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Chapter 1

I hate you

[image: image]

‘When does the Easter bunny actually come?’ I asked. ‘What day?’

I couldn’t remember what had happened last year. Easter is so confusing. You hear the grownups saying things like, ‘Easter’s late this year, isn’t it?’ Why does Easter have to move around all the time? How can it be late? It’s not a bus.

‘The Easter Bunny’s not coming at all this year,’ said Joe. ‘He had rabbitosis and had to be put down.’ He grinned at me through a mouthful of pasta. ‘Easter Bunny Dies,’ he went on in his news headlines voice. ‘Thousands Mourn. Statue Planned for Trafalgar Square, Next to Nelson.’

‘Shut up, Joe, you beast!’ I yelled. ‘Tell him to stop it, Dad!’

‘Stop it, Dad,’ said Dad with a silly smile. Sometimes the males in our family gang up on me.

‘Easter Bunny to Be Made into Sacred Pie,’ Joe went on, pulling a mock solemn face.

‘Would he be buried, do you think, or stuffed?’ asked Dad horridly.

‘Tell them to shut up, Mum!’ I pleaded.

‘Yes, shut up, the pair of you!’ snapped Mum, quite savagely. It surprised me. She looked really grim and she hadn’t touched her pasta yet. Maybe something was on her mind. Maybe she was cross with me. Maybe I’d done something wrong without even noticing.

‘I wonder how many eggs I’ll get,’ I said, trying to change the subject into something casual and entertaining. ‘One will do, because I hate it when people at school boast about how many eggs they’ve had.’

I wanted Mum to think I was sensible and didn’t want lots of eggs. Secretly, of course, I wouldn’t mind having loads. But looking for them in the garden is more fun than eating them afterwards. I’m not sure why.
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‘If I do have just one,’ I said, ‘I hope it’s not hollow. That’s a rip-off. I’d rather have one of those little ones that are full of yellow and white slime. Sort of sweet slime, you know, kind of like cream.’

‘For goodness sake, Ruby, shut up about Easter eggs!’ said Mum. I was a bit shocked. She looked pale and cross. But Joe hadn’t noticed.

‘I haven’t got a sweet tooth at all, as everybody knows,’ he said. ‘My ideal egg would be filled with bacon, tomato and fried onions. With a dash of hot red sauce. And, of course, fried egg with lots of crozzly crusty bits.’

Suddenly Mum jumped up. Joe sort of cringed, as if he thought she was going to hit him or something, even though Mum and Dad never, ever hit us.

But Mum didn’t hit anybody. She ran out of the room, charged up the stairs, flew into the bathroom and shut the door with a slam. Then there was the horrid but unmistakable sound of somebody being sick.

We all just sat and stared at one another. Dad got up, went over to the CD player and pressed a button. Some samba music came out. Then Dad went upstairs, leaving Joe and me to look at each other.

‘I don’t want this now,’ I said, putting down my fork. ‘That’s so gross.’

‘On the contrary, it’s only given me an appetite,’ said Joe. ‘I’ll have yours if you like.’ And he picked up my plate and tipped all my remaining pasta on to his. I stared at him in disgust.

‘How can you eat at a time like this?’ I asked. My friend Froggo was sick on a school trip once, on the bus, and I couldn’t touch my sandwiches all day. Joe looked at his watch.

‘Seven thirty,’ he said. ‘A perfect time to eat in my view. Pass the grated cheese. I want to make my pasta look even more like a plate of sick.’

I passed the grated cheese and stared at him in amazement. He really was eating away cheerfully, as if nothing had happened.

‘Why did Dad switch on the music?’ I asked.

‘So Mum could be sick Latin-American style.’

‘Boys are useless,’ I said. ‘They have no sympathy or anything. In my view you’re not even human.’

‘There’s nothing like samba music to get me going,’ said Joe. And he started to eat in time to the music: bite, chomp-chomp-chomp. It would have been really funny if we weren’t in the middle of this horrible drama.

Mum’s hardly ever ill. Nothing like this had happened before. I felt as if I would never be able to eat again, ever. How could Joe just go on filling his face, the insensitive pig?

‘I hate you,’ I said quietly and with as much poison as I could manage. ‘You don’t deserve to be a member of this family.’

Dad came back into the room. He was smiling, but it was the sort of smile which grown-ups put on when there’s not very much to smile about.

‘Mum’s fine,’ said Dad. ‘Just something didn’t quite agree with her, that’s all. Now who’s going to help me clear up in time to the music?’

He broke into a stupid little jiggling dance. It’s bad enough seeing your parents dance anyway – somehow the most embarrassing thing in the whole world. But when they start to dance to distract you from something real and horrible that’s happening, it’s ten times worse.
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‘Where’s Mum?’ I asked, getting down from the table. ‘Is she all right?’

‘She’s just having a little lie down,’ said Dad. ‘Normal service will be resumed as soon as possible.’

An idea flashed across my mind. Mum wasn’t OK! She’d died up there, but Dad couldn’t bear to tell us. So he was doing all this stupid grinning and dancing and stuff to try to cheer us up before the dreadful news.

‘I’m going to see her!’ I said, and ran upstairs.

‘Ruby, no!’ called Dad, but I took no notice. I had to see Mum. This was like a terrible nightmare.

I burst into Mum’s bedroom. She was lying on the bed, facing away from me. I ran around to the other side. Her face was really pale, but she smiled at me. Thank goodness! She was still alive.

She wasn’t her usual bubbly self, though. Her smile was kind of thin and pretend.

‘Sorry about that, Ruby love,’ she said. ‘I don’t know what came over me. I feel better now. I’m just going to lie down for a bit. Help Dad with the clearing up downstairs, there’s a good girl.’

I climbed on to the bed and kissed her. Then I got down and went out.

The whole world seemed kind of sick and nasty, and I knew it wouldn’t feel right again until Mum was back to normal.


Chapter 2

Amaaaaaaazing!
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Next morning mum rang in to take the day off work. The rest of us were having our breakfast. Well, Joe and Dad were. They were eating toast. I’d got a bowl of muesli, but I wasn’t enjoying it much. I was only on my second mouthful and already I didn’t want any more. Round and round and round it went in my mouth, like concrete in a cement mixer but not nearly so tasty.

‘I was up half the night, Julie,’ Mum was saying to her team leader. ‘I’ve got an appointment to see Dr Davies this afternoon. She couldn’t fit me in this morning.’

I stared at my muesli. It was horrible. I’d never realised before how much it looks like compost. Dad’s got a compost heap in the garden and all our kitchen waste goes in there: tea leaves, coffee grounds, apple peelings, the lot.

Actually my muesli looked a lot less appealing than the compost heap. I began to suspect it was made of dirty old toenails, used sticking plaster, mashed-up shoelaces from smelly trainers … I pushed my bowl away.

‘Can’t eat it,’ I said.

Dad shrugged. Joe grabbed my bowl and in three massive gulps it was gone. Mum was still on the phone.

‘Thanks, Julie. I’m so sorry, I don’t know what’s the matter with me,’ she said.

I glared at Joe. ‘I was going to give that to my robins,’ I said coldly.

‘Haven’t seen your robins recently,’ said Joe. ‘And the new people next door have got a massive ginger cat. Hmmm.’ He pulled a bad news face.

I felt a pang of horror and ran to the window. Not my robins! I couldn’t see a cat anywhere. I ran outside.

Right away the robins arrived: some on the fence, some on the birdtable. I realised I hadn’t put their food out this morning. I’d been so miserable about Mum being ill that I’d forgotten all about them.

I rushed indoors, grabbed a plastic scoop of bird food and took it out. I scattered some of it on the ground and put the rest on the bird table. The robins thanked me with cute little flutters and beady eyes. For a split second I felt a bit better.

But when I got indoors Mum had gone upstairs again. Dad was packing up his things.

‘Come on, Ruby, or you’ll be late for school.’

‘Where’s Mum?’

‘She’s just got a little pain. Don’t worry, she’s seeing the doctor later today and it’ll all be sorted out.’ Dad grinned and then started to whistle as he put on his jacket. I knew that whistle. He only ever does it when he’s really worried.

When I got to school, I looked for Yasmin. You need your best mate at a time like this. But I couldn’t see her anywhere. Instead Froggo and Max came up, laughing. It was no use telling them about my mum being ill. Boys can’t deal with that kind of stuff.

‘Hey, Ruby!’ said Froggo. ‘I’ve got a riddle specially for you!’
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I like Froggo. He’s my best friend who happens to be a boy. I like Max too. He’s tall and weird and gets funny ideas sometimes. He’s also obsessed with aeroplanes, but I suppose if you’re a boy, you have to be.

‘What riddle?’ I asked.

‘Why did the police arrest a bird?’ asked Froggo, grinning. I shrugged.

‘I dunno.’

‘Because he was a robin!’ laughed Froggo. He knows about my tame robins. He came to tea last week and helped me feed them.

‘A-robbin’ – geddit?’ said Max. ‘Ha ha!’ It did make me smile a bit. ‘I’ve got one now!’ Max went on. ‘What kind of horse never comes out in the daytime?’

‘What, then?’ I asked.

‘A nightmare!’

Just then Lauren came up. She lives on a farm and she actually has her own pony called Charlie, so we told her the nightmare riddle right away. For a moment it looked as if she didn’t get it, but then, slowly, a big smile spread over her face.

‘That’s your own special riddle,’ said Froggo. ‘Because you’re horsey.’

‘There’s another one for Lauren,’ said Max. ‘What sort of food do racehorses eat?’

‘I don’t know,’ said Lauren shyly, fiddling with her big
































Text copyright © Sue Limb 2008

Illustrations copyright © Bernice Lum 2008

First published in Great Britain in 2008 by Bloomsbury Publishing Plc

Bloomsbury Publishing Plc

50 Bedford Square

London WC1B 3DP

This electronic edition published in November 2012 by Bloomsbury Publishing Plc

The moral rights of the author and illustrator have been asserted

All rights reserved

You may not copy, distribute, transmit, reproduce or otherwise make available this publication (or any part of it) in any form, or by any means (including without limitation electronic, digital, optical, mechanical, photocopying, printing, recording or otherwise), without the prior written permission of the publisher. Any person who does any unauthorised act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages

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

eISBN 978-1-4088-1632-5

The manufacturing processes conform to the environmental regulations of the country of origin.

www.suelimbbooks.co.uk

Visit www.bloomsbury.com to find out more about our authors and their books

You will find extracts, author interviews, author events and you can sign up for newsletters to be the first to hear about our latest releases and special offers

ops/images/f0007-01.jpg





ops/images/f0005-01.jpg






ops/images/f0012-01.jpg





ops/images/f0015-01.jpg





ops/images/9781408816325.jpg








ops/images/pub.jpg
Ruby Rogers
Would You Believe It?

Sue Limb

lllustrations by Bernice Lum






ops/images/f0010-01.jpg





