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CHAPTER ONE

‘I’m not saying there’s nothing to do around here,’ said eleven-year-old Laszlo at lunch one day in the school canteen, as he shovelled another forkful of lasagne into his mouth, ‘but last weekend the whole family went for a picnic in the middle of a roundabout.’

‘I know what you mean,’ replied his friend Bob, as he tucked into his Thai green curry. ‘On Sunday we went for a walk to the dry cleaners. We didn’t take any clothes with us but it was just nice to get out of the house, you know?’

‘I sooooooooooo can’t wait for Happey World to reopen again,’ said Laszlo. ‘Will it be soon? I haven’t been for aaaaaages.’

It was the question on everybody’s lips. When was Happey World reopening?

Happey World was the most famous theme park on the planet. People came from Tipperary, Tel Aviv, Tokyo and Timbuktu to the otherwise unremarkable little village of Pudwick in the West Midlands to visit Happey World. They whizzed and zoomed on the thrilling rides, watched the amusing shows, and met the animal characters Herman Hamster and Melvin Mallard.
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Happey World had been closed for months and months. To mark its fiftieth year, the owner was adding lots of exhilarating new attractions to the park. The veil of secrecy only caused people to speculate endlessly about what they might be.

‘I reckon they’re going to have the tallest, fastest, most loop-de-loopiest roller coaster in history,’ said Laszlo, ‘and maybe a safari ride, complete with animatronic animals. And I heard there’s going to be a rocket trip to the moon and everybody inside will be completely weightless for two whole minutes. Can you see any of the new rides from your bedroom window?’

Laszlo asked Bob this because Bob actually lived on several acres of land directly behind Happey World, with his mum Linda, his dad Phil and his grandpa Sidney.

Even though the Grubb family had a huuuuge garden – the size of several football pitches – the land was bare, and they were not rich at all. Quite the opposite. Before school each day, Bob got up, fed the horse, and then collected some eggs from the brood of chickens they kept, and milked Ruby, the old cow that they owned, so that they might have something to eat and drink for breakfast. Grandpa used to do it himself, but his age was catching up with him, and he couldn’t get around as easily any more. He did get a wheelchair on the NHS but Ruby sat in it one day and flattened it.

Ruby was quite a large animal. That’s mainly why the Grubbs’ land was so bare – Ruby had eaten most of the grass.

Bob’s dad Phil was an electrician by trade, and had managed to cleverly fix a motor and a battery to an old wheelbarrow, which Grandpa sat in and drove around the garden. When he wasn’t directing Bob to do various chores around the place, Grandpa was one of the last surviving old-fashioned rag-and-bone men in Britain, taking his horse and cart out around Pudwick village, collecting unwanted scrap from local people in exchange for a few pennies. He was supposed to then sell it on to local merchants for a small profit.

However, Sidney Grubb was a bit of a hoarder, always convinced that the battered old climbing frames, ancient lawnmowers and weather-beaten garden furniture might come in handy one day. In fact, he kept having to build more sheds in the garden from the scrap materials just to store them. (If it had been up to him, Grandpa would have just left everything scattered haphazardly in the garden, but Phil was one of those people who always liked things to be neat and clean and tidy.)

Like every other child in his class (and across the nation), Bob Grubb loved Happey World. He avidly watched the Herman Hamster and Melvin Mallard cartoons, admired all the Happey World collectible figures in the local toyshop, and watched the park’s closing firework display every night from his bedroom window, delighting at the bright, colourful spectacle (even if the noise did sometimes scare his mangy old mongrel Max).

Unlike every other child in his class, however, Bob had never actually been to Happey World. His parents had been saving up to take him, but just when they’d got enough money put by, the entrance fee would rise again.

Sometimes children from his class would go to Happey World for their birthday outings, and take various school friends, but Bob never seemed to be invited. Instead he was often the butt of his classmates’ jokes. Because he had a horse, a cow and a flock of chickens in his garden, Bob’s classmates called him Old MacDonald and teased him that he stank of the animals.

They also sometimes called him ‘nerd’ or ‘dweeb’, because he always had his head buried in a large encyclopaedia, and could recite fascinating facts.

Here are some of Bob’s favourite titbits:


Did you know that there is a village in Wales with the longest name of any place in Britain? It’s called Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllantysiliogogogoch, and it’s got 58 letters in it! Good luck trying to pronounce it.




The people of Britain drink about 100 million cups of tea every day (and Britain is one of the few places in the world where they add milk).




Although people probably think it’s fish and chips, or a roast dinner, the most popular dish in Britain – since the 1960s, at least – is chicken tikka masala.



Bob loved to learn, and was gripped by history and geography. But at Bob’s school, this often worked against him. Sometimes it’s the smartest kids who get given a hard time, isn’t it?

As he listened to his classmates chattering away about which thrilling rides they had been on, Bob hoped that, one day, he would get to experience the joys of Happey World for himself.

He always did his best not to let these things get him down too much. So he was left off the invite list for another party? Ah well, that meant he simply had more time to himself to learn about interesting topics in his encyclopaedia, or to do some more drawing.

Bob really enjoyed drawing, and often got lost in the world of his illustrations. He had a keen artistic eye, and liked to sketch what he could see from his bedroom window.
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The wall separating Happey World from the Grubbs’ garden was tall and imposing, but Bob could make out the tops of the roller coasters. Eventually, having drawn the top of every roller coaster, he graduated to drawing his own roller coaster rides. He would give each ride a name, and describe how it worked. Every time Bob produced a new drawing, he proudly showed it to his mum and dad (and to Grandpa, when he wasn’t in one of his cranky moods).

Would you like to see some of Bob’s brilliant rides?

(I do hope you said ‘Yes’, because I’ve included them anyway. If you said ‘No’, well I’m sorry but there’s nothing I can do about it now because this book has already been published.)
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If you were looking for something nice and gentle, you might like to go on . . .
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And – not for the faint-hearted – there’s . . .
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As you can see, Bob was very inventive indeed.

Of course, drawing his own rides wasn’t the same as actually going to Happey World, but for now it would have to do.
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While everybody was speculating about the new rides at Happey World, the one person at Pudwick Secondary who didn’t actually need to guess barged rudely past Bob and Laszlo, as she did every day.

‘Move it, losers!’ she sneered.

Maisie Happey – also in Year 7 – was the granddaughter of Arther Happey, the owner of Happey World.

Maisie knew she was going to inherit the theme park and its billions one day, and this knowledge had turned her into – ahem – a confident girl.

Okay, when I say ‘confident’, I mean Maisie Happey was a rude, selfish, big-headed brat. She did exactly as she pleased, and listened to the teachers only when it suited her. The rest of the time she swanned around the school in her expensive designer outfits (which were not regulation school uniform), bossing around teachers and pupils, and making catty remarks.

‘Look how oily your hair is. You could grease a cake pan with it,’ she jeered at one of the girls in the year above.

‘Ugh, how spotty are you? Even your zits have zits,’ she smirked at a Year 10 boy who was already pretty self-conscious about his acne.

‘Your ears are so big, if you flapped them you’d probably take off,’ she hissed at the father of one of the other pupils at the school gates.

As you might have gathered by now, Maisie Happey was an altogether unpleasant creature. Of course, if it hadn’t been for her important family, nobody would have put up with it – not for one minute. But lots of children at the school had parents or older siblings who worked at Happey World, so nobody wanted to do or say anything that might put their jobs at risk.

And they were right to be wary . . .

Miss Taneja was one of the teachers at the school. She taught French, and didn’t mind whether you were good at it or not, as long as you tried your best. She always had a smile, and wore colourful skirts. She worked hard to make her lessons fun and engaging, and everyone loved her. Miss Taneja hadn’t been at Pudwick Secondary very long, but she’d already found out the hard way the dangers of crossing Maisie Happey.

Miss Taneja had mentioned to Maisie that she was still waiting for her homework one day. After all, the rest of the class had done theirs promptly. Maisie had been so outraged by the very nerve of such a request that she did the worst, most dreadful thing imaginable. She knocked loudly on the staffroom door, and informed Miss Taneja that she was permanently, irrevocably and irreversibly banned from Happey World for a whole year! Yes, really!

In the moment, Miss Taneja was so shocked that she didn’t say anything. But on the bus, on her way home, I’m sorry to have to tell you that she actually shed a tear. For, even though she was a fully grown adult, Miss Taneja was as wild about Happey World as everybody else. In fact, one of the reasons she had moved all the way from Glasgow to Pudwick in the first place was so that she could go to Happey World on weekends and ride the roller coasters. In fact, Miss Taneja was so sad she didn’t even go to harp practice that night, and anybody who knew Miss Taneja knew she loved playing her harp.

Everyone at Pudwick Secondary heard about the ban, and thought it was very unfair, but nobody dared plead Miss Taneja’s case to Maisie, not even the head teacher himself (who liked to make everybody think he was far too serious and bookish to have ever set foot in a silly theme park, but who had secretly become addicted to Happey World’s bright blue candyfloss).

How ironic that the granddaughter of the owner of Happey World seemed to have the knack of making people incredibly unhappy.
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Mind you, Happey World hadn’t been quite such a cheery place in recent years.

Yes, thanks to its reputation, it was still Britain’s most famous and beloved tourist attraction. More people visited Happey World than all of the other theme parks put together. But it was a long way from its origins as a charming day out for everybody.
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