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   C H A P T E R  O N E    C H A P T E R  O N E 

 THE FALL             THE FALL            

  It all started when a pig fell off the roof. 

 It wasn’t just any old pig. It was our pig, 

Tiny. 

 Tiny was my sister Meg’s pet pig. Tiny was 

a pygmy pig, which is a special kind of cute, 

small pig. At least, that’s what the man we 

bought her from said. ‘Oh yeah, she won’t 

grow bigger than a pug,’ he said. Only 

Tiny kept on growing. 
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 Bigger than a pug. 

 Bigger than a spaniel. 

 Bigger than a Labrador. 

 Bigger and bigger and bigger, until she 

ended up regular pig size. And regular 

pigs are surpris ingly  BIG . They weigh a 

lot, too. 

 The huge ness of Tiny meant she couldn’t 

live in our house, as Meg had planned, and 

the garden was too small. In the end, Dad 

decided to make a home for her on the garage 

roof. He built a fence around it and put 

a little pig house up there. Once a week, 

he’d climb through the bath room window, 

on to the roof, and muck it off, which meant 

shov el ling all the pig mess and old straw 

over the side. 

 This was Dad’s least favour ite job. He 

always swore while he was doing it, but 
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using made- up words. This is some thing he 

does. He thinks not using real swear words 

makes him a Good Dad. If you were stand ing 

in the garden you’d hear him shout ing 

 Branoch!  and  Zerk!  and other weird 

words. Only, think ing about it, you really 

wouldn’t want to be stand ing in the garden 

as he shov elled the mess over the side. Too 

risky. 

 Anyway, it was a Sunday. A normal 

Sunday, or so I thought. How wrong. 

 We were all sitting out in the garden: me, 

Mum, Dad and Meg, plus my nana Maureen, 

with her tiny chihua hua dog, Margherita. 

Nana had recently dyed her hair again – blue 

this time, with purple tips. She had just come 

back from seeing Mystic Morris’s show. 

Mystic Morris could talk to dead people. 

Someone in the audi ence would ask him to 
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see if their dead uncle Bill was OK and he’d 

make contact with him and pass on a 

message. ‘Bill says not to worry, he’s fine and 

is wearing his favour ite socks,’ or some thing 

like that. Dad said it sounded like a load of 

 bippits  to him, and I thought he was right, 

but I didn’t say anything. 

 The grown- ups were drink ing tea and me 

and Meg were sitting on the grass, eating 

some of Nana’s famous vegan carob cake. 

Dad says it could be used to repair motor way 

bridges after an earth quake, but it was all 

we had. Everything was normal. Normal, 

normal, fine, fine, fine, just a regular Sunday 

in August. My nana’s been to see a psychic, 

my dad’s teasing her using made- up swear 

words, great, fine, normal, then …  crack!  
 There was a crack. 

 Then …  thud!  
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 There was a thud. 

 A big thud. In fact, a really massive  thud . 

 We all jumped up in shock. Then Meg cried 

out, ‘Tiny!’ 

 That’s what had caused the humung ous 

thud sound. It was the sound of a huge pig 

falling off a roof. 

 We all rushed over. Everyone was shout ing, 

‘Tiny, are you OK?’ All of us except Nana. She 

was shout ing, ‘Margherita, where are you?’ 

 I looked around. Margherita had vanished. 

 Had she run off, frightened by the falling 

pig? 

 Was she inside? 

 Out on the street? 

 Where could she be? 

 Where could she … And then we all had 

the same thought at exactly the same time. 

 Oh no!  
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 Mum looked at Dad, her eyes as wide as 

dinner plates. Dad muttered,  Spanjo , 

Meg twizzled her hair nervously. Then Tiny 

stood up. Dad gasped. Nana shrieked. 

 Then …  thud!  

 Another thud, a bit less massive than the 

pig- falling thud, but still pretty big. 

 This was a Nana- falling thud. 

 So that’s where Margherita was. She hadn’t 

run away – worse luck for her. She had been 

on the patio and Tiny had fallen straight on 

her – a direct hit. What were the chances of 

that happen ing? But there was no time to 

puzzle that out. Nana had collapsed! Mum 

rushed to help and I saw Dad, spread ing a 

large pair of pants that he’d pulled off the 

washing line over the exact spot on the patio 

where Tiny had crashed down. 

 Dad turned to me. ‘Tom, find some thing 
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to put the dog in, for good ness sake,’ he 

said. ‘Something big enough to take a two- 

dimen sional chihua hua.’ 

 ‘What?’ I said, confused. 

 ‘For Margherita!’ he said. ‘She’s completely 

flattened. I need a box or some thing to put 

her in.’ 

 I had never been asked to find a container 

for a squashed dog before. It threw me a bit, 

I’ll be honest. I quickly searched the kitchen 

cupboards: ice cream contain ers, sand wich 

boxes … Nothing was right.  Curses!  I 

ran up to my room and emptied Lego from an 

old shoebox. 

 ‘Will this do?’ I asked Dad, giving him the 

box. He tried to get flattened Margherita into 

the box. I looked away, but I could tell he was 

strug gling. He was swear ing quietly again 

and sweat ing. 
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  ‘Zablash!’  he said. ‘Too small. We 

need some thing wider. The dog’s as flat as a 

pancake. You wouldn’t think a chihua hua 

could spread so far.’ 

 I ran back inside. I checked the recyc ling. 

Perfect – an old takeaway pizza box. 

 ‘Perfect,’ said Dad. ‘An old takeaway pizza 

box.’ 

 As Dad put the dog into the pizza box, 

I real ised that we had actu ally had a 

margher ita pizza in that box. And now 

there was Margherita the dog in that 

box. This is known as ironic. I didn’t say 

anything. 

 Dad handed me the box. 

 ‘Get rid of it,’ he said. 

 I had never been asked to do that before 

either; to get rid of a squashed dog. There 

was nowhere in the garden I could bury a box 
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that size – the garden was too small and 

mostly patio. 

 I ran out into the street. That’s when I 

had an idea. There was a nursery at the 

end of the road. It was shut for the summer 

holi days. Great. I hopped over the fence 

and buried the box in the sandpit. Nice 

and deep. By the time the kids were back in 

September, it would all be long gone. 

 I sprin ted back to my house. There was 

an ambu lance outside. The ambu lance men 

were helping Nana into the back of it. She 

reached out to me. ‘My baby!’ 

 I had never been called that by Nana 

before. Maybe she had banged her head. 

 ‘Yes, yes, I’m your baby,’ I said, trying to 

be nice and calm. 

 ‘Where is my baby?’ she wailed. 

 Then I got it. She was talking about 
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Margherita. I didn’t know what to say. I 

couldn’t tell the truth – Margherita’s in a 

pizza box, in the sandpit at Bright Futures 

nursery. That would defin itely upset her. 

 So I said nothing. The ambu lance doors 

shut. The blue lights came on. It drove away. 

 Then I was aware of some thing short 

stand ing close to me – my sister, Meg. 

 ‘Look,’ said Meg, holding up a small white 

thing. ‘My tooth’s come out.’  
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   C H A P T E R  T W O    C H A P T E R  T W O 

 DEAD DOG DISASTERS             DEAD DOG DISASTERS            

 So that was Sunday. A day of drama and 

disaster and lots of Dad’s made- up swear 

words. 

 Luckily, Monday started out better. Mum 

went to work. Dad shut himself in the dining 

room. Only you had to call it the study, and 

you weren’t allowed in if the 

  DO NOT DISTURB,  



14

  WRITER AT WORK   

   sign was up. Dad was writing his book. 

 Dad had been writing his book for a long 

time. Years. He said it was nearly finished 

though. Everyone was excited about this, 

espe cially Mum. She hoped Dad’s book would 

be a best seller so she could stop working so 

hard to pay the bills while Dad worked on his 

book and earned zero money. 

 The house was nice and quiet and 

that suited me fine. I had a very import ant 

job to do. Something was coming; some  -

thing was just five days away. Something 

very, very, very import ant indeed. 

 MY BIRTHDAY!! 
 Super excit ing! In fact, beyond excit ing! I 

know, I know, every one gets excited about 

their birth day, but mine is differ ent. Here 

are the facts: 
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   1. It is right at the end of the summer 

holi days. Which means I am the young est 

in my year at school. And which also 

means that every year I have to wait, and 

wait, and wait for my birth day, while 

all my friends have theirs one after 

another, before me. Bah!  

  2. Some people even have birth days in 

September, right at the start of the school 

year, so they get to go first with all the 

birth day fuss, and no one is ever away on 

summer holiday to spoil things like they 

are with my August birth day.  

  3. These September birth day people include 

Chas Cheeseman. He is the oldest in our 

year. He had, I have to admit, an amazing 

party last September for his elev enth 

birth day. There were fire works, a personal 

chef who made anything you wanted 
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to eat (I had an ice cream and dough nut 

sand wich, while Harry, aka the Hulk 

because he is freak ishly big for his age, 

had custard and chips). Then, at the end, 

we all got given a drone. Not a slice of cake 

wrapped in a bit of kitchen roll. A drone! It 

was seri ously amazing, although I slightly 

hate to admit it. Annoyingly, it was so 

amazing that every one was  still  talking 

about it, nearly a year later!   
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  And on the last day of term, before we broke 

up for summer, Chas was already talking 

about his next birth day – and I hadn’t even 

had mine yet!   

 But finally it was August. Finally it was my 

turn to have a birth day. Finally my turn 

to be eleven. I felt like I had waited 

 FOREVER  for this moment. 

 I wanted my birth day party to be the best, 

most excit ing one ever. 

 Better than Chas Cheeseman’s. 

 I wanted people to talk about my birth day 

for even longer than a year after wards – two 

years; even three! I wanted them to say, 

‘Chas’s elev enth birth day was fun, but what 

about Tom’s? Now  that  was a seri ously 

awesome day. That’s how you do a birth day!’ 

 As luck would have it, this year was 
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also my  LUCKY BIRTHDAY . It’s a 

Bostock family tradi tion. Your Lucky Birthday 

is when your age matches your birth d ate. My 

birth day is 11th August and this year I am 

eleven on 11th August. My Lucky Birthday! 

Meg had already had her lucky birth day. She 

was only four then and I was six. We can’t 

remem ber a lot about it, because we were only 

small, but we defin itely remem ber it was a big 

deal, with extra presents, tons of food, decor a-

tions and non- stop fun. And now it was finally 

my turn. I just knew it was going to be 

amazing. I couldn’t think about anything else! 

 ‘There was bunting, wasn’t there?’ said Meg. 

 I was drawing birth day party invit a tions 

in Meg’s room. I some times hung out in here. 

Her room was bigger than mine. Meg was 

colour ing in her tooth, the one that came out 

yester day, using a green pen. Apparently, the 
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tooth fairy had not turned up last night, so 

she was making it more eye- catch ing. We 

were trying to remem ber what a Lucky 

Birthday involved. 

 ‘Yeah, but then Harry tried to swing on it 

and pulled it all down,’ I said. 

 Meg laughed. 

 ‘There was a big cake, too, which some-

body fell in, I think,’ I said. ‘I really want a 

big cake for my Lucky Birthday. Chas 

Cheeseman’s had three levels, and sweets all 

spilt out when you cut into it.’ 

 I worked hard on the invit a tions. All 

morning, in fact. 

 They had to be good. 

 Everything had to be good. 

 I had done one for my best friend, Keith, 

and for Harry the Hulk and also for Jonny. 

He was quite a new friend. I got to know him 



20

last year after he became famous in my 

school for trying to swap his brother on the 

inter net. It didn’t work out, but that’s another 

story. 

 I planned to design a partic u larly amazing 

invit a tion for Chas, using fluor es cent pens 

and glitter, but first I needed lunch. Dad 

made it. Dad does most of the cooking in our 

house. He’s a really good cook. Mum loves his 

food, but worries Dad spends too much time 

cooking and not enough time finish ing his 

book. Dad says Mum is a terrible cook, so he 

has no choice. 

 After lunch, while I was busy working on 

Chas’s invit a tion, the door bell rang. It was 

Nana. She had come home from hospital in a 

taxi. She had a walking stick. She had banged 

her hip when she fell over in shock yester day. 

It wasn’t broken, just bruised, but she needed 
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to live with us until she was prop erly better. 

Then she said: 

 ‘Where is she?’ 

 ‘Who, Jill?’ said Dad (Jill is another name 

for Mum). ‘At work, as usual.’ 

 ‘No! Margherita, my baby!’ said Nana. 

 ‘Oh, right, yes,’ said Dad. ‘She’s gone, I’m 

afraid.’ 

 Gone where? I wondered. Then I 

remembered the sandpit at Bright Futures 

nursery. And I also remembered people some-

times say ‘gone’ when they mean ‘dead’. 

 Nana shook her head. Her blue- with-

purple- tips hair flicked about. She started 

limping through the house, strok ing the walls 

and sniff ing the air. She said she’d seen 

Mystic Morris, the man who could talk to 

dead people, do some thing similar during 

his show. 



 Suddenly Nana gasped and spread her 

arms wide. Her walking stick thwacked Dad 

on the chest and he made an ‘oof’ sound. 

 ‘She’s here!’ cried Nana. 

 And then … 

 ‘She’s gone!’ cried

Meg, running in from 

the garden.  


	Cover page
	Halftitle page
	Series page
	Title page
	Copyright page
	Dedication
	CONTENT
	CHAPTER ONE THE FALL
	CHAPTER TWO DEAD DOG DISASTERS
	CHAPTER THREE GONE
	CHAPTER FOUR TROUBLE WITH THE TOOTH FAIRY
	CHAPTER FIVE ARE YOU THERE, MARGHERITA?
	CHAPTER SIX THE BIRTHDAY BOMB IS DROPPED
	CHAPTER SEVEN RESISTINGANCE!
	CHAPTER EIGHT PIG, CHICKENS, PLAN
	CHAPTER NINE THE TOOTH FAIRY AND TINY
	CHAPTER TEN NANA NEXT
	CHAPTER ELEVEN A MAJOR TINY DISASTER
	CHAPTER TWELVE I FEEL LIKE CHICKEN TONIGHT
	CHAPTER THIRTEEN LET DOWN AND HANGING AROUND
	CHAPTER FOURTEEN BY ME, FOR ME
	CHAPTER FIFTEEN A MAN IN PANTS
	CHAPTER SIXTEEN PLANS, PLACES AND DIY PROPS
	CHAPTER SEVENTEEN THANK GOODNESS FOR ME
	CHAPTER EIGHTEEN HAPPY BIRTHDAY!
	CHAPTER NINETEEN GAMES ON ...
	CHAPTER TWENTY AT MY COMMAND, UNLEASH CHAOS ...
	CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE AN IMPERFECT STORM
	CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO THE CHASE
	CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE WHAT’S ALL THIS, THEN?
	CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR WHAT’S A LUCKY BIRTHDAY ANYWAY?
	CHAPTER ONE CLICK!
	CHAPTER TWO FIGHT, FATE, FORMS
	CHAPTER THREE GONE


<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /All
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Gray Gamma 2.2)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (Coated FOGRA27 \050ISO 12647-2:2004\051)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Warning
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.5
  /CompressObjects /Tags
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /DetectCurves 0.1000
  /ColorConversionStrategy /UseDeviceIndependentColor
  /DoThumbnails true
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedOpenType false
  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams true
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveDICMYKValues true
  /PreserveEPSInfo false
  /PreserveFlatness false
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments false
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Remove
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /CropColorImages false
  /ColorImageMinResolution 100
  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 150
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.46000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages true
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.40
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /CropGrayImages false
  /GrayImageMinResolution 150
  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 150
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.44667
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages true
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.40
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /CropMonoImages false
  /MonoImageMinResolution 300
  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 250
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects true
  /CheckCompliance [
    /None
  ]
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile (Coated FOGRA27 \050ISO 12647-2:2004\051)
  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier (FOGRA27)
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName (http://www.color.org)
  /PDFXTrapped /False

  /CreateJDFFile false
  /Description <<
    /ENU ([Based on 'WEB-PDF Bloomsbury'] [Based on 'WEB-PDFs\(1\)'] [Based on '[Smallest File Size]'] Use these settings to create Adobe PDF documents best suited for on-screen display, e-mail, and the Internet.  Created PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Adobe Reader 6.0 and later.)
  >>
  /Namespace [
    (Adobe)
    (Common)
    (1.0)
  ]
  /OtherNamespaces [
    <<
      /AsReaderSpreads false
      /CropImagesToFrames true
      /ErrorControl /WarnAndContinue
      /FlattenerIgnoreSpreadOverrides false
      /IncludeGuidesGrids false
      /IncludeNonPrinting false
      /IncludeSlug false
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (InDesign)
        (4.0)
      ]
      /OmitPlacedBitmaps false
      /OmitPlacedEPS false
      /OmitPlacedPDF false
      /SimulateOverprint /Legacy
    >>
    <<
      /AddBleedMarks false
      /AddColorBars false
      /AddCropMarks false
      /AddPageInfo false
      /AddRegMarks false
      /BleedOffset [
        0
        0
        0
        0
      ]
      /ConvertColors /NoConversion
      /DestinationProfileName (Coated FOGRA27 \(ISO 12647-2:2004\))
      /DestinationProfileSelector /UseName
      /Downsample16BitImages true
      /FlattenerPreset <<
        /PresetSelector /MediumResolution
      >>
      /FormElements false
      /GenerateStructure true
      /IncludeBookmarks false
      /IncludeHyperlinks true
      /IncludeInteractive false
      /IncludeLayers false
      /IncludeProfiles true
      /MarksOffset 6
      /MarksWeight 0.250000
      /MultimediaHandling /UseObjectSettings
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (CreativeSuite)
        (2.0)
      ]
      /PDFXOutputIntentProfileSelector /UseName
      /PageMarksFile /RomanDefault
      /PreserveEditing false
      /UntaggedCMYKHandling /UseDocumentProfile
      /UntaggedRGBHandling /UseDocumentProfile
      /UseDocumentBleed false
    >>
    <<
      /AllowImageBreaks true
      /AllowTableBreaks true
      /ExpandPage false
      /HonorBaseURL true
      /HonorRolloverEffect false
      /IgnoreHTMLPageBreaks false
      /IncludeHeaderFooter false
      /MarginOffset [
        0
        0
        0
        0
      ]
      /MetadataAuthor ()
      /MetadataKeywords ()
      /MetadataSubject ()
      /MetadataTitle ()
      /MetricPageSize [
        0
        0
      ]
      /MetricUnit /inch
      /MobileCompatible 0
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (GoLive)
        (8.0)
      ]
      /OpenZoomToHTMLFontSize false
      /PageOrientation /Portrait
      /RemoveBackground false
      /ShrinkContent true
      /TreatColorsAs /MainMonitorColors
      /UseEmbeddedProfiles false
      /UseHTMLTitleAsMetadata true
    >>
  ]
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [600 600]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice




