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Quite a lot has happened since I sealed the first volume of my memoirs in a time capsule cake tin in Grandpa’s farmyard (not giving any clues). But I hope someone flipping well finds it one day or I will never be a famous writer of the times like Samuel Pepys.

[image: Image Missing]

Vince (the farmer from the other side of the village) says he knows how to train horses. Which, quite frankly, comes as a surprise to me, because Vince doesn’t look anything like the trainers we see on the TV. He hasn’t even got one of those hats that they get from trainer school.

So I’m not that happy about Vince muscling
   in on what was meant to be my deal. And Vinnie, his nephew, is
   meant to be the animal one in their family, I
      THOUGHT.

And, while I’m on THAT family, Vinnie’s nan Vera is still on the scene. She is officially in charge of washing Grandpa’s pants (what’s left of them), and is very much [image: Image Missing] his ‘lady friend’. She also stalks him like a secret service agent.

[image: Image Missing]

I can imagine [image: Image Missing] coming out of her shoes when she clicks her heels together, just like in the films. She can probably vamoose into thin air too.

I would NOT want to be under the sort of scrutiny that Grandpa’s under. She does NOT approve of: racehorses, owning pubs or watching daytime TV cookery programmes.

The [image: Image Missing] is that Harold and Stickly have officially got a name for the band. The [image: Image Missing] is it’s The Cool. Which is pretty uncool if you ask me – but so are Harold and Stickly.

When I told Harold he’s a doofus, all he said was ‘Events, dear boy, events.’ Because that’s all Harold EVER says to me – I wish Dad hadn’t taught him that stupid expression – no one even knows what it means.

[image: Image Missing]


* INCONTINENTO – invisible and hard to control.



She is meant to be writing the flipping songs. Stuff about dessert islands** and having no money and your mum running off with the Amazon driver and stuff like that – because that’s what most TOP pop songs are about.


** DESSERT ISLANDS – hot places where you eat pudding.



I need to introduce some blurred lines or this whole thing is going to get out of hand. One day my family is going to have to stop squeezing me out of stuff or I’m leaving – and they’ll regret that.

Now you can see why I NEED to get an iPad – you just don’t cut the cloth without one.

[image: Image Missing]  Mum has done such a good job on the gardeners’ parties for the queen at Buckingham Palace that they don’t need her to help out any more.

[image: Image Missing]

But Mum did have some [image: Image Missing]

The PR company Mum works for has landed a big account* with Union Jack Porker’s Happy English Pork Pies.


* ACCOUNT – pretend-tious word for job.



[image: Image Missing]

Mum says these Happy English Pork Pies are going to be a culinary revolution, which sounds like trouble, and that’s why they’ll need Mum. Because she is still a guru.

[image: Image Missing]


Guess who sent me this text message this evening?



Someone who history thought had gone walkabout for good.

[image: Image Missing]

My ex-best friend, Aleeshaa, no doubt texting me from her dad’s swish art gallery, Black Hebesphenomegacorona, in Notting Hill.

So what’s brought that on, you might be thinking, seeing as I haven’t heard from her for flipping donkey’s years. She’d better have a Captain Scott double-whopper good explanation.

Anyway, I’m going to give her a cold front
   for a bit to teach her not to put Holly Hopkinson into the
   wilderness for forty months and forty days. I shall not be
   replying for some time – TWO CAN PLAY
      TANGO!

[image: Image Missing]




[image: Image Missing]
   
[image: Image Missing]
   
My [image: Image Missing] and I need to take some responsibility for his stress for TWO reasons.


[image: Image Missing] It was my idea that Dad should become a world-famous TV celebrity chef, so he can sell squillions of cookbooks.

[image: Image Missing] It was ALSO my idea that he create some [image: Image Missing] dishes to photograph for what Mum calls ‘those ridiculous books’ … but they are causing him SLEEPLESS nights.



So I need to help him out, [image: Image Missing] quick time. I DO NOT like seeing my dad with his knicks in a twist.

[image: Image Missing]

Anyway, Slinky Dave, the school bus driver, was hanging about polishing bits of the bus that didn’t need polishing. And I had a GOOD idea.

[image: Image Missing]

I said.

[image: Image Missing]

he remarked innocently.

[image: Image Missing]

I said to Dave for two verses.

I was confident this would work – because it is GOOD for Dad if people turn up to his pub. So it really couldn’t go codswallop wrong THIS time.

‘Dave … can you go to the coach station in Chipping Topley and tell all the drivers to take their passengers to the Chequers for lunch, please?’ I requested.

[image: Image Missing]

he warned.

[image: Image Missing]

I replied.

[image: Image Missing]

[image: Image Missing]

The last day at school is a real swizz; hardly anyone turns up. You should hear the excuses that are trotted out. I must have been asleep when the hurricane carrying [image: Image Missing] blew through the village last night.


[image: Image Missing] WOLFE – sick bug (gone skiing)

[image: Image Missing] TIGER – temperature (gone to Disneyland)

[image: Image Missing] IRIS – cough (gone Christmas shopping)

[image: Image Missing] GASPAR – earache (probably gone to visit the wise men in Bethlehem for all I know)

[image: Image Missing] CROCUS – tummy ache (gone to Water World)

[image: Image Missing] FELICITY SNOOP – sore throat (riding her pony, more like it)

[image: Image Missing] VINNIE – he just didn’t turn up …



So there I was, sitting like a lemon with Daffodil, making decorations for a Christmas tree. Thank YOU very much.

After the report I copped from Bossy, I deliberately left her Christmas present from Mum at home. Although I was TEMPTED to give it to her because Mum had got her skintight leggings, for goodness’ sake.

If Botty Bossom had got them on, she’d have spent Christmas in Accident and Incident, waiting ten hours to have them surgically removed. I don’t know what goes through my mother’s head sometimes.

But at least being at school gave me the chance to make some holiday plans with my [image: Image Missing] best friend Daffodil, while she glued her fingers together trying to make an angel.

‘How about coming round to the den on the farm tomorrow?’ I asked. ‘I have a new selection of biscuits that happen to have come my way – no questions asked.’

[image: Image Missing]

It was what Dad calls a rheumatoidical* question because she loves coming and hanging out with me and Vinnie in our secret Bogey Club** den.


* RHEUMATOIDICAL – disorderly question that doesn’t have an answer.




** BOGEY CLUB – see Volume I.


												
But, blow me down with a hurricane-carrying [image: Image Missing], she said, ‘I’m afraid I can’t tomorrow … I’m having a riding lesson at Felicity Snoop’s house.’

[image: Image Missing]

Now I am the only girl in my class who doesn’t ride. And this is a deliberate ploy by ‘the little helper’ Felicity Snoop to win back Daffodil as her best friend.

‘Excuse you,’ I said to Daffodil. ‘Can I come too and share your pony …? I’d love to learn to ride.’

‘I don’t think Felicity would like that,’ Daffodil replied curtly.

[image: Image Missing]

‘Well, you coming too … I don’t think she likes you.’

If that isn’t a slap in the face with a bit of wet cod, I DO NOT KNOW WHAT IS.

THIS IS A [image: Image Missing] END

TO MY FIRST TERM.

[image: Image Missing]


So, on the way home from school to the farm, I decided to pack my bags and head back to London.
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So I decided to shoot the breeze with her.

‘I haven’t got any friends … Aleeshaa has abandoned me and none of the country children like me … apart from Vinnie … but he’s part animal.’

‘Now that isn’t true,’ Aunt Electra said softly. ‘It’s just difficult when you have to move … The same happened to me when we left New York with Grandpa.’

‘About New York, Aunt Electra … why were you actually there?’

‘Well, Grandpa used to paint there.’

[image: Image Missing]

‘No, silly … He was trying to be an artist most of the time … He was part of the abstract expressionist movement … and he was friends with some of the great painters … Jackson Pollock … Mark Rothko … but HE never sold any paintings … That’s why we came home.’

‘So he hasn’t really been a farmer in Little Goring all his life?’

‘Good lord, no … Pa doesn’t know anything about farming … This is just where he ended up.’

Well, flipping [image: Image Missing] blow me down with a feather; I’ve always had a doubt about Grandpa and his farming carry-on.

‘Anyway, Holly … I know what you’re going through … and you just have to stick at it, my darling girl … and keep using your [image: Image Missing] … and it will all be OK in the end.’

[image: Image Missing]

‘Well, I’m sure you’ll work that out too.’

‘Aunt Electra … you know you said you got it from Grandma Esme … well, who gave it to her?’

‘Well, that’s a very interesting question … You see, Esme’s mother was called Constance, and she had a rather difficult life … but she was very, very good at tennis.’

[image: Image Missing]

[image: Image Missing]

‘Yes … so good, in fact, that she was Prime Minister Stanley Baldwin’s tennis coach. And in 1928 she [image: Image Missing] the prime minister while she was working on his forehand and told him to pass a bill in Parliament giving equal voting rights to women. Which was very GOOD for women.’

Hmm … some of my history textbooks must have got this wrong.

Then Aunt Electra gave me a [image: Image Missing] on my cheek and I had to refrain from wiping it off before she went back downstairs.

But Aunt Electra has pulled me back from the brink. Holly Hopkinson is going to TOUGH THIS OUT.
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I happened to be behind the sofa, not minding my own beeswax, when Harmony started quizzing Mum like it was one of those undercover TV shows.

‘Mum … like, why are they called Union Jack Porker’s Happy English Pork Pies? They sooo aren’t.’

‘Because they’re made at Happy Farm with one hundred per cent English ingredients,’ Mum replied in her ‘official PR’ voice.

‘But, Mum … they’re sooo not … Like … have you been to Happy Farm?’

She knows jolly well that Mum has only been to one farm in her life – the one we’re flipping well living on.

‘Well, I’ve seen pictures of it,’ Mum replied defensively.

‘Like, really … it’s sooo not OK … It’s in an industrial park in the docks in east London,’ Harmony responded defiantly.

[image: Image Missing]

‘Well, I’m not quite sure exactly where it is.’

‘Or maybe you’re, like, getting SOOO confused with the industrial sheds where most of the meat actually comes from,’ continued Harmony.

‘Don’t be silly, Harmony … They’re English pies.’

‘No, Mum … The meat is sooo not produced in England … That’s why we’re sooo, like, going to protest outside Happy Farm.’

[image: Image Missing]

said Mum glumly.

While Mum was cooking supper (not pies), Harmony took me upstairs to her bedroom and we did some poking around on the internet.

It isn’t looking good for Union Jack Porker’s Happy English Pork Pies. If you read the small print – which is so small you need the Hubble Space Telescope to read it – the only English bit about the pies is that all the ingredients are squished into them in east London.

Mum could end up in deep doo-doo if she so much as sniffs one of these pies.

[image: Image Missing]

So my texting fingers got busy. It was time to get Aleeshaa off the cold bench.

[image: Image Missing]

She will be blown away by me having a band – just so long as she doesn’t hear them.
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It was time to set Mum on the right path with a little bit of help from my [image: Image Missing]. That, after all, is what you have youngest children for.

I found her in the kitchen stuffing down some mushed avocado and chilli before computing to London to see HER people.

‘D’you like my [image: Image Missing], Mum?’ I asked, wiggling it in front of her mush.

‘Very nice, Holly, but I must rush. Can you feed the chickens?’

So I did three verses in [image: Image Missing] quick time before she could bolt out of the door.

[image: Image Missing]

I repeated three times.

‘Mum, will you do something for me?’ I asked once I saw she was [image: Image Missing]

‘Of course, Holly, at your service.’

‘Good … so when you see YOUR people this morning, you’re going to tell them that you are NOT going to work on the Union Jack Porker’s Happy English Pork Pies account …

There is nothing happy or English about these pies … They are piglets in wolves’ clothing.’

[image: Image Missing]

‘Well, if you say so … Now, I’d better rush for the train or I won’t be seeing anyone today.’

Whether my [image: Image Missing] had worked I just couldn’t say for sure. Anyway, Grandpa and I had bigger fish to fry today – we were off to the racehorse sale. Of course we’re taking Vinnie with us because he can possibly talk to horses if they can understand what he’s saying. But that is a big IF.

Horse sales are like being in a different world. To start with it’s very hard to understand what anyone says, because they all speak out of the side of their mouths.

The man selling the first horse we looked at said his horse came from Tipperary in Ireland, adding, ‘To be sure, this fella’s going to be a champion.’

So that was a bit of luck. Finding out that the first flipping horse you looked at was the one who was going to be a champion.

‘He’s one for you, young lady … He’ll run through a wall for you,’ the man said out of the side of his mouth. But as Vinnie, our official interpreter and communications [image: Image Missing] had vamoosed, I decided to take matters into my own hands.

So I slipped into the stable and got my [image: Image Missing] out. I just hoped it would work on racehorses from Ireland like it did with Beanstalk on the farm.

[image: Image Missing]

I repeated five times to the horse.

‘Do you want to be a racehorse …? Will you “run through a wall” for me?’ I asked in a horsey-sounding voice.

Well, he just looked at me with a bored expression and tried to bite me. And he nearly got hold of my flipping watch – that was a [image: Image Missing]

Imagine having to buy a horse because he’d swallowed my watch – and then having to go through his doings for the next few days until it came out the other end, for goodness’ sake.

[image: Image Missing]

But eating a [image: Image Missing] is not the attitude of a champion, thank you very much.

‘Hey, buster,’ I told the shifty dealer out of the corner of my mouth. ‘You picked the wrong person to play games with … We know our onions from our strawberries … so good day to you, sir.’

You see, that’s how you have to deal with horse dealers – it’s all they understand.

Anyway, before I could find another future champion to try my [image: Image Missing] on, Vinnie came bustling round the corner.

‘Yer man, I have one for yer,’ he said to Grandpa.

‘Don’t you start with this weird talking, Vinnie,’ I said. ‘We can’t understand half of what you say in English, let alone horse speak.’

Vinnie had been mooching around with some horses out the back of the sale ring and he said he’d found a big brown one that was mustard keen to be a top racehorse. As long as he’s fed a LOT and given stuff that normal horses don’t get.

‘’E’s a diamond, so he is,’ Vinnie muttered in his new language. And, as it turned out, his dad is by Royal Approval, just like Fist Bump and High Five. (If you don’t know who they are, you’re reading the wrong book by the way.)

So I was about to go and do my interrogation with my [image: Image Missing] when Grandpa told me we had to lie low.

Apparently at horse sales you have to be [image: Image Missing] and pretend you don’t like anything. But guess who Grandpa decided should do the bidding for the nag?

[image: Image Missing]

Me – the official racing manager.

I’ve seen people bidding for things at auctions on low-budget TV shows and it’s a right carry-on. There are two ways you can do it, plus one more.


[image: Image Missing] Look as poor as possible and then everyone feels sorry for you and lets you win.

[image: Image Missing] Look as rich as possible and then everyone gives up because they think you have more money than them.

[image: Image Missing]

[image: Image Missing] Look like a cute little girl and start sniffling and boohooing so the adults have to stop bidding to shut you up.



Well, I put on a right display – you’ve never seen anything like it. After a few bids I started stamping my feet just like Harmony does when she doesn’t get her way and in the end all the adults ducked for cover and, [image: Image Missing], I had the winning bid.

Then, just as we were about to leave, I saw this titchy racehorse being led around with no one taking any notice of it – and I had a ‘hey pesto’ bolt-from-Damascus moment*.


* ‘HEY PESTO’ BOLT-FROM-DAMASCUS MOMENT – way too difficult to explain.



[image: Image Missing]

‘Vinnie, why don’t you go and have one of your chats with that little fellow over there?’ I suggested.

Vinnie shook his head with a look of [image: Image Missing]. ‘Too small for nothing,’ he garbled.

‘Not to be a racehorse, you mutt … For me to beat Felicity Snoop on … Go on, have a chat with him.’

[image: Image Missing]

The reluctant Vinnie sloped up to the miniscule racehorse and had a chinwag.

‘’E’s interested in meeting you … ’E’s name’s Declan,’ Vinnie reported back.

Introductions served, [image: Image Missing] and I slipped behind the barn with Declan, and after a couple of verses of Spiro, Spero, I put Declan on the spot.

‘If you will help me beat Felicity Snoop and her orbiting flowers on their ponies, please nod, Declan,’ I said.

Declan looked a little nervous but he nodded enthusiastically – I suppose it was probably the ONLY offer he was going to get all day.

So after the briefest negotiation with Declan’s owner – during which I had to dismiss quite forcefully his belief that Declan was going to be the SECOND champion I had met that day – we triumphantly took Declan and Vinnie’s ‘diamond’ (don’t worry, we’re not going to call him that) back to Lower Goring.

[image: Image Missing]
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