Helping your children choose books they will love

I*S\j%_g Lovereading4kids.co.uk is a book website
J created for parents and children to make
readlng choosing books easy and fun

Opening extract from
Going, Going,
Gone

Written by
Judy Blume

Published by
MacMillan

All text is copyright of the author and / or the illustrator

Please print off and read at your leisure.

L@vereading(; h!guk



Illustrated by
Kate Pankhurst

MACMILLAN CHILDREN’S BOOKS



To Kamu and Miranda
Who Go, Go, Go!

First published 2008 by Delacorte Press, an imprint of
Random House Children’s Books, New York

This edition published 2009 by Macmillan Children’s Books
a division of Macmillan Publishers Limited
20 New Wharf Road, London Nt 9RR
Basingstoke and Oxford
Associated companies throughout the world
www.panmacmillan.com

ISBN 978-0-230-70028-4

Text copyright © P&G Trust 2008
Ilustrations copyright © Kate Pankhurst 2008

The right of Judy Blume and Kate Pankhurst to be identified as the
author and illustrator of this work has been asserted by them in accordance
with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be
reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or
transmitted, in any form or by any means (electronic, mechanical,
photocopying, recording or otherwise), without the prior written
permission of the publisher. Any person who does any unauthorized
act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal
prosecution and civil claims for damages.

135798642

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from
the British Library.

Printed and bound in the UK by CPI Mackays, Chatham ME5 8TD

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not,
by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out,
or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent
in any form of binding or cover other than that in which
it is published and without a similar condition including this
condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.



Meet the Pain

y sister’s name is Abigail. I call her

The Great One because she thinks she’s
so great. She says, “I don’t think it, I know
it!” When she says that I laugh like crazy.
Then she gets mad. It’s fun to make her
mad. Who cares if she’s in third grade and
I’m just in first? That doesn’t make her
faster. Or stronger. Or even smarter.
I don’t get why Mom and Dad act like
she’s so special. Sometimes I think they

love her more than me.






Meet the Great One

Mg brother’s name is Jacob but everyone

calls him Jake. Everyone but me. I
call him The Pain because that’s what he is.
He’s a first-grade pain. And he will always
be a pain — even if he lives to be a hundred.
Even then, I'll be two years older than him.
I'll still know more about everything. And
I'll always know exactly what he’s thinking.
That’s just the way it is. I don’t get why
Mom and Dad act like he’s so special.

Sometimes I think they love him more

than me.



The Lizard and
the Wolf

randma rented a house at the beach.

G:Yesterdag we drove there. I got carsick.
I almost always get carsick if the ride takes
more than an hour. Under an hour, I'm
OK. The Great One doesn’t get it. She says,
“That doesn’t make any sense.”

“It makes sense to me,” I told her.

“A person either gets carsick or he
doesn’t,” she said. “Look at me — I don’t get

carsick, which makes me a good traveller.”



“Does not!” I shouted.

“Does too!” she shouted back. “Mom,
aren’t I a good traveller?” Mom was driving.
Dad was snoozing in the seat next to her.

“You’re both good travellers,” Mom
said.

“But if you had to choose one of us to
take on a trip, wouldn’t you rather take the
one who doesn’t puke every time he gets in
the car?” the Great One asked.

“No fair!” I called. “I don’t puke every
time.”

“Children,” Mom said, “I’'m trying to
concentrate on the road.”

When we got to the beach Grandma
took us shopping while Mom and Dad
unpacked. We're staying for a week. A
week is a long time. Long enough to
choose your favourite breakfast cereal. Mine
is Cream of Wheat because it’s white. I only
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like white foods. The Great One doesn’t care
what colour her food is. She chose Cheerios.

At the supermarket we followed Grandma
down the Fun-in-the-Sun aisle. She tossed a
tube of sunscreen into our cart. The Great
One ran ahead to a display of boogie -
boards. “I've always wanted a boogie
board,” she told Grandma. “I could have
so much fun in the ocean if only I had
one.” She looked through the stack of
boards. “Oh, this one is so cool!” She held
up a purple board. “Isn’t this one cool,
Grandma?” It had a picture of a lizard on it.

“You think it will be OK with your mom
and dad?” Grandma asked.

“Oh yes!” the Great One said. “I'm a
good swimmer. You know what a good
swimmer [ am.”

“Well, then — let’s get it,” Grandma said.

The Great One threw her arms around
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Grandma. “You’re the best grandma in the
history of the world!”

Grandma laughed. “Let’s hope you think
so the next time I say no.” Then she looked at
me. “Would you like a boogie board, Jake?”



“Don’t waste your money,” the Great
One said. “He won’t use it.”

“Yes, I willl” I said. I chose a yellow
board with a wolf’s face on it.

The next day, before we headed for
the beach, the Great One said, “I hope the
waves are big today.” Then she looked right
at me and said, “I take that back. I hope
they’re huge!” '

At the beach Dad set up the umbrella
and opened the chairs. Grandma spread out
the blanket while Mom reached into her bag
for the new sunscreen. “You first, Abigail,”
she said to the Great One.

“Why do I have to get sunscreened first?”
the Great One asked.

“I thought you like to go first,” I said.

The Great One gave me one of her looks.

When Mom was done with us, the Great
One grabbed her boogie board and raced
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down to the ocean. Dad followed her. I
followed Dad.

When I reached wet sand, I stopped. The
waves weren’t huge. But they weren’t small
either. I watched as the Great One paddled
out on her boogie board. When she got
far enough, she turned back and waved to
Dad. Then she watched over her shoulder
until just before the next wave
started. When it did, she 2 /)3
was on her board riding in
to shore. Then she did it

again. And again.




She didn’t care if her face got
wet or if she fell off her

board, or even if she

went under a wave.
Nothing stopped her.

When I got tired
of watching, I started
digging a hole. I dug
deeper and deeper until the ocean came up
inside it. Then I sat in the hole. The water
was warm. Warmer than in the ocean.

The next day the Great One was at it
again. She spent all afternoon in the ocean
on her boogie board, riding the waves
to shore. She says it’s the best fun she’s
ever had. She says I don’t know what I'm
missing.

“You have to try it, Jake!” she said the
next morning while I was eating my Cream
of Wheat.
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“Try what?” I asked, like I didn’t know.

“Your boogie board!”

“I'm waiting,” I told her.

“Waiting for what?” she asked.

“The perfect wave.”

“Ha!” she said, laughing.

That afternoon I decided to build a sand
fort. Grandma helped me. “I have a lot of
experience,” she said. “I used

to help your mom build

sandcastles when she
was your age.”

“With moats around
them?” I asked.

“Oh, sure,”
Grandma said. “They
all had moats.”

Grandma was
good at making

turrets and
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drizzling wet sand on top of them. But after
a while she fanned her face with her hat and
said, “Whew — it’s hot out today. Time for
a swim. Want to come in with me, Jake?”

“Not now,” I told her. “I have to stay
here and guard my fort.” I watched as

Grandma dived under a wave.






