put up, but we did
the best we could.

It was a bit late to eat. Dad said, “I'll cook
a big breakfast in the morning."DBut my

stomach kept F@Wib&ﬁﬁg\, and
I couldn’t get to sleep. &7 G Then™% I

remembered the secret stash of wafers

in my bag. So I grabbed them and ate
them alll (E.:rou:nobé got everywhere and it was
very uncomfortable in my sleeping bag. Even
though we had a “family tent” with separate
rooms, Delia could hear me shifting around and
fidgeting. It was really annoying her.
BRILLIANTY So I did it some more. But
at the same time, I could also hear

Mom and Dad ...



—and that

SN@N[@S

was keeping me awake too. The noise was awful.
It seemed to be getting louder and LOUDER.
It was almost like thunder, deep and rumbly.
Then I realized it sounded like thunder ..
because it was thunder. Which was getting
closer. There was lightning too, and |
really heavy rain that was right /’."‘,* '
above our tent. The storm was (j,'-”"

HUGE, and it didn't take long for
the tent to blow away. .. %

s -
Ever\gone had to run to the car for

cover. The storm lasted all night [ong and

everything we had got wet and muddy.
Dad had pitched the tent RIGHT NEXT TO
A STREAMI It flooded and all our stuff got
soaked.

Nobody slept at all. It was miserable. @

@



Spot the
problem .

@



I[m the morning, Dad tried to get his money

back from the campmte owner (while we slept
'Z'.* Jz“?wz
. Z .

in the car). z
17_’1?

He complained a lot, U"/ but it didn’t work.
Mom collected our soggy belongings, which
were all ruined (including the tent). I could
hear her muttermg thmgs like “Proper vacation

[
. i

next Jear and “Greece” under her breath.- z

o

Delia was crying (again) because her

mobile phone had gotten wet and wasn’t working.
That cheered me up.@ So I decided to try
and make the best of the holiday and go
exploring. There were lots of interesting-
looking trees to climb. I was nearly at the

T@P of one when suddenly a branch

SNAPPED under my foot.

@



o?o

o Moy pazijesd A

N

It was pretty

impressive, really....
Delia heard meas I hit the ground.

She came over and just watched me as I rolled
around on the ground in pain, holding my arm.

Hal It felt REALLY but Delia didn’t
Hal  |ook too concerned.
Freakl

Eventually she got Mom.




T;hat's all I need,” said Mom as she took me
to the first-aid tent. They gave me a

lollipop fand put my arm in a bandage (I
was very brave).@

It looked like our camping holiday was going
to be very short. More rain was due, so Mom and
Dad decided that under the circumstances
(no tent or dry clothes) we should go home. @

I wasn’t that upset, and Delia was

@n the way home we stopped off in
a nice restaurant, where I managed to eat a
huge pizza with my one good arm. My bad arm
was really hurting @ but I didn’t complain
because it was the first time in ages that

everyone looked happy.

@



@ur neighbors Mr. and Mrs. Fingle and
Derek were surprised to seeO Ous back so
soon. My bad arm was 5@ painﬁul now that

I went to my room to look at it.

Worryingly, it had turned purple

and sr\\jDO&B)@m up like a
' balloon.@ CD\
I showed Mom and Dad. They looked shocked.

Delia said, “You look like a FREAK” (which
was kind of her). Mom and Dad got back in

the car and drove me to the hospital, leaving

Delia at home.

ﬂ:uckilg ... my arm’s not serious. I had
just sprained it, and the bandage was put on
too tight. So they redid it and put it in a

very cool sling instead. @
(I'll live, apparently.)



It was quite late&* by the tume we 9ot
home and there was music ‘ !
out from our house. &ASZZM@

Mom and Dad were

over for a party, and BOY was she in trouble.

I £or90t all about my sore arm
because listening to Delia being told off
and grounded by Mom and Dad‘WGs

probably the -

of my whole

entire ‘ holiday. i

THE
END




It sounds like you had a very
eventful time, Tom!
Excellent work. | felt like | was

there ... but glad | wasn’t!

%Merif Points



o

W@Wo Mr. Fullerman liked my storyl

I've never had merits before.

I leave the page open sommmcan

see how clever I am. But she doesn’t seem

too interested. Maybe this will help:

=D



No, she’s still not looking.

Marcus says he's got five merits as well.
“Great,” I say.
"We're like twins now,” says Marcus.

(He's so annoying.)

I show Mom and Dad my story because I think
they'll be pleased with me (for a change).



Instead Mom gives me a note to give to Mr.

Fullerman.

I think Mom was worried my story made them
look bad.

GO



BREAK time!

I am catching up with a few friends who I

haven’t seen over the holidays. Mark Clump
@ got another pet (but he won't tell me

what it isl). »
Norman Watson's not allowed

to eat candy or ANYTHING with
sugar in it becausé it makes him go really
WgLD But I can see him running around
the playground with his sweater over his head
shouting, “I'm a spaceman, I'm a spaceman.”
Which makes me think he’s had a few sneaky
sweets already today.

Solomon Stewart (his nickname'sﬂ)

is the tallest boy in the whole school. He has

(BR@WN even more, I think. [C:ﬁ




Then Derek comes over (he's in Mrs.

Worthington’s class, not mine, because we
too much). I've seen him loads during
the summer. _j‘@l— (His hair has grown—he
hasn’t.) e

I show him my ideas and drawings for a
band name. (He likes DOGZOMBIES best ...
me, too.) @

When Marcus Meldrew barges into our

chat. ...

"What's that?”

“Ideas for our band.”

"What band?”

“Me and Derek are in a band, and we're
thinking of what to call ourselves.”

"That's easy.”

“Really?” (Marcus has an idea.)

=
€



Yeah.... Just call yourselves

‘The Totel Losers’

Hal Hal Hal” says Marcus ...

who'’s even more annoying this year than he

was last year (if that’s possible).

There’s homework already from Mr. Fullerman.

(It's like we never had a holiday.)



(I'll see what’s on TV tonight, then read the

newspaper review, That's always a good start.)

G



Mr. Fullerman’s —

SHADOW

Sitting so close to Mr. Fullerman is already
proving tricky for me.

Because I am being forced to Y or k o
s EXHAUSTING!

(Amy doesn’t seem thrilled to be sitting
next to me. Maybe if she sees me working,
she’ll think I'm smart?

I will try to impress her.)

She’s just caught me sneaking a look at her
work. I pretend to be drawing, but I've been

rumbled.



I know ... I'll draw something FUNNY

Mr. Fullerman with hair ...

(Amy still not impressed.)

GD



A{ter class, I meet Derek by the bike shed.
Our bikes are*}/ééi-cool. Mine’s covered in
stickers and do;écal‘les. Derek’s is a bit battered
but super fast. There's a very odd-looking bike
in the shed that catches our eye (nof)in a

good way). _
It’s covered in i? {,‘L‘—{E and FLUFF

with silly 1pf 0 b bivy eyes and weird bits
hanging from the handles.&




It looks like Marcus,” Derek laughs.
"Or Norman Watson on candyl” I say.
"Bet it belongs to a little new kid who
doesn’t know any better!” says Derek.
"What kind of person would have a
stupid-looking bike like that?” I laugh.

Ho& Haoﬂ HO& qu We both laughl
ol qu/ Hol /%/qﬂ

But M‘Im is NOT laughmg
because it's her bike. %(%

School janitor Stan is
shaking his head and tutting in a . .'
disapproving way (which is making

his keys jangle) because I have
upset Amy (AGAINI!). She calls me an -

and takes her bike away. I say IDHDT
“Sorry,” but Amy ignores me. (She ignored my
five merits, too.)

It’s been a terrible day.



home, I see posters for my
favorite band, 5

Even this doesn’t cheer me up.

, all over town.

Derek does his best to make me laugh.
But all I can think about is Amy calling me an
idiot (harsh) and Marcus calling us losers.
"Look on the bright side,” Derek says.
But when I ask Derek what the bright
side actually is ... he doesn’t know.
"It's a saying.”
Great.
I'll have to think of a way to make it up
to Amy, which is not going to be easy.



Band practice with Derek tonight might

not be so good because there’s absolutely




AOOTN Aoy 00 Y A
HOO(QJI )S/o ‘AOOraJ./ )s/

Oraj,
(I've suddenly cheered up.)

@



Derek and I eat two caramel wafers each
and drink some orange soda.@(Per(ect

preparation for band practice.)

Mom tells me to:

oo
WLeave one for D@ﬂﬂ@g
(As ifl)
Instead, I take the last one and show Derek
my favorite wafer trick.
Which goes like this:

I.Remove last caramel wafer ¥

from wrapper really carefull\j.
ZOEG{: wafer
quickly before Delia

comes home (half each).
3. Carefully re-fold wrapper to @
look like wafer is still inside. (empty)
4. Watch Delia open the empty 2

wafer wrapper (ha, ha). @

&



MJ trick worked a TREAT

I can hear Delia moaning to Mom about me
downstairs. So I take the opportunity to

sneak into her room and borrow a few copies

of m Mamfor Derek and me

to look at. o~
AR
N

(Good inspiration for band practice.
There are loads of good pictures of bands

inside.)

We take turns

Some of them are more

successful than others.

GO



(Mustn’t forget to do this week’s homework—

write a review....Should be easy.)

G



MPO Fullerman:
I'm very §O\-R-R/Y

You'll never guess what happened.

I had just finished writing my homework

review when I accidentallg spilled the

BIG‘G‘EST glass of water all over it.

I am very upset, as it was

2 VERY good review, @Hﬂ 9

(Probably worth at least @_:__7'»?‘/%3\@
| ! I =)
five merit points, if not six.)‘-@"*---& }LJ I o
T, | \CJF'/ ] C%_/
\1(! - \;\b L+)
o B
y W

Oh dear, Tom!

out for those BJG pes
wafer in the Futurel



ot

(I think I got away with that excuse, will

definitely write review for tomorrow.)

D



/)‘”. B L I R
Art is now ... _brilliant ;, as it's one of

cpo by oy

Mr. Fullerman would like us all to draw

a self-portrait.

my favorite lessons.

These will be put up around the WHOLE
SCHOOL for everyone to see YO,
(and laugh at, probably).

Mr. Fullerman hands out small mirrors so
we can look at ourselves while we're drawing

(which is not easy at all).



Evergone is concentrating and quiet for a
change, apart from Norman Watson,
who keeps shining his mirror in other

people’s faces, until he's moved.

Then Mrs. Worthington (Derek’s teacher)
comes in and takes over from Mr. Fullerman,
who goes off to do something
more important (like drink

coffee and read newspapers).

Mrs. Worthington sometimes takes
over for math. She is always very enthusiastic
about everything. She is being very

enthusiastic now.

\ 3{6“@! ﬂe[’[@!
N~ povely Glass 5T

)



“J'm leoking f@rwarc? Jo seeing all yoeur (evely
picfures.” she tells us happily.

Because I like art and drawing, I'm

working extra hard.

Amy’s self-portrait looks a bit odd.
(She doesn’t really look like that at all.)

Hers is still better than

Marcus’s. He’s drawn himself

with a really .IG head

(well, that bit’s true to life).

Mrs. Worthington sees I've
finished my portrait and
comes over to take a closer

look.




“What a marvelous picture, Teom!” she says.
"Mr Fullerman will 6e pleased!” she adds.

But I'm not really listening to her ...
because I have suddenly noticed that this
close up, Mrs. Worthington has something on

her top lip that looks a bit like, well,

@ O like a ...

LISTALHE jli



I am trying really hard not to stareﬁ.

(It's tricky not to.) C @

(Don't stare.... Don't stare. ...

Look at her face, not her mustache.)

“TJeom., why den't you do anopher
wenc)erfu[ porfraif?’

Good idea.

“@n[y Jhis fime, Pea[[‘y Jhink abeuyt
jﬁe person ‘y@u’re Qrawz’n:g. And c)@n’j f@rgej j@

put in %@T(S of defail.”



OK, Mrs. Worthington,
I'll do my best.

Here goes. ...



I'm getting the feeling that Mrs. Worthington
doesn’t like my portrait (or me) very much

now,

GO



(Lesson learned. Don’t let teachers see my

drawings in future.)

€



When I get home, Dad‘ALREADY)knoWs
about my detention because Mrs. Worthington

has phoned. @ And more bad news —Delia

took the phone call so she knows about it, too.

G‘REAT, like the letter wasn't
enough. Mrs. Worthington might as well have

announced my detention with a plane

;T—O—P;‘—h;;;‘_n‘.;fjﬁ%}@ or a hot-air balloon

so everyone in the whole town

knows. (Groan.)

Dad tells Mom, and now Derek isn’t

allowed to come over for band practice

tonight. ND she’s making me do an

extra chore.

“Sweep E{%}gitchen floor or take out the
(Chy )
bins” (which smell). Some choice.



5
-1

AN

Delia is LOVING this. She keeps saying

@/PQOP little
Dﬂ&@ﬂwmg to me in a

reallg stupad baby voice, which is driving me

Y I 7
CraZJN " (But I can’t let her see

she is getting to me, or
she’ll keep on saying it lL'L night :%@
long, and probably tomorrow and the

next day, too.)

D“d gives me one of his little

and tells me if I don’t work hard at school,
I'll end up like him. Not such a bad thing if

you ask me, because Dad’s

Chat

got a pretty 900d job.




He has his own office (well, it’s a shed

)‘h . N
5 in our garden) where he works on his

R
AL l
computer, designing stuff. Occasionally he gets

to work in other people’s offices.

Mom likes it when that happens because he

has to dress up and he earns more money.

= @in the shed

Mom doesn’t

that I eat (and

know about).

So there I am sweeping the kitchen
floor when Granny Mavis pops over to borrow

a cookbook.



o ?'\ck up o cookbook/

HE'HO, Toml Just PoPP\V\g bj

because theg

" are both old

and very ancient.)
“You never use cookbooksl” Mom says in a
surprised way.
“I'm inviting the whole family round for

lunch,” Granny says.

“‘Really?"
(Oh, dear.... That's not really (::) very
good news. Let me explain. ...)






Grann\j Mavis and Granddad Bob are

not your usual kind of grandparents.

Especiall\j when it comes to meals.
They like to experiment and eat very odd

combinations of food.

UGH!
& s
soup
tea =
cornflakes
(Saves time apparently.) (More on that later.)

Also, Granny is just RUBBISH at
cooking. So Mom loads her up with a pile of
cookbooks in the hope that she might actually

follow a real recipe.



v
I m still sweeping and trying to make
Granny feel sorry for me by doing my

“sad face.” ~“H 1 Hopefully she’ll slip me a
| bit of extra pocket

money (Granny does that sometimes).

ut M om tells Grann\jm

I m \

sweeping the kitchen. @
Oh '\
@Gy L3

("Detention ... blah, blah ... drawing ...
blah, blah ... mustache ... blah, blah.”)

nd now she wants me to go to the
shop to buy Mﬂ”kg (work, work, work)
"So Granny can have a cup of tea.”

Luckily Granny gives me extra money to

buy m:,sehc a treat.
vy

RESULT .

-

:\\\““-



In the shop, I'm deciding how to spend my
treat money (sweets? caramel wafers?) when I
spot O O this week’s copy of

A |

&

And on the cover is the best band in

the whole world, .

I HAVE to buy itl And there’s even

enough money left over for two fruit chews.

5 BRILLIANT!




Mom asks,

(Suddenly I remember why I went to the shop

and hide my copy of m MEBW)

"The shop had run out,” I say.

(PHEM// Quick thinking ... must tell Derek

about

Granny Mavis has hot water with a slice of

carrot instead, which is a bit bonkers even for

her.




I have read the whole interview with@.

And I can’t believe they are actually coming to

play a concert IN @UR T@WN

I go on the computer to listen to their

latest tracks and see where else they're

playing.
This

iS AMAZING‘ Derek is online

and is just as excited about it as I am.

o |
Ny

Dude3 Dude3 Dude3! WHO00000
HO000000!!

PR -

Can’t wait, DUDE MAN. Will SO be | g~
there!!!& )

Tom

ME TOO ... BRILLIANT!! Can | read

i your mag after? Bring to skool yeh!

Spread the DUDE3 word. K ) }]
Dad calling, time for burnt food. o |

Pretend it’s fast food ...
and eat it really fast... LOL!

Ha! Ha! Give it to Delia ... she won’t
see it with her dark glasses. FREAK! &

Tom ¢



v LI
B GOOd‘news about the concert. ad

' . ~
§ [

news —me and Derek are too young to go on
our own. Dad will probably want to come, too.

Which is OK as long as I can get him to

PRCMISE not E?]i

2.

30 Wear anything embarrassing

Which could be tricky because he likes to do

all those things (sometimes at the same time).




(Go back to reading my MW)
N

% @
Ly

g NS

R —

» caught up with the
Dudes while they
get ready to go on
tour, playing all
their hit songs:
"Dude3 Rocks!,"

{ "Rock Out,"
"Fever for the
Dudes." With a
new album out
soon, Dude3 is

f ' unstoppable!
v MWM&MWM A/
; Oakfield - The Huge Arena - Fri 1st &

: way — VIO 3\,‘%
Wolfington — Corn Palace — Tue 5th V\
Colinbury — Pyramid — Fri 8th
Plannington — The Arena — Sat 9th
Bumbleton — The Big Dome — Mon 11th

., Catch the DUDE3 Borem - The Rice Palace — Tue 12th
2 Sofferpool — Pool Apollo — Wed 13th

M 8 g ~ ' % Cuddly — The NIT Arena — Sat 16th
Hoaray /

L]

foo«kmfie/d/

Yeahl (



Hardlg slept at all last night. ) O

All T can think about is

coming to town. FANTASTIC,.

Even Delia seems excited. (For her, anyway. ...

It's hard to tell.)

As long as she doesn’t stand anywhere near

me, I don’t mind.



The tickets cost a L@T of money.
If I'm going to get DAD to pay for them,
I will have to be on my [best| behavior at all

times. This will be tough but worth it.

Have the
remote control,



I’m reading my copy O¥M m

[ S T B B

in the bathroom while Delia is EBANGING—: on
the door outside. The crosser she '9letls\,\the

slower I read, and brushing my teeth takes

AGES.

][t makes me late for school again
(worth it, though). So I don’t bother brushing
my hair and just grab my clothes off the

floor to wear (they’re crumpled ... but who
NS 5,
cares). %
e

mouth as possible

to eat on the

and take an apple

way (which is not
easy on a bike).

I make it to Mr. Fullerman’s class with

3@ seconds to spare.



Me being busy



JEWn feeling pretty pleased with myself, so
I try another cheery smile at Amy, who for
some reason makes a “YOU'RE DISGUSTING”
face at me.

Why?

mmr.FuHerman announces,
“1 hope you've all remembered it's
your Individual School Photo today.”

N N N

(I forgot.)



Smug mug Marcus obviously did remember. He's

|ookin9 all shiny neat and new. Ugh.

I'm looking slightly more crumpled than usual
due to my rushed start to the day. Oh, well.

Never mind. How bad can a school photo be?




me whole class lines up in the hall. I'm

second in line after Norman Watson, who is all

P44

twitchy and jumpy. /g (I really hope

Norman hasn’t

5_' Ly
eaten any sweets.)@@ m"

The photographer asks Norman to
“stop jiggling around.”

(Oh, dear.... He's definitely had some.)

IR

Eventually (after LOADS more goes) Norman
sits still just long enough for one photo to be
taken.

I |
I i
=i

?




The photographer whispers,

“This is going to be a very long day.’

Then it's my turn.

Florence Mitchell
smart girl) and Amy are watching me along

with the rest of the class.
’\DE"’

I have an idea. I will try and

look all [YIEAN and Ajog Y. a bit like the

photos of@mmm.
CBRILLIANTY -

(another super-




ut the photographer is not impressed and

tells me to “CHEER UPI”
So I try and smile (a bit) ... then he says

REALLY LOUDLY:
“Oh, dear. You've got something NASTY
stuck between your teeth.”

(SHAMEI)

He walks over and hands me a wmirror. (Could

this be any more embarrassing?)

“Better do something with your messy hair,

too—here’s a comb.”
Now EVERY@NE is looking at me.
i =

(It just got a lot more embarrassing.)







I have toast crumbs aound my mouth and
bits of apple skin stuck between my teeth.
(Why didn’t Amy tell me?) And now I've gone
bright red, too.

S much for a cool school photo. It’s

going to be hideous. @

The photographer takes my picture and I
can’'t get out of the hall fast enough. I have
humiliated myself in front of the

ENTIRE ...



Now I will be forced to hide this school
photo from everyone for the rest of my life,
especially om. She likes to send my school

photos to all relatives across the

WHoLE WIDE WoRLD.

I here are second cousins in OQuter Mongolia

who have my school photos on their walls.




v G @
m looking for Derek on the playground

and I can’t find him anywhere. His bike is in
the shed, so I know he’s here. I wonder if his

school photo was as bad as mine? (ImpossibIE.)

I ask Solomon “Solid” Stewart (the

TALLEST] ™

school) if he can see Derek.

VERY TALL




Solid points to a boy on the climbing frame.
He looks a bit like Derek, but it can’t be him
because his top button is done up AND he's
got a horrible, neat side part. &

V7 51pE
f \ PART
1!

Dyra s 9l

"Mom made me,” Derek says. “"For the school

Photo." (Shame.)

Then Derek hangs upside down on the climbing
frame and his hair goes back
to normal. Which is just as

well, because no one in

Eo>
PG 20MBLESEE

ever have a neat side part

like that.




More importantly, Derek and I chat about ...

IL. How is the band

ever.

Z.How we REALLY need to go and see
=

them, &

band EVER
&
4. C@@KIES = which are

better, chocolate or caramel wafers?

5. And which to eat at band practice.

oco\ate

or cofdMmeyp
N\ e

Who cares about stupid school photos?







Mr. Fullerman hands out our math

worksheets.

On the outside I'm forcing myself to look
fascinated and interested in Mr. Fullerman’s
sums ’f®® —when really on the inside I
am still reliving the humiliation that was my

school photo, over and over and over again.

Photo

I wish it was the end of school right

So to cheer myself up, I draw a few more

band logos and ideas.



I'm careful to do some sums as well so it

looks like I'm “working out” my

ANSWEers,



Marcus is straining his head and trying to

look over my shoulder so he can see OO

what I'm doing.

GET LOsT,

MARCuUS

[ T S A

e8> = IDIOT.

' T T S -
Marcus Marcus

Mr. Fullerman is lookin9 at me now. So I put
my arm right over my drawings and do a few

more sums,



Marcus is \E\\\\(‘& back in his chair

now to see over my arm. I think he can see

my doodles, so I turn my back on him. And he

leans FO/?M/?.D Then I \_vt.k“ back,
and he puts his head on the table as if he's

trying to see under my arm. Hal

“MARCUS... stop trying to look at Tom'’s
work and concentrate on your own!”

Yes, Marcus, NO cheating. Serves him right!



men while the attention is on Marcus, I
take the chance to have a sneaky glance at
> > Amy’s paper and memorize a few
answers. (At least this way I will definitely
get some right.)

Then I carry on with my drawings. (1’
show them to Derek later.) This math
lesson is turning out to be quite good after

all.

RESULT! ©

MR. KEEN is head of Oakfield School. He

likes to “POP" into classes to see what we’re

upto. T



Todag he decides to say hello to Class SF
(us). Luckily I have some impressive-looking

math in front of me. (Thanks mostly to Amy.)

“Hello, Class 5F."”

“Hello, Mr. Keen.”

Mr. Keen then launches into the usual type of

headmaster “chat.”

While he does that, here are a few interesting

FACTS:} about Mr. Keen.




]lo He has a very RED face that gets

redder when he gets cross.

Here's a RED“@“METER that

shows clearly the different stages of

redness Mr. Keen’s face goes through.

RED HETER

3 Mr Keen’s eyebrows look like two
HAIRY

across his face.

Cater{Ellars Crawlmg



Mr. Keen is still chatting when my stomach
starts to make really t@UD grumbly hungry

noises (it’s nearly lunchtime). I'm hoping he
might take the hint and stop talking. But he

carries on.

When my stomach growls again I

pretend it's not me by staring at Marcus.

The bell goes off for lunch but Mr. Keen

still keeps rambling on and on.

“I'll let you all go to lunch now,”
he says.
(ABOUT TIME.)



Tﬁ\ere's a trick to rushing down to the

cafeteria without looking like you're

PUSH]NG anyone out of the way.

Ver:} fast walking does the trick.

—~ Fast walking

I grab my lunch box and try not to take in
the smell of the 9 % 5 § > 12

V]=0.8
(un.dent.;.ed Eod Chjecss)

that are bemg served.

@n Mondays, Tuesdays, and Wednesdays I
bring my lunch. On Thursdays and Fridays I

have school food.



ﬁis is because on Thursdags PRTeR

has school lunch and on [ridays it’s

FRIES.

Derek is already sitting at the table
eating. So I sit next to him, and then Norman
Watson sits next to me. When I open my
lunch box there’s a note inside from my

Granny Mavis.




(@hp N@g I forgot. Granny likes

to help out and make my packed lunch when
she visits. And I wasn't

there to stop her.)

v
I m really hoping that she hasn’t actually
tried to cook an\\,thing Odd for me.

—

Looking (O é in my lunch box, I can see

something that looks a bit like a pizza.

It is a pizza. P

(So far so good.)

Made in the shape of a face.
I think?

It's my face ... groan.



L7
f the pizza there’s

cheese (@ K),
tomatoes (@ K),
olives (U G‘H).

And something else that I personally don’t

think should EVER in a
W

million years be seen on a pizza ... ever ...

(Wbat was Grann\j thinking?)



There’s a on my pizza.

I take it off really quickly before anyone

sees that I have a banana on my pizza and
thinks I'm weird.

Too late....

Amy and Florence walk past me and both
pull @ “that’s disqusting” face at me and sit

at another table.

Then Norman Watson nudges me and says,



“Is that a banana on your pizzal?”

“Ma be .. I say.

YU M I'll have it if you

don’t want it.”

So I let Norman eat my banana and
don’t ask any questions.

Derek whispers,
"That's gross" to me. But Norman seems
happy enough, so I keep quiet. I eat the rest
of the pizza anyway. (It tastes a bit

banana-ish in places.)

Granny Mavis has a few more unusual surprises
Y

for me Iurkin9 in my lunch box:

Cucumber Juice in a can,

Lavender and potato biscuits.

And a lemon. ,_..,_..- (Why?)




Derek has some more normal food for lunch,
which he shares with me. (That’s why he’s my

best mate.)

We're just about to go out to break when
Mrs. Mumble (that’s her real name) makes an
announcement over the loudspeaker. No one
can ever understand what Mrs. Mumble says,

so you have to listen carefully.




I think she said Tom Gates to see Mrs.
Worthington?... She did.
I {-‘orgot about my detention.

GROAN.

I have to help Mrs. Worthington put up all
the portraits we did.
(Not the one I did of her, obviously.)

When she’s not looking, I add a few extra

details to Marcus’s portrait....

Which I think are a great improvement.

s

-..—-=’;:-“




CLASS 5F SELF-PORTRAITS

3

Solomon Stewart

Julia Morton Norman Watson

Mark Clump Amber Tulley Green



Florence Mitchell

1 am ah I_D]

Indrani Hindle Marcus Meldrew



@H,, N Mr. Fullerman's

been Iookin9 in my notebook.

Tom,
I’'m sure DOGZOMBIES is a fantastic band.
But you need to concentrate on your MATH

in the future. (By the way, | like

this logo best.) x

I make a huge effort to pay attention in
lessons, as I can’t afford to get into any

more trouble. Especially if T want Dad to buy
DHTDER tickets....



Even though I know that Mom and Dad

will now use this at every opportunity to make
me do stuff that I really don’t want to do,
like:

Eat your vegetables ... if Jou those
T

.@@ tiCkets',l‘,&'@J?

“Clean up your room ... if you want those

I@@L@ tickets.” .’,

“Let your sister in the bathroom first [——~

if you want those }@@tickets." -.-.:|.|i0 ,

I can hear them now.

This is not going to be easy.




Im trying to be extra good in Mr.
Fullerman’s lesson.

Ijeven 1 volunteer to hand out the school
field trip forms.

Marcus tries to grab his form from me
straightaway. %

I say Manners to him, then leave him

until last. Making him reach for his form a

few times is fun. Until Mr. Fullerman gives me

one of his S{lﬁﬁjglares.

The trip actuall‘ji'looks like it could be quite
9ood.



Deafl ParentICareg‘\ver:

This term We will be studyin
o the Museum as

all the classes

e whole day and the ©
pe travelin by bus
ei \e.
nich gives yo

Please fill in the form pelow, W

=,
{5oaﬁ )_u\p?\

Does your child havé any all

are they? Do et

medicin€s
S

? [f SO, what?
wl

ergies? es
e oM At V2 L les

L4 [
12

(All done.)




Tzsday Mr. Fullerman asks us to read out

to the class our “What we did on summer
holidag" stories. I feel happy about this

because I got

It will be a good opportunity to impress Amy,
hopefully.

Norman Watson reads his first. )

e
He went to DISNEYLAND

He’s SO lucky! (But he didn’t get five merits
like me. Hal)

Marcus Meldrew got sent away to summer

camp for nearly the WHOLE HOLIDAY. 1 ?‘F.,,

I think he annoys his parents as -
much as he annoys me. (I'd send

him away for the whole year if I could.)



julia Morton’s I found an interesting shell”

story is not interesting at all.

This lesson is starting to get a bit dull
when Mark Clump stands up and reads MY
NEW PET SNAKE,; which gets my

attention.

He tells us about the mice he keeps in the

freezer to feed the snake.

And how he bought the snake, where it lives,
what the snake is called (Snakey ... not very

original). It’s a really good
story. = '

And the BEST part about the whole story

is when he reaches inside his desk and brings






_./’/.I /A |

/ (5
It S oawesome. But Mr. Fullerman doesn’t ﬁ

think so. Neither does half the class, who run

 SCREAMING e

r. Fullerman makes Mark put

his snake away. The school office rings

his mom, who comes to pick them both up. Loy e

Which is a shame, because I really like snakes
and I didn't get to see it properly.

At the end of school we get a note to
take home.

Dear Parent/Careg‘wer,

s that NO
we remind all children and parent
n

: \.
Please C2 be brought into schoo

ind can
PETS of any kin om. ESP ecially pets

SSro
pets are for home, not fof the 12 (like snakes)-

i r
that can be cons'\dered slightly scary
a

Thank you,

Mr. Keen
Headmaster




Speaking of pets, Derek is getting a new pet
DOG. I can’t wait! Delia is allergic to dogs,
so I'm not allowed to get one. But Derek can

bring his dog over AIL‘L the time because:

10 I really like dogs.
2-0 Delia will be forced to stay in

her room [or/she’ll have to go out.

Either way she won’t be around to

GHHOJ me.

Perfect!
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Derek’s Dog

Derek sends me a photo of his dog.

@



Tﬁis weekend the whole family is having

®
lunch at the old ﬁm house.

I lom is stressed about what we'll be eating,

especially since I mentioned my banana pizza.

Dad is stressed because his brother (my
uncle Kevin) and his family will be there. Uncle
Kevin seems to know a lot of things. Dad says
it’s because he’s a “know-it-all.”

.
~o,
°/

Auntie Alice always laughs at Uncle Kevin's
jokes, even when they’re not funny (which is

most of the time).

2 Wy prother Frank!

/ y
A % ‘M\Om\

1\
Yoy cq)) g man W
Ha, Hal Hal

@



Delia is in @ bad mood because she doesn’t
want to go. I say, “Delia’s got a boyfriend,
Delia’s got a boyfriend,” which puts her in an

even WOR S E mood.

Mom and Dad say she HAS to come.

Something tells me this lunch isn't going to be

much fun.

@



‘LM C k ﬁ ﬂ& the Fossils are in a VERY

good mood and happy to see everyone, which

helps a lot.

MJ twin cousins are already there (and
eating ... they eat loads). They are even taller
than Solid. I say “Hi to them. They don’t

talk much; they just wave at me.

@



Mom asks what we're eating for lunch
todag. We all listen nervously.

Granny announces we're having:

Roasted eggs?

Peas on a stick.

I really hope it tastes better than it sounds.

@



We're all sitting at the table when Uncle
Kevin asks Dad if he's gotten balder, which
makes Auntie Alice laugh.

Dad doesn’t look too happy.

Granny steps in and asks,

“Is everything @K?”
We all say, “Y@ Sgu

“Delicious!” “Mmmmm!”
And nice things like that. But I notice no one

is eating very much apart from the cousins.

And Delia is secretly texting under the table.



Uncle Kevin starts talking about their

AMAZING orvvvar sy

-
v‘nlq N S -

Greece.” -
s
Ty

So I tell everyone about our terrible twwda\y

camping holiday and how it rained 'T:f:;"‘

and the tent was washed away

because Dad STU PID‘LY put the tent

up by the stream. And then how I fell out of
the tree....

Auntie Alice and Uncle Kevin seem to be

enjoying the story. @ \ o
‘Hal \!4:‘:' Ha, al

Mom and Dad are G‘LARING‘ at me in

a “BE QUIET” kind of way.

G randdad changes the subject and asks me
about my band.

@



So I tell him about OGZOMB'E

and Then I tell everyone that ‘L{ ) P

coming to Play in our townl

Dad is SO brilliant, he's promised to buy

tickets for us to see them,” I say.

(Dad looks surprised but doesn’t say no.)

seen them since theJ won a chocolate fountain

at their school fair.



)

Uncle Kevin suggests we all go together on
“big family night out.” I don’t mind who I go
with as long as it’s not just Delia. So I say
“G‘REAT!" But Dad doesn’t [ook pleased at
all with the idea. Especially when Uncle Kevin
starts going on about Dad’s “terrible taste in

music when we were growing up.”




Dad is just about to say something to

Uncle Kevin when Granny bursts into the room

with ...

PUDDING!"

She has to explain what it is, because no one
can tell.

It’s a MASSIVE pile of bnghtf%}gk?
pancakes that taste OK but

look like horrid raw bits

of liver.



Py

@n the way home, we stop off for fish and

because everyone is still

Mom and Dad don’t seem happy.

Delia is miserable (no change there then).

ut I am VERY happy because:

10 I'm definitely going to see

@j@ now.

2.0 Granny gave me some candy
and some money on the way out.

lll:‘r|
L

‘.IRESULT!} Can’t WAIT to tell Derek.

N

(All I have to do now is ask Amy to the

concert.)



Toda\t; I was only a tiny bit late for school.
Hiding Delia’s sunglasses took slightly longer
than usual. Slipping them into an open bag of
salad was inspired, I thought. &7
Delia would NEVER have
found them if Mom hadn’t

been making sandwiches.

I got out of the house before Delia or
Mom got the chance to tell me off.

Just crept into class in time for attendance.

Mr. Fullerman looks up from the attendance list
' and asks me why I'm late.
I do what anyone would do in

my position: blame my older

sister for locking me in the bathroom.



Mr. Fullerman makes a note of my excuse on

the attendance list, then moves on.

PHEW!
Misn’t the slightest bit

interested in my excuses because she is too

bus\y memorizing her

SPELLING!

(O'HI NO' NOT the spelling test.)

This is not a good start to the day. I'm
panicking and wondering how I'm going to get
through this when something brilliant happens.
I look over at Mr. Fullerman’s desk and I
think I can see all the answers to this week’s
spelling test. The paper is turned over, but I
can make out what the words are backwards.

And copy them down quickly before anyone

notices.



(This test will be easy-peasy nowl)

i r\Gs
/oL Ben? (What

Areas os I write
camer down.)

‘Ro\d\os
Umbre\\as
\ Piano

i
. Solo
L piesto @

Mr. Fullerman begins the test. I'm
pretending to think carefully and write

them down. And straightaway I realize there’s

a very IG problem.

@0



These spelling words are not the same as Mr.
Fullerman’s. Which makes me think I've written
down next week’s test instead.

I'm panicking,
my mind’s gone blank, and
I've missed the first
THREE spellings already.
FOUR spellings ... FIVE spellings ... SIX-SEVEN-
EIGHT ... the whole test. I keep pretending

to write, so Mr. Fullerman doesn’t suspect
anything, and hope for the best. I-F Mr.
Fullerman spots that I already have next

week’s test, he might smell a rat!

The test is over and we have to swap papers
with the person next to us so they can mark
them. Marcus hands me his paper.

Oh, dear. I'm in trouble now.

I have to think quickly....

@



cuck

Dv
isaster has st
the shot®



Mr. Fullerman makes me clean up my ink
“accident.” WHOOPS!

I get to check Marcus’s test.
He thinks he’s done very well and is looking

extra smug. -

Ma
——2054s Meldrew

1. PotaoG @ X

@nld 3/8 for Marcus.

Not so smug now.

@



m\j got 8/8 (she’s so smart).

I say " - Well done, Amy.” (It's
winding Marcus up.) “You're SO good at
spelling, aren’t you?”

Then Amy says, “"Thanks ... but I can’t draw
like you can.” (She actually said something

nice to mel)

So while the class is checking the spelling, I
show Amy my latest DOG‘ZOMBIE
drawings and ask her to pick the best one.

(She chooses the same one as Mr. Fullerman.)




Thns is the longest conversation I have ever
9
had with Amy. I tell her about mﬁj}
and how they're playing in our
nd it turns out that mg REALLY likes
them, too, which is | IIL'LI T
s BRILLIANT?

I'm trying to think about the best way to

invite Am\j to see i when she says she

likes singing.
I say, "I like singing, too.” Then she says,
"Really?” And I say,

“YESP I can’t get enough of singing.”
So she suggests I join the school choir (like
her) and I hear myself say,

“"That's a great idea, I'd LOVE to join

the choir.”

(WHY? WHY? WHY ua 1 say

that?)



Which is exactly what Derek says when I tell
him,

“I'm joining the choir. It will be good
for my singing and the band.”

“You think so?” s‘r-f--\'b (Derek is not convinced.)

Derek

(No, I don’t think so. But I'm hoping Amy

' and I can’t tell

et e A el S

will come and see

Derek that.)

I pass a choir practice poster on the school
notice board. And I can’t believe rehearsals
are at LUNC‘HTIME' I don't even get
to miss a boring lesson or two.

I'll go maybe once or twice to keep Amy happy,

then drop out later on.

Good plan.



AD LIGE ALERT!
EP CHECKING YOUR HAIR!
ULAR COMBING

N'T SHARE BRUSHES

ﬁ-; g L

@H@H@

IS FUN!
Come and join the
CHOIR with Mrs. Nap.

Practice on Wednesdays
at lunchtime in the
school hall.

SMILE!

IT'S SCHOOL PHOTO
TIME AGAIN THIS
MONDAY MORNING.
DON'T FORGET!




Tt's a “special assembly” today.

I can’t believe that MARCUS is

getting an award for his vacation homeworkl!
This seems very unfair as I got merits

as well.

S\f_"-':\-\
o
r. Keen, &8 our headmaster, gives out

the prizes in front of the whole school.

It will be ~makin9 to watch Marcus

being ultra smug. To make it worse, Mr.
Fullerman asks Marcus to take the attendance

list to the school office. Marcus thinks he’s

something special.

(While he’s out of the class, I decide to add

my own comments to his work.)

@D



Mr. Keen is standing in front of the

whole school.
He is telling us the usual sort of things that
headmasters like to say.

“Lots of hard work ...” “"Looking forward
to...” Blah, Blah, Blah.

I'm sitting behind S@‘LIDP

so I can’t see much of what's

9oin9 on.



Mrs. Nap leads the school in a rendition of

WM]ormimg Has roken.w

She is another one of those very enthusiastic
teachers who SWA )/5 a lot from side to

side while singing at the top of her voice.

Morning has
BROKEN! /

S




lpansg ennet

Pansy, she’s tough) and of course Marcus are

(don't mess with

both getting awards.

Brad G‘alloww (who has cool hair )

is next to me. I tell him to keep his eyes

Peeled on Marcus.

"Sssshhhhhhh.

Mr. Fullerman is giving me the beady eye now.

~~t/—BEADY eYes
A o Mr. Keen says,

“"Today we have some very important
prizes to give out. Will Treasure
Alexander and Grace Cole come up and
get their certificates for good work on
their shared nature project.”

@



We all clap while the girls show everyone

their impressive project.

“Will Pansy Bennet and Marcus Meldrew
come up with their excellent ‘My
Summer Vacation’ homework?"”

Pansy holds her book up. It has some nice-

looking writing and drawings in it. Everyone
claps. Then she takes her certificate.

Next Marcus holds his work up to show the
school. He’s parading it around so the whole

school can see what’s written in his book.



Everyone bursts out laughing. And they keep
laughing.

(I enjoy the moment.)

Marcus takes a certificate and sits back
down quickly. He’s still wondering why

everyone was laughing at him,

@



©

I wish all assemblies were this much fun,
because for a short time, I forget all about
promising to join the choir. It’s only when

assembly’s over and I walk past that poster

again that it all comes flooding back to me....

Groan.

Mr. Fullerman is not in a good mood now
either. (He suspects I had something to do
with “adding” to Marcus’s work.)

He reminds me about my review and tells us
about the school concert. (The choir will be

singing, apparently.)

And if that’s not enough, he gives us a sign-up

form for parents’ evening.
P 9

How am I supposed to fit in band practice

now?



I manage to get through the rest of the lesson

by concentrating VERY hard on two things.

1. What I'm going to eat for lunch.

Lo
P

. T b i i
2. The small black fly trying brah B 1&{? 5
to land on Mr. Fullerman’s Blah.../ (&

round head.

It takes a while, but the fly gets there (
in the end. And Mr. Fullerman says,

"Glad to see you're paying such
close attention to me, Tom."

Which makes me laugh. Then Amy mentions

“choir practice at lunchtime.”
“Great,” I say. "Can’t wait.”

(Groan.)



Mrs. Nap welcomes the new faces (me)

to the choir. I never knew SOLID was in
the choir (he kept that quiet), and OH, NO C
Marcus is here, too. Great, I can’t get away

from him.

mJ looks pleased to see me, so that's

something.

She begins by making us do ridiculous warm-up
exercises for our voices. We pull lots of silly
faces and make odd noises. Then we learn the
songs for the concert. Which is surprisingly
fun. I'm a/most starting to enjoy myself.



Mrs. Nap asks us all to sway from side to

side when we're singing.

We're supposed to all sway together in the
same direction. But Marcus keeps swaying

(accidentally on purpose) into me. So I

Sway into HIMO "

Then he 3\N0\55 into me and mP'SIf__ on my
foot. So I give him a BIG’ ?Shove
(which gets him off my foot).

Then he S\N()\sSinto me AG‘AIN so I

sty just that little bit too HARD into
him. And Marcus goes flying onto the floor

(as if he's been hit by an elephantl).



ow he’s sniveling on the ground, shouting,

N

W

Tom PUSHED ME

TOM PusHED MEY

(He's SO annoying.)



Mrs. N ap helps Marcus up. Then sends ME
out, saying,

“You should know better, Tom.
Perhaps choir is not for you after

all.”

I thought I was doing SO well.

I draw a picture of Marcus, which makes me

feel better.




Back in class, Marcus is sitting as far away

from me as possible. (Just as well, I say.)

“Marcus is an idiot,” Amy tells me.
VAN
She saw him push me and tread on my foot.

(Maybe choir practice was a good idea after all?)
While Amy is feeling a tiny bit sorry for me, I

take the opportunity to ask her about
i . (I remember Amy LOVES the band.)

“Are you going to see them?” I say.

| WISH!" she tells me. “I don’t have

a ticket.” Then Marcus (who just can’t help

himself because he is a nosy twit) butts in.

@



“I've got Vo JI o Po tickets.”

His dad knows someone who

knows someone who knows

someone who has got them tickets.... Yawn.
I tell him V.I.P. stands for
V@PS Iﬁlﬁﬂt@tﬁm@
P@PSOI@.
And he believes me. Hal Hal

So I invite Amy to the concert with me and
Derek, and my dad.

(I don’t mention Uncle Kevin, Auntie Alice, and
the cousins.) And she says “@K” and goes
back to reading.



A L A A A2
w -
.y RILLIANTp = I say, and that's it.
‘0 . . N N ~

All sorted. We're all going to see my favorite
band. That was easy. Then stupidly, I stop
listening to the history lesson and imagine
being at the concert instead (which is much

more fun).

r‘V‘i“(-*{—'ﬁ,
.:3 is fantastic—playing all their

great songs. Suddenly, in the middle of a




i i“(‘*{—'j,
guitar solo, the m ._-3 guitarist is taken

ill and has to be dramatically carried offstage.

. \\\

S
e
T e

The lead singer asks the crowd,

“Does anyone know how to play
Sengs?’

W "

ME‘ I shout and jump onstage. The
crowd cheers. AW\J cheers. Derek cheers.
I start to play, and the crowd is amazed.

They begin to call my name.
rou TOM!
TOM!
TOM!

@D



Mr. Fullerman is shouting at me. (I've missed

most of the history lesson.)
Worth it, though.

Will catch up tonight and get back into Mr.
Fullerman’s good books by not being late for

the school trip tomorrow.

Which I'm really Iookin9 forward to now. @



. Fullerman is not pleased because I am
LATE again. It was Delia’s fault (well, that’s
what I tell Mr. Fullerman).

Everyone is already on the bus and very
excited, especially Norman Watson, who keeps

leaping up and down in his seat.

@n the bus, I can only see one spare seat
left, right next to ...

NQP not MI’S. Worthing"tash”l

EANIERN TR




Derek has already saved me a place by him.

But he thinks it’s funny to watch me panic.
v

i our facel” he laughs.

"Hal Hal Very funny,” I say.

L

The bus journey takes GES

because some of the class needs to use the
toilet and Julia MOTtOI’\ feels carsick

(she’s gone a nasty shade of green). =

So we have to keep stopping.
Eventuallg we arrive at

the museum.

o £y
It's HUGEy with big

stone steps up to old wooden doors that

have massive pillars either side. Lots of other

schools are there (all better behaved than us).



We get split up into three groups with one

teacher each (we've got Mrs. Nap).

We're all given an ES&PU@[@ Q..

to do. I'm in Amy’s group with Derek, so we
rush around the museum, mostly copying what
Amy writes. The quiz doesn’t take

long, so we get to check out

the gift shop early.

"..'. .

Vi

I know exactly what I want to buy.

@D



t lunchtime SOMEQONE (ok, me)

gives Norman half a caramel wafer. (I forget
that sugar makes Norman even more hyper

than usual.)

We are all sitting listening to the Museum
Egyptian Expert. She is showing us a real

mummy and telling us in great GORY

detail how the Egyptians would

“use a long hook to pull out the dead
person’s brain through their nose
before mummifying them..’

JU“G Morton goes green and feels

sick again.




Norman can’t sit still and wants to take a

closer look at the mummy.

He //_’JUMPS up a bit too quicklj and

pushes Brad Galloway, who bumps into

Leroy, who falls on S@LID,, who accidentally
shoves Mrs. Worthington. Then she falls

over and knocks into a very rare

Egyptian vase....




Thankfully, Mr. Fullerman manages

“CATCH IT!

AN

He's holding on to it really tightly and
breathing a sigh of relief just when Julia

Morton leans forward and is sick.

(I don’t think that’s what Egyptian vases

were originally used for.)

@D



The museum expert can’t get rid of us

quickly enough.

While Julia is getting cleaned up,
we all get to go to the gift shop again.
I buy some brilliant Egqyptian tattoos.

@n the way home the bus is much quieter
because some kids have gone to sleep, including

Marcus. Which is excellent news because:

IL o I don’t have to listen/talk to him
(he’s annoying).

22. o I'm still cross he got me kicked
out of choir practice.

3 o It gives me a chance to try out

=

my new Eggptian tattoos.

@9






g
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9ets me

THINKING




Rules:

Here are a few based on stuff that’s

happened to me (so it's all true).

L .
R[%El sways HIDEOUS,

It’s the law, I think. Even if a world-famous
photographer was to take a school Photo, it

would STILL be rubbish.

il
HIDEOUS

school

RULE 2.8 ™

Your siblings (in my case, Delia) know ways to

annoy you that nobody else does.

RULE 3.
our parents get 'MORE‘ embarrassing

with a%e.

e I



MJ dad is now officially the

\t|ir?:;;,

WORLD CHAMPION of embarrassing dads.

-

*fk_\\\

When we got back from the school trip, Dad
was there to pick me up.

He was wearing:

A nasty-colored Pompom hat with his name

on it.

Muddg jeans tied up with a piece of string.

N£ belt, just STH Fﬂg

A grubby shirt with holes and patches.

And filthy old Wellington boots.




w
IIVG been gardening,” he said.
(Like that’s an eXCuse!)
"Well, I won’t bother to pick you up again.”
(If only.)

Brad Galloway and Mark Clump both thought

he was a tramp.



HG' \—\0\\ Ha,

"

Ha
they

laughed.
“Imagine if he was lYOUR DAD i H@!}

Brad said.

“Look at that tramp over there,

“Hel—E_]my dad,” I told them. I couldn’t get

home fast enough.

I only forgave Dad when he pulled out four

(slightly muddy) g tickets from his

pocket.

RILLIANT [k

Vo Y v

(That S why he came to
pick me up.)

I'm officially excited now and very happy.

&



T home Delia spoils everything by

waving my school photo around and laughing

at it.

FRE A soto o witarr

Annoyingly, I have to agree. It's AWFUL,

terrible, a really rotten, cheesy picture.

| —

HIDEOUS
school
photo

I ve got odd hair and a red face. I knew it
would be bad, but not ¢hat bad.

AGHH!

:]I grab it back from her and try to hide it

before Mom sees it. Delia says,

"TOO LATE, NERD @Yo ’ @



Apparently Mom [oves it and has already

ordered about a wmillion copies for the entire

nfamily. -

I tell Derek about the @@tickets.

Derek {fgells me he’s got his NEW PUPPYII
Lo

He's going to bring the puppy over to my house

tonight for band practice so I can see it.

(Also that will keep Delia away.)



Mr. Fullerman appears to be in a 9ood mood.
(Despite me only just making it to school on

time ... and forgetting my review homework

“Today we're going to be making models of
pyramids.”

(Which sounds like fun for a change.)

He puts us into groups. I'm with Norman,
Amber, Pansy, Indrani, and SOLID

(I have to move tables.)

Solid has a 9ood idea for the shape of the model.

"It should be sort of pyramid-shaped?”

GENTUS.



Indrani draws a card template, and Amber
cuts it out. Then we all help to cover it in
glue and paper, which makes a nice and sturdy

model.

Everyone is working together really well
(unusually for Class 5F). Our pyramid is
actually starting to look a bit like ... a
pyramid.

Mr. Fullerman’s attention is on Mark Clump’s

group, who aren’t doing so well.



HW‘//:W

Then Norman starts to get bored. (He gets
bored easily.)

“Let’s make a mummy,” he suggests.

/

AT IDEA.

VA

“GRE

]!

Norman gets six toilet paper rolls from the
school toilet and tries to “wrap up” SOLID.
But there’s not enough paper to cover him
(too big and tall). So we use Norman instead.

He's smaller but a ot more fidgety.

“Keep still, NOPM@mp "1 tell him.




It's not easy covering his legs and head
with the TP. When he’s finally mummified,
Norman starts walking around with his arms

stretched out (like a real mummy).

OOOO AAAA 4 4

of
He makes 00000 OOOOC)AA'M"/./ noises.
M140000°°

It's very realistic. He's good.

AGH!

Mr. Fullerman looks over to see what we're up

to.

SUDDENLY, Mr. Keen the headmaster

bursts into the classroom.

He's scaring Amber.

(On one of his little visits.)



Norman is still behind the door. He doesn’t

move,

Mr. Keen asks about the school trip and
admires our pyramid work. o 0O0OAAA)

Ty Wo©°
HHHHOoooooOOoAA’

g

“"What’s that strange “ o
= = ” @&@

moaning noise?

The class starts laughing. 5 OOQOAAA)
O
"H1H000000000AN

“There it is again.”

Mr. Keen’s face starts to hover around the

“getting cross” color on the V .
Red~®~Meter /ir()’/\z;v V%%

PP/
when he’s called away '/,cRoss s

by an announcement from R ED 0 - METERj
Mrs. Mumble. And as Mr. Keen closes the

door, everyone can now see Norman making




OOoOOOOOOAAA
(@]
00

Wiy
HH"’OOooooooop‘A’

noises and pretending to be a mummy.

I ncluding Mr. Fullerman.

Who's not in such a good mood now.

It’s been an eventful

da\&; at school.

(Janitor Stan replacing toilet rolls 7)



I can’t wait to meet Derek’s new PUPPY

now! He’s very cute (unlike Derek),
although I can see a slight similarity from the

picture he e- -mailed me.

(ﬁ/ﬂ\‘\

't - E‘m ﬁ

We let him run around my house .......

into Delia’s room. Where he chews a few pairs

fu

of sunglasses and jumps on her bed.

GOOD DOG! 4
- |
@Delia ist ):fjri)o:s.j j

Mt she has to keep her distance

because she’s allergic to dogs.

Derek and I are busy practicing some new

Yy tunes (Derek’s dog \
UCZUNEIES

is simgings sorry, })Qwé}nﬁ along)




when Dad pops his head around the
door. He wants to know if we need

another guitarist for the band. (We don't.)

He says things like that in a jokey kind of
way. But sometimes I think he really means it.
Dad reminds us about the concert next week.
Apparently Delia’s not coming with us
because she’s going with “friends.” (I think she
has a boyfriend, which is a horrible thought.) At
least she won't be able to spoil my fun like usual.

Uncle Kevin, Auntie Alice, and the twins

Can't

are meeting us at the concert. I feel
sorry for anyone who ends up
standing behind the twins. They

won't see a thing.

Derek and I discuss wearing our @f@

T-shirts.

(Must check what Dad plans to wear just in

case it's too embarrassing. It will be.)

@D



TOM"'

where is your s
Mn Fullerman is in a really AE mood
today.

I keep forgetting to bring in my review
homework.

I'm going to get another detention at
this rate.

He's not pleased at all.

Plus we have parents’ evening tonight
(1 forgot about THAT as well).
Now Mom and Dad will be the LAST

parents to see Mr. Fullerman.

Because I didn’t bring in my form. @
Being last will give them far too much time to

\

look at my work and “chit-chat” with everyone

(teachers and other parents—it will be awful).

@



Mr. Fullerman gives us today’s work.

Mmmmmm ... hobbies?

@



MJ hobbies are
@annoying Delia,

@being in a band,
@and eating caramel wafers.

I could write a whole page on annoying Delia,
but I'm not sure that’s what Mr. Fullerman had

in mind.

What to write? What to write??

T KNOW- 1 e o e

\\\/////

-'interestingjhobbg for me to do. Something
777701 v\

funny.




We spend most of the day sorting out our
classroom and getting our books ready for
parents’ evening.

Marcus leaves his notebook out on his

desk while he goes to the toilet.

(MIStGkE")

I slip a few drawings I've done in
between the pages of his work.

(That should make his parents' evening more

interesting.)

Mr. Fullerman qwm‘“‘“‘“‘mﬂﬂ]
is PIG MAN | LMy parents
3 are thlck i

I
LJﬁJ‘L‘.?KEﬁi..

i




Mom and Dad (as predicted) are not happy
that they’ll be the last parents to see Mr.

Fullerman.

It's always a bit weird coming back into school
in the evening. Especially when the classroom
is all clean and tidy (not like normal).

Mr. Fullerman is wearing a suit
sHAMg

and |looks uncomfortable.

Dad is wearing a terrible
T-shirt, so I beg him to

leave his jacket on.



MOm insists on looking at EVERY piece of

work up on the walls. Worse still, she
,//L—OVEL_\F“\

keeps talking to teachers
that I don’t have lessons

with AN D parents of kids I don’t even
know. : @:)

!l
It's S @ embarrassing!

I spot SOLID, who doesn’t ook happy (he
looks JUST like his DAD, though).

“Parents’ evening

sucks,” he whispers.

: I"“’_I |

IBJL L I agree.

Then I see Amy. Her parents are with Mr.
Fullerman alread\y. They are both smiling and
laughing (no problems with Amy’s work, then).

€D



Dad says he’s got Amy’s

~ by

-

in his pocket

give it to .
N VA T

her “folks” now.

(Folks? Don’t say folks, please?)

So we wait for them to finish. Then Dad

strikes up a conversation with Amy’s dad

about MUSIC in a really LOUD voice,

Amy rolls hers eyes and looks at me.

“Sorry,” I say, and we both have to stand
there and wait for our parents to stop
embarrassing us. They chat for ages about all
kinds of rubbish.

Then Dad forgets to give
them the ticket after

all that!




Finally, when l Ir. Fullerman has seen all the

other parents, it's our turn ... groan.

H@ brings out a folder that’s full of

letters.

“Can | start with Tom’s letters from home?”

he says.

Mom and Dad look a bit puzzled.

Not the
LETTERS, N

(I've been rumbled.)



ar Mr. Fullerman:
De

a cold and
ide

Dear Mr. Fullerma

Dear mr. Fullerman,

Please cap Tom be
Spelling thisg

, week.
He’s had 5
difficult week
(family stuff).

Thanks,

Rita Gates

4

Tom has been helping his
sick grandmother and has
not been able to do his

homework.

Sorry,

Rita Gates




Dear Mr. Fullerman,

T?m's deléyed homework was due to his
Sister being nasty to him and not

letting him use th
e co
told her off mputer. We have

Thanks,

Frank Gates

Dear Mr. Fullerman,

n helping his sick

Tom has bee en able to

grandfather and has not be
do his homework.

Whoops,

Frank Gates

Dear Mr. Fullerman,

Please can Tom be excused from
swimming?

He is allergic to_ﬁ;&g? chemicals in
the water.

Thank you,

Rita Gates




It’s not a good start to parents’ evening.

(What can I say? It worked for a while.)

But the good news is, I'm doing well in ART
and English.

SpeHing is onLj so-so. Could improve at math.

It's not all bad.

Room for improvement, Mr. Fullerman says.

They have a nice chat about me (like I'm not

there).




I smile and agree not to:

1.©Chat so much. @

34l so much,

3'@ Fake letters from home again.
Generally I'm an OK kid.

It's a reasonably good parents’ evening.

Then Mom and Dad both read

| "MY NEw HOBBY"
ﬁorgotabut)And it aH goes HORRIBLY

(which I completely

wrong.
From the looks on their faces I can see

they're not happy.

@




NN =1\ 5
g@fw NE W H@YJ'
=

BJ Tom Gates

My mom and dad like to use my pocket money
as an extra way of makin9 me do things I'm

not very keen on doing.

For instance:

A\ "
Clean up your room ... or no Pocket money.
"Eat your vegetables ... or no pocket money.”
"Be nice to your sister ... or no pocket

"
money.

(Which I think is possibly against my human
rights?) And if that’s not bad enough, Dad
seems to take great pleasure in placing my
money in very high

places. Like doors,

shelves, and

anywhere I can't

easily reach it.



Wh en I do finally get my hands on it,
Mom often borrows it back to buy

2
discovered my new hobby completely by

accident.

Fed up listening to Mom and Mrs. Fingle
(Derek’s mom) “chit-chatting” outside the shops
(for what seems like HOURS), I sit on the

Mrs. Fingle
hr,' ‘=£hatt\“9 é/_)

ache, too). When someone walks past me, he

pavement and look

really bored

(my legs
drops some money into my lap.

Real money! = -

s BRILLIANT! ==
BN

(I think they must feel SORRY for mel)



So 1 put on an even sadder face, and
someone else gives me another $1.

By the time Mom and Mrs. Fingle have finished
talkin9/ I've made all oh my own.
Which gets me thinking. "What if I use a

S written sign like
HAKELY P

and wear some old

worn-out clothes?

So I give that a go, too, and sure enough I
make even MORE money.

The great thing about my new hobby is you

can do it anywhere and you get to meet



o it+ferent people. And now I
LOTS of difs people. And

don’t have to rely on Mom and Dad for my
pocket money anymore. It's a hobby I would

i
A

CEVERYONE:

i

recommend to

| 1 \

I am also in a band called

But we don’t make any

money at all (yet).




YOU'VE BEEN
BEGGING?

BEGGING!

I CAN‘T BELIEVE 1T!l”

Mom and Dad keep looking @ @ at me and
shaking their heads.
(I wasn’t begging; it’s just a STORY.)

On the way home, they remind me again
that “NOT everyone is as lucky as you,
Tom.” And “Begging is no jokel”

I'm trying to convince them that I
was not begging. I tell them I was using my
imagination.

I would NEVER beg. EVERI

"It was just a storyl You know,
pretending ... ha, ha, ha?”

I think they believe me now. Phew.

188



Delia hears Mom and Dad talking
about my parents’ evening and how they
thought I'd been begging.

She suddenly comes over and offers me
a caramel wafer. Even though I KNOW she’s

up to something, IISTUPIDLYl go to take

it.

FD
o Y

W
"I hear you're good at begging? Beg for

the wafer, then,” she says, and wafts the wafer

in front of me. I want that wafer S@

badly that I actually say “PLEASE.”
tnd she sa55, “SAY PRETTY PLEASE.”
s 1oy YPRETTY PLEASE.”

(It's so humiliating.)



“I can't hear Jou!" \
PRETTY PLEASEY

Then, to my surprise, Delia actually hands over

the wafer and goes off laughing.

It's only when I try to open the wafer
that I realize that I have fallen for the old

“empty wafer wrapper” trick.

Very funny, Delia.

Very funny.

[ L

I suddenly feel inspired © to write a new
4 -~
i \ \ by

song. When Derek comes over later,

I show him a new song I've just




Delie s a Weirdo
m:ﬂmﬂz::ﬁﬂjr‘:'@

Who's that weirdo over there?
Dressed in bLOIGK

With greasy hair
You can’t trust her

She’s not nice

She's got no heart Q)?

Just_a block of ice

CHO_RU§JJ Delia o .

e She’s a WEIRDO!
Delia v N T
She’s o | GEE I
Delia . )
She’s « WEIRDO"
Delia K AT

She's a

Delia’s a grumpy moo
Don’t let her

Stand next to you
Big black glasses
Hide her eyesyss
She really smells &
And thats no [|e

S CHORUSJJ




Tom, I'm sfill waiting for

your  HOMEWORK.

(I got carried away practicing “Delia’s a
Weirdo.” It's sounding really good. I have

written a few more 9ood verses. Will have to

do homework TAWNTGHT

.-./"““" .
before the r’_;:,/' concert.)
v
I m S@ excited I can hardly concentrate.

Marcus is going on and on and f%‘?V'P v.i.p.

Qn about his V I P. tickets. ﬁ ﬂVIP o

“Shut up, Marcus.” Even Amy is fed up

with him, .
G
DVDEE

="

,_f_~/<::

is not the onlJ concert coming up.

=

(How did he know aboutl}jl?)

o ,_,_pf::l



“Don’t forget about the SCHOOL CONCERT.,"”

he tells us.

When Mr. Fullerman starts the lesson, I'm

trying to work out how many hours it will be

before the concert starts.

L@ADS

If\\"\\'\\\

ej \ The clock in the classroom
/.-"""". doesn’t seem to be moving at all.
This is the L - NS @ 'g H

lesson Mr. Fullerman has ever given us.

I am staring ORO) at the clock and it’s
de1fm|te|\j N@T moving.

The more I stare & O ... the slower the time




nd Mrs. Mumble keeps interrupting the

lesson with announcements that no one can

understand.

o0 T Please o

.= R . - - w (mﬁ“
T +h3_0{-Fl(t’-— SO -'."“\‘- t

. '._._i I

“Did anyone understand that?”” Mr. Fullerman

asks. Then she says it again, but it's no

clearer. (This lesson is N EVER going

to endl)

Mr. Fullerman leaves the classroom to check
what’s going on. “It might be important,”
he says. (As if.)

While he’s gone, I have a

BRAINWAVES



I stand on the table and MOVE the hands on
the clock '{:OFWGY’C‘ so the lesson is nearly
finished. (This goes down well s

with m:; classmates)

Mr. Fullerman looks slightly

confused when he comes back.

@@ He checks his own watch.
: “Is the clock fast?”

‘- *NO, MR. FULLERMAN.” 1>
“Has anyone touched the clock?”

“"NO, MR. FULLERMAN.”
He notices the clock is slightly wonky on the
wall. Mr. Fullerman is not convinced. He stands on

a chair to put the clock back to the right time.
s another announceme,,

A
Mrys/\rMuu“Z\rman Jump, and he WObb\eS
\6e5 : “—--‘__\
the flo T
e chair and onte ‘EL-“---_, \

It S a DIS@STERQ
<



(We'll NEVEer get out of this lesson at
this rate.)

Not that I'm being unsympathetic. But this is
turning out to be the longest [esson v

Mr. Fullerman is wincing in pain and takes
TWICE as long to do or say anything. And the
rest of the day doesn’t go any faster.

(It's like someone knows it’s the concert tonight

and is deliberately slowing the world down.)

(MATH iis a drag. @ takes forever.

I'm getting changed out of my P.E. kit in the

locker room when there is another really loud

hoise that starts

out of the speakers.

(Not Mrs. Mumble this time.

N
Something even LO UDER)



“Leave everything and exit in an c;
orderly fashion. DON'T RUN! Go outside.”

I manage to grab my shoes and follow
everyone else outside to the playground. Even
though we have to Wait for attendance to
be taken and wait for all the other classes to
come out. Time suddenly seems to be

:éi* FL )/]NG by. Mainly because
Marcus has left his pants 7

behind and is stand]infg in the playground in
just his briefs. - -

Mrs. Nap gives @;

him a sweater to tie around his waist.@

Now it looks like he's wearing a skirt.

oy



It’s the FUNNIEST thing I've seen in

ages, i




Mr. Fullerman says we can all go home

slightli éarly now. HQQRYQ

JEIM telling Derek all about
what happened to Marcus on
the way home (especially the
sweater/skirt bit), when he
tells me he’s got a proper
name for his dog now.
I try to guess what it is.
"Rocky?”

“Rover?”

“Fang?”

“It's RQQSTER,; : he says.

“"ROOSTER? That’s a kind of chicken, isn't it?
You're naming your dog after a chicken?”

(I suppose I'll get used to it.)
DUBEE HERE WE COMEl g



he’s running around our house looking for

Delia. She's already gone to meet her friend

(boyfriend, more likely). Derek and I are
@, T-shirts and looking cool.

wearing our (DDE

ST

“And no crowd surfing,”
she tells Dad as we

leave the house.



Then DAD remembers the tickets were in his

other pants. So he goes back to get them.

But he can’t find them ANYWHERE

Derek is trying not to panic.

We look around the whole house. In Delia’s

room, my room, the kitchen.
"Don’t worry, they're here somewhere,” he
says. He checks his pockets. The bedrooms, the

bathroom. We are officially [F R NTIC

Where are the tickets?

Rooster is running around chasing us from
room to room. It’s really annoying because
he is barking and yapping and it's making

everyone stressed.



Mom sends Rooster out to the garden.
I'm checking my room again when I look out
of the window and see Rooster playing with
some bits of paper. The bits of paper look like
they could have been ...

TH[E TJI@KETSﬂ

“BAD ROOSTER‘H Derek is saymg.
But it’s too late. The tickets are all mangled

and covered in teeth marks and dog drool.

“I’ll stick them together,” Dad says. “It’ll
be fine.”
But it’s not fine. The tickets are {




\Ma\jbe Uncle Kevin and Auntie Alice
will sell us their tickets?” Dad says.

"Don’t bank on it,” Mom says.

"We'll think of something,” Dad says.

But I'm too STUNNED to say =
anything at all. m

We 90 to the show anyway.

w17 |
I say to Derek. Which is a bit unfair, I

know, because it's not his fault. I'm just

really angry with his stupid chicken dog.
GGGGGGGGGrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr.




MJ is already there waiting with her dad.

“Let’s see if they’ll take the tickets anyway?”
says Dad. The man at the door takes one look
at the bits of ticket and shakes his head.
“Sorry, pal. Gan't take these,
| @ they’re all mashed up.”
Just when things couldn’t get any worse ...
Marcus and his dad turn up clutching four
V.I.P. tickets. Turns out that they now have
two spare V.I.P. tickets. And
Marcus’s dad suggests that

could have them. (Marcus

doesn’t take after his dad,

who seems quite nice.)
I want to go SO badly. But my DAD sa\\}s that
Amy and Derek should go. “"Because we might
be able to get m with Uncle Kevin.”

I am VERY O @ brave. I tell Amy and
Derek that I really don’t mind and that I'll be
fine. Then I watch all four of them go off to

the concert. (Inside I can’t believe Derek and



Amy have gone with M ARC U S g)

This is
terrible.

Uncle Kevin and Auntie Alice are
waving and calling Dad. Uncle Kevin is looking
particularly pleased with himself. Dad tells him
what’s happened and how we can’t get in now

with the mangled tickets. Uncle Kevin says,
l;l,;,".l..

3 /TypicAL Youll which makes Dad cross. Uncle

j

Kevin (being a salesman) has actually sold
their tickets for three times as much as he
paid for them. He's very happy and they're
going to dinner instead of the concert.

(I think the cousins would rather have seen the band.)



Great this is turning into a nightmare.

: get to see my favornte. band now.
Dad sees I'm REALLY upset. iz

e

. /..

StaJ here, don’t move,” he says. “I'll get

some tickets, don’t you worry, Tom."

I'm S@ miserable.

I sit on the floor and look
really fed up. The concert

is about to start and we’ve

got no chance of seeing them at this rate.
Then I have an idea.

It’s a long shot, but I've got NOTHING to

lose.

r desperate.



I find a paper bag, and I

already have a pen.

Then I get writing and

drawing.



"he Dae are
»f MY TricieT |
PLEASE Give
GENE RouSLY:

e

LT




!
I m attracting aébit}o-{f attention, but no

tickets as yet.

A lady walks past and says “Poor you,” which

is nice,.

Then I'm suddenly aware of a man in leather

pants reading my note.

He's shaking his head and Iookin9 at me.

I put on an extra AD face

Then he starts Wleing toward me and
there’s something very familiar about him.
I'm sure I've seen him before.

Then he asks me a question.

“ls this your new hobby, Tom?”

he asks, and it SUDDENLY dawns on me

who it is....



LIME Y iT's
MR. FULLERMAN.

b3

AND he's wearng leather pants! What's
HE doing here? It’s a terrible moment,
== bumping into a TEACHER outside of school.
You don’t really think of them having a life
outside of being a teacher.

It's a shock (especially the leather pants).



Dad comes back, with no tickets.
He's NOT pleased to see me begging.

Y YOU’RE BEGGING?
III

"You told me it was a made-up story, Toml

"It was.... I was desperatel” I say.

"Stop begging right now! There must be

another way to see *“P_______‘

Then Mr. Fullerman says,

“Hello, Mr. Gates. | think | might be
able to help.”

And Dad looks as shocked as I am

to see it's Mr. Fullerman (wearing

leather pants).

I'm WOndermg what Mr. Fullerman is dom9 at

@D



Tﬂns out that Mr Fullerman actually went

to school

They are good friends.

(Mr. Fullerman is |NOT]Just a crusty old teacher

after all.) \(\Mks,

¢<
He speaks to someone

backstage who gives us all

man. No problem.

special passes.

N@W I can watch the whole show

from the side of the stagel

I would HUG Mr. Fullerman if he wasn’t my

teacher (and wearing leather pants).

It’s the BEST view everl

@



¢ s absolutely brilliant and I can

see EVERYTHING,
I IOXO)

see Derek and Amy and wave. Derek and

Pt iy

Amy wave back. Marcus has his mouth open

like a goldfish in shock.

3 Q'U@

I

(It's almost the best part of the show. Ha, hal)

Then I spot Delia in the audience. She's with
her boyfriend. So I point him out to Dad andf
stir things up by saying he’s got a VERY bad

reputation around town.

What a fantastic night I'm having. ,__J_

all their best songs.

Then right at the end ... it gets better ..

@






( I'll never wash again. )

- [owEEBT| -

A CCESS ALL

AREAS




I’m still buzzing when I get home.
Dad has forgotten about my begging (phew).

He's too busy worrying about Delia’s dodgy
boyfriend.

I go to bed h@PP& and relive the
whole gig in my head.






In the morning, Delia is slopping around the

L il
house sulking and being miserable. Z&y

Apparently it’s all my fault because Mom and

Dad want to meet her new “friend” now. (I

Dad is humming @

songs at breakfast.

It’s SO embarrassing (old people
trying to be trendy). I can’t get out of the

house quick enough.
Derek and I go to school together.

He's ST} wishing he’d stuck with [ melat the

concert now.

\
]



eein r. Fullerman again in “teacher”
9 9

mode is /?[/4[[)/ weird.

The first thing he asks me is,

“"WHERE’'S YOUR HOMEWORK, TOM?" -

“I was at the concert, sir, remember?”

Mr. Fullerman says that’s no excuse and I'll
get a detention unless I bring it in first thing

in the morning, which is a bit harsh!

(He's S@ back in teacher mode.)

==

383,

completely forget about the school concert,

.

With all the excitement about

which apparently is

ol

T@DY

f !

|,,r1



I’minot}worried because I'm not in it.

(No choir, which is a relief.) Phew.

MFS. N@P is looking for

put chairs out in the hall.

Helpers get to miss class,

so I volunteer.

All T have to do is show the little kids what

to do. H@W hard is that? O
)

We get all the chairs out when they start

to mess around. I get o i and
suggest a quick game

of musical 77 /chairs, which keeps them happy.

There’s no musrc—so I gﬂ[@@ my

FREIES SOng

“Delia’s a Weirdo.”



.
It;s all going VERY well. The little kids all

join in and sing along with me.

“Delia, she's a weirdol
Delia, she’s a freakl” (Very catchy chorus.)

Then I sing the verse ...

@D



and that’s when Mr. Keen pops his head

round the door to see how we’'re doing.

We all pretend to be arranging the chairs.
(Little kids learn fast.)

“That's a jolly song, Tom,” he says.
"Really, Mr. Keen?”

“Are you performing in the concert
today?”

“"No, Mr. Keen.”

“"Why not? You should be! I'll have a
word with Mrs. Nap to give you a slot
at the end.”

"No, Mr. Keen, it’s fine.... Really,

I don't want to sing."

@




“"Nonsense, that sounded excellent
Don’t you agree, children?”

And all the little kids cheer and say,

Groan .

thats ALL I need.
This could be very

humiliating.
CORRECTION. It WILL be
very humiliating.

I don’t think Mr. Keen
heard all the lyrics g,

to the GV oazgmglf

song, either.




"ARE YOu MAD?
Of course Iwant to @

play in the school concert!”

Derek says.

>
He thinks ‘DGGZOHBIES have to plan

their first gig very carefully.

(In other words, we're still a bit rubbish and

need more practice.)

UT he does come up with a BRILLIANT
that will get me off the hook
and save me from serious

humiliation.
@ iliati @



Tne ONLY good thing about the school

concert is we get to go home early to
“prepare.” (Eat caramel wafers,

in my case.)

W
om says, @ )

“"What do you mean there’s a school concert

tonight?”

(I forgot to tell them.)
“And Jou're in it?”
“Sort of ..." 1 say.

Mom and Dad planned to meet Delia’s dodgy
“boyfriend” tonight.

“I'm not leaving them here on their ¢
own,” Dad says. “They'll both have

to come to the concert, too.”

@



S S R

delighted!
A romantic night out ...

at my school concert.
She’ll be so cross it’s almost worth being
in the concert.
Derek and I run through our plan one
last time on the way back to school.

It has to work or I’ll be stuffed.

o\ck at school, the hall is already packed

with people. Mom and Dad sit at the back,

which is o\_rel|e1c because Mom has on her
@T shirt and Dad

(NCIT).

Derek and I run through our plan one last

time (I hope it works).

@9



Gﬁne lights go down and the concert begins.
First, there’s some (slightly boring) poetry.

bright.

was .

The stG;\/e got o big fright.
That night-

Watching Marcus and
Solid SWAYING from side

to side is hilarious.

Amy is very good (of course).

There’s a play by Year
Three. (Quite funny.)
And a dance by Year Six.

(It’s rubbish.)



Then Mr. Keen makes a speech about what a
good term it's been ... i:,}

blah, blah, blah. %(_X/
And T hear him telling EVERYONE how he heard

me singing and thought I should be in the

concert.

It's AWFUL ... I can feel myself getting

nervous and sweaty.

Now it’s my turn.

Mr. Keen asks me what my song is called.

"

AVAN /
DE“G,S a WEirdO, I say.

Which makes everyone laugh ... apart from

Delia, who's giving me the EVILS.

S =



I sit on the stage and clear my throat.

Everyone is looking at me and waiting.
So I clear my throat again ...

and wait ...

and wait ...

and strum a little (like I'm warming up).

(Mr. Keen is glaring at me now.)

So I'm thinking I might have to actualld

start singing if Derek’s plan doesn’t work. ...

When at long LAST




M[ﬁo Fullerman tells everyone not to panic.

Tt's just the
FIRE
ALARM!

We all have to leave the (
hall straightaway.

The concert is abandoned.



PR I T TR B

SLT!

—

LY
.
A TN

Derek is a G‘ENIUSI He gives me a

THUMBS-UP as we leave school.

s

Better still ... Delia can hear some little
children singing my song ...

DEL 1 he’s O we'\\”d"! DELIA, shesg
, she

She's not happy, but her boyfriend is laughing.
He won’t be her boyfriend for long at this

ratel
what's funny?




Mom and Dad think it's a shame I didn't
get to do my song. (I don’tl)

“Ma\gbe next time, don’t write about your
sister, thoug h,” Mom tells me. “It only upsets

(EXACTLY” g

Dad suggests writing about someone else

who annoys me instead.

“Like Uncle Kevin,” he adds.

Which makes me laugh.

But Mom is giving the EVIL EYE now.
D &2 (Uh-ohl)



When we get home, Dad and I escape to

his shed to eat his secret

stash of caramel wafers.

(TREAT!)

It's the last day of the term
tomorrow. So I MUSTN'T FORGET.

I only have tonight to finish my review
homework. (It's the last thing I have left
to do.)

I know, I’ll review the school concert. That
won’t take long!

Just eat the last wafer biscuit and wrap
it up for Delia first.... Ha, hal

And draw a few more pictures.

‘T-lEN I'll start my homework....

@



....... in the morning.

anme LOADS ., ...

to do it if I get up early tomorrow.)

idea.

This is & good






MPO Fullerman, I'm SO sorry about my

REVIEW homework.
As you can see I DID do it.
Let me explain.

I was on my way to school when I

was 1followed and

iAttA@KED

™ by a VICIOUS dog.

I defended m\jself with the only thing I could
think of.

MJ notebook.



LUCK
ILY
But my Rz survived (
VI Jus
Ew HOMEW:'
RK d
idn’t

S
Ol"r:J again

Oh deat Tom-
W3S \oo\c‘mg t rwar to f a\ly
re ding it
You will gust nave o 2g2'" ove'
the break.
\n t0 mean\\ , \et’s nope you don't
get ? ducte b Slien®
of rracke G\ANTS
what an eVé | \ife o\ have:
See you ( nd ¥° v \r\omewor\c‘) ne*t
fer™
Mr- \:u\\erma



(Result) (L)



Dog droo|

Mg Review
By Tom Gates

Teiog M,
Se¢y, h"”‘ks /

The End


















Turn over for

something nicer










How to draw my grumpy sister Delia

—— Draw this
]lo shape.

« Then her

lasses ...
2. 9

3 «— Color them i
(o}



Ears ...(even though
' y/ she doesn’t LISTEN).

Add her

manky hair ...

...and add a gloom

cloud. ...




When Liz was little, she loved to draw, paint and
make Things. Her mum used to say she was very good
at making a mess (which is still true todayl).

She kept drawing and went to art school —leaving
with a BA in Graphic Design—to find her first job as a
designer and art director at Jive Records UK. She went
freelance and her illustration work began to be used on
a wide variety of products, which led to her first picture
books and writing her own stories. Tom Gates is the
first series of books Liz has written and illustrated for
older children. They have won several prestigious awards,
including the Roald Dahl Funny Prize, the Waterstones
Children’s Book Prize and the Blue Peter Book Award.
The books have also been translated into over 33
languages worldwide. Liz works in a nice cozy shed in
her garden and lives in (mostly) sunny Brighton with her
husband and three (not so little any more) children. She
doesn’t have a pet but she does have lots of squirrels
in the garden that eat everything in sight (including her
tulip bulbs, which is annoying).

Coming soon!
Tom Gates: Excellent Excuses (and other good stuff)
Tom Gates: Everything’s Amazing (Sort of)
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