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Cover Text

Everyone likes having a superhero in the family. At least, life won't be boring. But Megan Havervlok doesn't have a family. She lives in an orphanage and that orphanage stands in Polderdam, the most boring village in the Netherlands. That makes it difficult to experience exciting adventures.

Everything changes on her eighth birthday. On that day Granny comes to visit. Granny needs help with counting and calculations, with baking eggs and... with experiencing adventures. Granny is a superhero by profession.

Meg loves adventures. She offers to help Granny. This results in a colourful collection of short stories, each more beautiful and funnier than the other. Meg wrote them all in a beautiful book, with a front cover by the famous artist Gerard Monster, a book that grandmothers can read aloud so their grandchildren can enjoy, and above all laugh out loud. For grandmothers and their grandchildren, aged 9 to 99.
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About the writer

On Google Books list of the world's most popular free Dutch children's books (April 2022), Megan Havervlok wrote numbers 1 and 2. When we asked Megan how an eight-year-old could beat all those professional authors, she said: "Pffff. Simple. With a superhero like Granny around, everything is possible."

Megan Havervlok is 8 years old and quite smart for her age. She lives in Polderdam, in the orphanage The Forest Hill, together with about twenty other girls. Meg also lives with Super Granny. Granny is a superhero, but she needs Meg's help with baking eggs and math, and, of course, with adventures. With a superhero like Super Granny around, something special happens every day.

As a superhero (or as a superhero's assistant), you never have a day off. Megan, therefore, only goes to school on Wednesday mornings. For the rest of the week, Granny teaches her. "First your schoolwork and your house chores. Then an adventure.", Granny always says. Those stupid sums are quite difficult, but Meg enjoys writing. Every morning, she writes down the previous day's adventure. You can see why she is the best in her class at writing.
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Shareware book

This is a shareware book. You have permission to download it for free, own it, print it, copy it, read it, send it to others, and use the texts in it. You can do almost anything with this book file and its lyrics, except make money from it because that's the right of the author who wrote the texts.

This book is free, but not for nothing. With our free books and board games, we raise money for real aid to the world's poorest people. If you enjoyed this book and found it useful, please donate the shareware contribution of 1 GBP or 1 USD to bank account NL13 INGB 0000 004 054 in the name of Doctors Without Borders. On www.editorialperdido.eu you'll find more information about this project and shareware books. You will also find all my other books there.

You can also help me by forwarding the book or its download link to your friends, or by writing about Super Granny on your social media, or on one of the web pages for reviews (you can find the links on the page of this book on the Editorial Perdido website). I would like more people to enjoy my stories. That's only possible if I get a little help with the promotion.
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Disclaimer

This work is the product of the imagination of the writers. The situations in this book, as much as you want them to be true, are fiction. The people in this story, no matter how likely you want them to exist, are fiction. The truth is stranger than fiction. That's why we write fiction: so we can find a better truth.

The language errors in this book are intentional. First, each found grammatical error gives every reader a gleeful sense of superiority over a team of professional writers, editors, proofreaders, and publishers. Second, every language error is a protest against making our language inhumane (inhumanely?) difficult: if no one can write the national dictation without errors, then demanding 'flawless at language', as a condition for passing an integration course, is equivalent to an open expression of discrimination. If our children have to learn the correct spelling of «chicken soup, tomato-soup, vegetablesoup», but those children don't eat soup and they don't know how to cook that soup, then we are making the wrong choices together. If written language were as simple as speaking, then 12 years of primary education could be devoted to knowledge of nutrition, health and social life, rather than learning illogical grammar and spelling. Why do we make language senselessly complicated? That doesn't make anyone any better.
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1. Happy Birthday To You...
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I was born in an orphanage and my name is Megan and I am eight years old and my grandmother is a superhero and her name is Granny...

No, that's not good. Nobody understands that. And it's wrong too. You can't be born in an orphanage. When you are born, you have a mother, and if you have a mother, you don't live in an orphanage. But it's been so long since I was born. I don't remember anything about it. The earliest I remember is... living in an orphanage. So let's start there, at the beginning.

The orphanage is called De Bosheuvel. That's Dutch. It means The Forest Hill. Then you probably think it stands in a forest and also on a hill, but no. Orphanage The Forest Hill is a big house on a flat street in Polderdam, the most boring village in the world. We do have a lawn around the house and there is also a park where you can play, but otherwise, there is no forest or a hill nearby.

The Forest Hill is a nice orphanage. We get good food and nice, clean clothes, but those clothes are the same for everyone. We're twenty girls, living there, some a bit older than me and others a bit younger, but we have a great time together. Miss Galsteen is the teacher. On the door of her room, it says she's the managing director, but that's such a difficult word. She'd rather we call her teacher. Strange, because it is an orphanage and not a school. Miss Galsteen doesn't teach either, but she does want us to learn something every day. So when we come home from school in the afternoon, we first have a cup of tea and then we have to do homework. Writing lessons and doing sums. Stupid sums. I hate language. When I grow up, I will never calculate and write again. I'll experience adventures. I'm going to live on a pirate ship and find treasures. Or I'll go to Africa and help the elephants. Or I become a pilot and discover new countries with my plane. I don't know exactly what it will be, but doing sums and writing lessons has no part in it.

Yesterday was my birthday. Your birthday is a fun day for everyone because you get visitors, and presents, and cake with whipped cream, and sometimes you also get a surprise. Miss Galsteen entered the dormitory and next to her was the surprise. It was an old woman with grey hair and a friendly face. She wore a cheerful floral dress and a short white jacket with many pockets. In her hand, she had an umbrella, or a walking stick. I couldn't see that very well. I liked her right away.

She said: "Wow, what a lot of kids. Let's see if I have enough sweets with me." She reached into her left coat pocket and took out a lot of sweets. Each child got one, and there was just enough.

Miss Galsteen was a little confused about the candy thing. She wanted all the girls to stand in front of their beds so she could explain exactly who that strange lady was. After she'd handed out the candy, the lady said: "I'm Granny Havervlok, and I wanted to meet Megan Havervlok. That's you, if I'm right."

She was right, and she meant me. It was my birthday, but I didn't expect this. That lady's family name was just like mine...

"You look just like your mother when she was eight.", said Mrs Havervlok, stroking my hair. I got a little confused. Miss Galsteen didn't notice, but Miss Havervlok did.

"Don't be afraid, dear. Today is your birthday. That's always a happy day. I suggest we do something fun. Do you like the park?", she asked. 

Of course, I like the park. Everyone loves the park, especially on a beautiful sunny spring day like today.

Miss Galsteen smiled and nodded it was all right. I put on my coat and took Mrs Havervlok's hand. 

"We'll be back in an hour, you know. Don't worry.", she told Miss Galsteen. Together we walked across the Polderdam square to the park.

"What do you want me to call you? Meggie? Meg? Megan?", she asked when we arrived at the park.

"My friends call me Meggie, but Miss Galsteen always calls me Megan.", I said. It was as if I had known this strange lady all my life.

"Hmm. Meggie, that sounds a bit like a toddler in diapers with a pink hat.", she said.

"A pink hat? Bleuhr. I'd rather have a blue cap.", I said.

"And Megan, that sounds more like an official office lady with a handbag and a suit.", she said.

"A suit? Bleuhr. I prefer jeans and sneakers.", I said.

"I thought so too. Meg suits you better. Meg sounds like a tough girl who isn't afraid of anything, who is up for an adventure, and big enough to help someone else. I'll call you Meg, if you don't mind.", she said.

I did not mind. I even liked it. This lady had already guessed how I love adventures. She even thought my name was a good fit.

"And what do I call you? Misses?", I asked.

"Misses? Hmm. That sounds a bit old, don't you think? Do you think I'm old?", she said.

I really didn't know. On the one hand, I saw a lady who looked much older than Miss Galsteen, but if you looked deep into her eyes... it looked like she was a friend of mine, like I looked in the mirror, like she'd turned eight today, just like me.

"Most people call me Granny, everyone really. You write it with a g but you say it with a kind of soft k, just like «goal», or like the last letter of Meg. Granny isn't a Dutch word. It's American, like Megan, and it means grandmother. You write it with an «a» but you say it with an «è», just like Meg.", Granny explained.

"Yes, I think Granny is a nice name. Are you my grandmother?", I asked.

"That's a long story, and I'll tell you later. For now, I'm Granny and you're Meg, and that's a lot. Look, there's a bench there. Shall we sit there for a moment? I want to ask you something, something important."

Now I was getting a little curious. Strange things often happen on your birthday, but this was very strange. An unknown lady who just fell from the sky, who has an American name, just like me, but who was called «Mrs Havervlok» by Miss Galsteen, just like me. But I wasn't worried or scared or anything. It just smelled like an adventure. I love adventures. Granny was so nice. She really didn't scare anyone.

We sat down on the bench and Granny explained: "Today, you turned eight, which is just the right age to help me. Cause I need help. I'm also getting older by the day, you know, and there are things I'm not very good at anymore. Can you fry an egg, for example?"

It made me laugh: "Of course. Anyone can fry an egg. At least in The Forest Hill."

"That's wonderful, because I can never do it. Do you know the numbers well?", Granny asked.

"Numbers? One, two, three and that sort of thing? Of course. I'm not in Group 1 anymore. And everyone always says I'm pretty smart for my age.", I explained.

"That's also wonderful, because I can't remember those numbers either. I need help with counting and calculating. That's why I came to see you today, because I hope you could help me with my work. But you can think about it, you know, and if you don't want to, it doesn't matter.", said Granny.

I had to think about that for a while. Luckily, I'm pretty smart for my age, so that thinking never takes too long: "I'll do my best to help you, Granny. But... what exactly do you do for work?"

Granny took my hand, as if to thank me, and she smiled so sweetly at me that I felt completely fine. She said: "My job? Ah... How shall I explain that? I experience adventures. I am a superhero."
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2. Super Granny
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You understand I suddenly had lots of questions for Granny. I had so many questions that I couldn't even remember them all. Granny thought it had been enough; it was my birthday after all, and we were going to do something fun.

"What do you like?", Granny asked: "Shall we go for a drink? With something sweet to go with it? That's a splendid idea. Let's see if I can guess what you'd like best... Hmm. I think... hot chocolate... and... a moor's-head on the side, with lots of whipped cream [a moor's-head is a cream puff cake, covered with a thick layer of sweet chocolate, a Dutch treat, to try and eat]. We're lucky, because I know a small bakery where they sell the best moor's-heads, and they also happen to have the creamiest hot chocolate in the country, maybe even in the whole world."

I wasn't even surprised that Granny guessed what I like best. That was just part of her, and her work as a superhero. If experiencing adventures is your daily job, then nothing surprises you anymore. But her idea of hot chocolate and a moor's-head sounded great. Everyone likes to taste the tastiest hot chocolate in the country: "Where is that restaurant then? Is it on the other side of the country? Or is it in the capital?"

"No.", Granny said: "It's just next to The Forest Hill. Bakery The Brown Roll has the tastiest moor's-heads and the creamiest hot chocolate. They have a cosy corner in the shop where we can sit. It smells wonderfully of fresh bread and currant buns."

A little later, we were sitting in the cosy corner in Bakery The Brown Roll. I got hot chocolate, the creamiest in the country, and Granny ordered a cup of coffee with lots of milk and little sugar. We picked out the biggest moor's-heads. They tasted even better than they looked. When we'd finished our cake and the hot chocolate was still too hot to drink, I couldn't control my curiosity anymore. I whispered to Granny: "Experiencing adventures? Superhero?", because, of course, most superheroes have a secret mission, and other people are not allowed to know about that.

"You can talk out loud, you know. If we start being secretive here, everyone will immediately prick up their ears. It is, therefore, best to talk normally. Then nobody will bother us.", said Granny with a smile.

"Do you also have a superhero suit like Superman or Spiderman?", I asked.

"No. If every superhero has to dress up for every occasion, all you get is a super-full laundry basket. Can you imagine what I would look like in blue, elastic pyjamas with a red cape? I think this dress with flowers looks much better on me."

"Yes, a dress with flowers is so handy. Do you also have superpowers? And can you fly too?", I asked.

"You are indeed quite smart for your age.", Granny laughed: "If you're a superhero, of course, you do all kinds of things that ordinary people can't, but that's a long story and I'll tell you about it later. It's more important to explain to you what I need your help with. For that, I have to start at... the beginning. Whatsthistan. Whatsthistan is a country, far from here, so far that they couldn't even add it to the map anymore. I lived there for a long time and worked on all kinds of important cases. That's what we call the things we work on: cases. For example, if a superhero makes sure the tigers of Whatsthistan don't go extinct, then we call it «the case of protecting the tigers». It's nothing personal; it's just business."

"Then you're not a superhero, but more... a businesswoman.", I blurted out. Granny had to laugh too.

"A businesswoman. Exactly. Well, in Whatsthistan, all numbers look the same as in the Netherlands, and also have the same names, only... they all mean a different number than here. In Whatsthistan, they count three, five, nine and they write it as 7, 4, 8, except on Sundays because then it's different again. You understand that after all these years counting in Whatsthistan, I keep doing things wrong now I live in the Netherlands. I had hoped you could help me with it. And then you immediately have your first superhero business case, because there comes baker Roll with the receipt, with numbers on it, and we have to pay, with money, also with numbers on it. If I had to do that myself... then I'd give way too much or way too little."

I laughed out loud. Reading and writing numbers, and even calculating with them, was the first thing I learned in school. We do sums every day until they come out of our ears. But now I understand why you have to learn that, because if you learn it wrong, and you are also too old to go to school, like Granny, yes, then you can never sit down at Bakery The Brown Roll to have a cup of coffee.

"Give me that receipt and that wallet. It's really an easy case.", I said cheerfully.

"Simple. It's not «easy» but «simple». Easy means «without effort, not wild». «Simple» means without difficulty. Don't you learn things like that in school?", Granny asked.

For a moment I was surprised: "Simple? No, in school we only learn difficult things. But it is not difficult, that «simple». I think I can simply remember it, ha, ha."

"I believe you could help me very well, but... it won't be simple. You need to do your calculations and write your lessons every day, just like at school. At the end of the year, you'll get the same exam as all the other children, but they sit at school all day and do their homework in the evening. So you need to work at least as hard as they do, and in the meantime, also help me with adventures and solve all kinds of problems. I'm afraid that might be a bit too much for an eight-year-old girl.", Granny said.

"If you're eight, you're not retarded.", I said: "And I could simply pass for eight-and-a-half. It's always the same thing with grown-ups: first, they promise you something nice, and then they start talking about you being too small. How can you be too small for adventures? Can't we just try it out for a week? We can see how it goes."

Granny thought it was a splendid idea: "Okay. We agree. I'll ask Miss Galsteen if it's okay if you come to stay with me this week. But you also have to do your sums every day, write your lessons, and learn a hundred other things, also during weekends and holidays. If you do your chores in the morning, we'll have time in the afternoon for an adventure, and you won't be behind at school either. I already spoke to Miss Friek this morning, the principal of your school, and she agreed."

I stuttered a bit: "Making sums? Writing lessons? Also during the holidays?"

"Young lady, if you prefer a holiday with your friends, that is, of course, okay. But if you want to experience adventures, then you'll have to work for it. Besides, all those things you learn in school often come in handy during adventures. But you have to learn them first, otherwise, you never know when you can use them. You can say it yourself. And if you'd rather think about
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