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CHAPTER ONE

Here we go again

“Here we go again,” I thought.

We were all standing in line waiting for breakfast when one of the caseworkers came in. This was bad news. Either they wanted to send someone to a foster home or somebody was in trouble. All the children watched her as she walked down the line.

Oh no! She stopped at me. “Are you Buddy Caldwell?” she asked.

“It’s Bud, not Buddy, ma’am,” I said.

She took me out of the line. Then, she took Jerry, one of the smaller boys, out of the line, too.

“Are you Jerry Clark?” she asked.

Jerry nodded.

“Good news, boys!” she said. “You’re both going to new foster homes this afternoon!”

“Together?” Jerry asked. I was thinking the same thing.

“No,” said the caseworker. “You’ll be in different homes. Jerry, you’ll be in a family with three girls. Bud, you’re going to live with the Amoses. They have a twelve-year-old son. He’s only two years older than you. I’m sure that you and Jerry will both be very happy in your new homes.”

I looked at Jerry, and he looked at me.

“Don’t look so sad. There’s a depression, and you two are very lucky to find homes,” said the caseworker.

Me and Jerry went to our room to pack our suitcases. Jerry sat on his bed, and I could see that he was trying not to cry. I sat down next to him.

“I know it sounds terrible, Jerry, but you are lucky. I’m going to be living with an older boy. Older boys always want to fight. The girls will think that you’re special.”

“Will they?” said Jerry.

“Of course,” I said. “You’re going to be great.”

Jerry looked like he wasn’t upset any more, so I went across to my bed and started packing. I was the one who was in big trouble, but I felt sad for Jerry. Jerry was six years old and that is a hard age. People think that you become an adult when you’re somewhere around 16 years old, but that isn’t true. It happens when you’re six. That’s when adults stop hitting you lightly when you get in trouble. When you’re six, they hit you hard enough to knock you down. I learned that in my first foster home.

Six is a really difficult age. That’s how old I was when Momma got sick, and I came to live here in the Home.

I pulled my suitcase out from under my bed and opened it. I open it every day to check that nobody has stolen anything from it. At the bottom of my suitcase are my flyers. I took the blue flyer out. In big letters it said, HERMAN H. CALLOWAY AND THE DUSKY DEVASTATORS OF THE DEPRESSION!!!!!! Below that was a picture of some old men playing music. One was playing a giant fiddle. There were two men next to him. One was playing drums and the other was playing a horn. I have never met Herman E. Calloway, but I have a good feeling that he is my father. Below the picture, were the words ONE NIGHT ONLY IN FLINT. Flint is my home city.

I remember the day that Momma came home with the flyer. I remember it because she was very upset. She put the flyer on the table and kept picking it up and putting it down again. I was only six, and I couldn’t understand why she was so upset. Momma had four other flyers just like the blue one, but those ones didn’t say anything about Flint.

Momma died not long after she brought the blue flyer home.

I put it back inside the suitcase and closed it.

Here we go again.

————

Sometimes, it’s important to know when enough is enough.

I was having this thought because Todd Amos was hitting me hard, and blood was coming out my nose. I fell to the floor and put my arms round my head. I tried to get under the bed. Todd kicked me, but he was not wearing shoes, so it did not hurt too much.

The bedroom door opened, and Mrs. Amos, Todd’s mother, came in.

“Toddy?” said Mrs. Amos, softly.

Todd stopped kicking me and looked at his mother.

“Toddy? Toddy, are you all right?” asked Mrs. Amos. She looked at me. “What have you done to Toddy?”

“I was only trying to help,” said Todd. “And look what he did to me.” Todd pointed at his face. There was the red shape of my hand on Todd’s face.

Mrs. Amos pulled me out from under the bed. “What have you done to my son, you horrible boy?”

“I was just telling him to go to the toilet,” said Todd. “I didn’t want him to wet the bed.”

I tell the best lies in the world, but I have to say that Todd was good, too. It was like Todd knew Number 3 of Bud Caldwell’s Rules for Having More Fun in Life and Telling Better Lies.

RULES AND THINGS NUMBER 3
If you have to tell a lie, choose a lie that is easy to remember.

Todd did that.

This is what really happened. I woke up because it felt like a train was driving straight into my nose. I opened my eyes. Todd was standing next to me with a yellow pencil in his hand.

“Wow!” he said. “It went up to the letter R!”

I looked at the pencil and saw the word TICONDEROGA written on the side of it.

“I’ve never gotten it deeper than the letter N on any of the others,” said Todd with a laugh. “We might have fun together, Buddy.”

That was when I hit him. I didn’t care that he was older than me, or that he was bigger than me. I didn’t care that the city was paying his mother to look after me. I wasn’t going to allow anyone to push a pencil up my nose to the R or call me Buddy.
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But Mrs. Amos believed Todd’s lie.

“You’re a horrible little boy,” said Mrs. Amos, passing me a blanket. “And you won’t sleep in my house for even one night!”

Mr. Amos came into the room. He was holding my suitcase.

“He’s looked inside it,” I thought.

“Mr. Amos will take you out to the shed tonight,” said Mrs. Amos. “You can come back inside tomorrow morning before we send you back to the Home.”

I reached out my hand to take my suitcase, but Mrs. Amos stopped me.

“Oh, no. We’ll keep this so you don’t steal anything or try to leave before the morning. I know that you won’t leave without your suitcase.”

Mr. Amos took me outside to the shed. He opened the door, and I walked slowly inside.

When I was inside, Mr. Amos shut and locked the door. Everything went black.




CHAPTER TWO

Hornets

The only thing I could hear was my own breath. It was so loud, it sounded like there were six people in the shed with me. I closed my eyes and tried to slow down my breathing. That was when I had a thought.

Maybe the door wasn’t locked.

I started to see a little better in the dark, and I reached out to try to open the door. Then I quickly pulled my hand away. There were three dried fish heads on the door. Each head had a wide-open mouth with long teeth. They looked like they were ready to eat me!

I turned away from the door and looked around the shed. I was sure that it was full of all kinds of bugs. I remembered my best friend, Bugs. A bug got into his ear one night at the Home. Four adults tried to get the bug out, but they couldn’t. After about fifteen minutes of trying, they took Bugs to the hospital, and the doctors took it out. That was why people started calling him Bugs.

Bugs screamed a lot while it was happening, and I didn’t want that to happen to me. It was difficult to imagine those stupid Amoses taking me to the hospital to get the bug out.

I found a place that I thought was safe from the bugs and put my blanket on the ground. Then I lay down and tried to sleep.

————

When I opened my eyes, I wanted to close them immediately.

At the top of the shed was the biggest bat that I have ever seen! I knew that he wanted to drink my blood. He was sleeping now, but I didn’t want him to smell me and wake up. I ran to the window and tried to open it. It moved a little but not enough for me to get out. Then I tried to open the door, but it didn’t move.

I looked back up at the roof to see if the vampire bat was awake. He was still sleeping. I couldn’t allow him to wake up and try to drink my blood. I looked around the shed and saw a long piece of wood in the corner. I picked it up and looked up at where the bat was sleeping. I was afraid, but I remembered another one of my rules.

RULES AND THINGS NUMBER 328
When you decide to do something, you must do it quickly! If you wait too long, you will be too afraid to do it.

I took my jackknife from my pocket. I pretended I was playing baseball and held the piece of wood high over my head. I closed my eyes and hit the bat hard. I opened my eyes just in time to see the bat was cut in half! I was surprised that it did not scream. Then something worse happened.

I heard a loud noise, and it felt like something very hot suddenly hit my face. I reached up to feel it, and when I pulled my hand back, I was holding a huge, angry hornet!

The vampire bat was actually a hornets’ nest, and now all the hornets were attacking me! One hornet went for my knee and another went into my shoe. They were all over me. I had to get out of the shed.
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I ran at the door and tried to push it down, but it didn’t move. I tried again, but this time I put my hand out in front of me like I was a football player. This wasn’t a good idea. I forgot about the fish heads and their long teeth. My hand went into the mouth of the biggest one, and his teeth cut my fingers. I screamed.

Another hornet flew into my ear. It hurt so much.

I ran to the window and pushed it as hard as I could. I think that being afraid makes you very strong because this time the window opened. I fell out the window.

I lay on the grass and tried to think. I was angry at the Amoses, but I was also angry at myself for thinking that there was a bat in the shed.

I decided to get my revenge on the Amoses.




PENGUIN RANDOM HOUSE CHILDREN’S

UK | USA | Canada | Ireland | Australia
India | New Zealand | South Africa

Penguin Books is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at global.penguinrandomhouse.com.

www.penguin.co.uk
www.puffin.co.uk
www.ladybird.co.uk

[image: Penguin Random House UK]
Bud, Not Buddy first published by Penguin Books Ltd, 1999
This Penguin Readers edition published by Penguin Books Ltd, 2023

Original text written by Christopher Paul Curtis
Text for Penguin Readers edition adapted by Saffron Alexander
Original copyright © Christopher Paul Curtis, 1999
Text copyright © Penguin Books Ltd, 2023
Illustrated by Jacqui Smith
Illustrations copyright © Penguin Books Ltd, 2023
Cover illustration by Bill Bragg
Design project management by Dynamo Limited

The moral right of the original author has been asserted

ISBN: 978-0-241-58903-8

This ebook is copyright material and must not be copied, reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly performed or used in any way except as specifically permitted in writing by the publishers, as allowed under the terms and conditions under which it was purchased or as strictly permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorized distribution or use of this text may be a direct infringement of the author’s and publisher’s rights and those responsible may be liable in law accordingly.




Footnote

Note about the story

fn1 Definitions of words in bold can be found in the glossary on pages 78–80.
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