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			Sally-Ann Makin is a child development enthusiast who owns several successful day nurseries and has the unending support of her wonderful husband, Daniel, and their six children!
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			Always and forever I thank my boys Sonny, Remy and Eden and their fizzy feelings for fascinating, entertaining and occasionally infuriating me, leading me to write this story.

			And my lovely, patient, kind-hearted husband, whom I entertain and infuriate on a daily basis.

		

		
			Sometimes I feel fizzy, and I do silly stuff. Mum tells me, ‘STOP, Fletcher, or you’ll go to your room.’ Sometimes I can’t stop, and I have to go to my room.
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			On Saturday, Dad was playing aeroplanes with me, and I loved it so much. Dad is so much fun, he spins me around, and I laugh loads and loads. But then Dad had to go and do some stuff in the garden, and I felt all fizzy. I found my big brother’s stick for the table, and I loved swinging it around, but it knocked a cup on the floor, and Mum said, ‘STOP, Fletcher, or you’ll go to your room,’ but I couldn’t stop, and I wanted to run and run, and then I knocked Granny, and Mum put me in my room. I still felt fizzy, but I also felt sad. I didn’t mean to knock the cup or knock Granny.
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			On Sunday, Granny gave me some sweets, and then I felt really, really fizzy. I took all the sofa cushions and put them on the floor, and then I jumped off the sofa because I was a pirate walking the plank. Mum said, ‘STOP, Fletcher, or you’ll go to your room,’ but I didn’t hear her because I was a fizzy-feeling pirate, so I kept jumping, and Mum put me in my room. I still felt fizzy, but I also felt sad.
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			On Monday, I had some windy fruit in my lunchbox, and after lunch, I felt really fizzy, so I pushed Jessica over because she kept going close to me. Mr Wright said I was a naughty boy, and he made me write Jessica a letter to say ‘Sorry’, but I didn’t feel sorry
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