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Chapter 1
It’s so NOT FAIR!

‘It’s so not fair!’ I was furious. ‘It’s completely and utterly totally mean and horrid!’ I clenched my fists. I clenched my fists till they hurt. Everybody else at the table stopped eating. Mum looked surprised and cross. Dad looked nervous. Joe started to cook up a nasty smile. He loves it when I’m in a rage.

‘Listen, Ruby, sweetheart,’ said Mum, putting down her knife and fork. ‘We explained a while ago that …’

‘But it’s not FAIR!’ I yelled. ‘I know what you’re going to say but it’s not FAIR!!! Dan has a dog. Hannah has two dogs. Yasmin has a cat. And Lauren has cows and sheep and pigs and dogs and a cat! And a pony!’

‘Yes, but Lauren lives on a farm, love,’ said Mum. Her soft Welsh voice was beginning to sound a bit edgy.

‘I agree,’ said Joe with a mocking look on his face. ‘It’s not fair. I want a cow and I want it now. With mustard, ketchup and chips.’ He did an evil grin at his own stupid joke.
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‘Look,’ said Mum. ‘You know Lauren’s family are ever so fond of you. Her little brothers and sisters adore you. They said you’d be welcome to go there any time. Why don’t you ask if you can go this weekend? There are still baby lambs being born every day, I expect. That would be nice, wouldn’t it, love?’

‘I don’t want to have to go to Lauren’s every time I want to cuddle an animal!’ I snapped. ‘I want to have one right here in our house. I want a pet. Everybody else has a pet! It’s so not fair!’

‘OK, listen, Rube.’ Dad had finished his curry. He put down his knife and fork and took a sip of water. ‘I know this is partly my fault, but I just want to remind you what would happen if we brought a cat in here. My eyes would start to itch. I would start sneezing. I would start wheezing and weeping. It wouldn’t be a pretty sight. Do you want to subject your poor old dad to such torture?’

‘Dad can’t help having a cat allergy, Ruby,’ said Mum, softening her voice. ‘It makes him feel so ill. Remember what happened at that B&B in Devon?’

Remember it? Would I ever manage to forget it? We’d been driving back from the seaside one year and decided to break our journey at a guesthouse called Harbour View. Within a few minutes of entering the house, Dad’s eyes had started watering. He sneezed. He wheezed. His face went bright red. Tears ran down his cheeks as if he was crying or something. It was so embarrassing; I tried to look as if I was adopted.

Apparently at Harbour View they had a long-haired cat called Mr Sardine. He wasn’t even in the house at the time. He was snoozing on the garden wall.

But cats have this dusty stuff in their fur, called dander or something. I always imagine it’s a bit like dandruff. Anyway, little bits of it drop off wherever they go, and it only needs a tiny bit of dander to get up Dad’s nose to transform him from a perfectly normal geography teacher into some kind of pink, pulsating, stand-back-everybody snot-and-tears machine.
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We had to leave Harbour View right away, and ever since, wherever we go, we’ve had to ask if they have cats. Even if somebody had a cat six months ago and then the cat ran away or something, Dad’s nose can still react to tiny bits of six-month-old dander.

Some dads can pilot jumbo jets. Some dads can climb mountains. Some dads can play football for Manchester United. Some dads are film directors in Hollywood. Or movie stars. Or architects. Some dads are prime ministers or presidents or kings and things. Or Formula-One racing drivers.

But my dad is allergic to cats. Weeping and wheezing is what he’s good at. I do sometimes think that fate has dealt me a rotten hand.

‘A dog, then!’ I demanded. Dad isn’t allergic to dogs.

Mum sighed.

‘We’ve told you before, Ruby,’ she said in a slow, clear voice as if I was an idiot or something. ‘It’s just not fair for a dog to be left alone in a house all day. Dogs should be out in the fresh air, running about. Think of Lauren’s dogs. They’re out with her dad all day, rounding up sheep.’

I thought of Lauren’s dogs, Peggy and Tina. Peggy is black and Tina is grey. Peggy is crazy and clumsy and wonderfully intelligent, and Tina is older and a little bit snooty. Whenever I go to Lauren’s farm they run up to greet me, wagging their tails. Even snooty Tina gives me a wag and asks for a little cuddle.

‘If we had a dog,’ I pleaded, ‘I would take it out for a massive walk every morning before school. Then when I got home from school I’d take it out for another huge walk.’

‘Oh yeah?’ laughed Mum. ‘Pull the other one, love! We can barely get you to school on time as it is – we’re always in such a rush.’
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‘We could leave the dog out in the garden,’ I said. ‘Then it would get plenty of fresh air.’

‘Dogs left in gardens bark all day long,’ said Mum, pulling a face. ‘We’d soon have the neighbours complaining.’

‘Anyway,’ said Dad. ‘It’s cruel to leave dogs on their own all day. They’re sociable animals. In the wild, they live in packs. I know because in a previous life I was a dog. A wild dingo in the outback of Australia. I still get flashbacks. My name was Jason the Hairy. If we left the dog alone all day, it would howl.’

‘And when dogs howl,’ said Mum. ‘They’re really crying, love.’

‘Think of the tears pouring down its lovable old snout,’ said Joe. ‘Rather like Dad in the middle of an allergy attack.’

I thumped Joe. This was supposed to be a serious discussion and, as usual, Joe was only interested in stupid jokes.

‘Stop it, Ruby!’ snapped Mum. Joe thumped me back, twice as hard. ‘Stop it, Joe!’ shouted Mum. ‘Tell them to stop it, Brian!’ She turned to Dad. Dad pulled a trying-to-be angry face.

‘Stop it,’ he said. ‘Or there will be no pizza on Saturday night.’

Once in a blue moon (i.e. almost never), Dad can let rip and be really shouty. But he has to be in an absolute fury. Sort of hysterical. Mum’s much better at being slightly cross in an everyday sort of way. Most of the time Dad gets us to behave by a mixture of threats and bribery.

I sometimes wonder what sort of teacher he is – I mean, if he’s one of the nice friendly ones or the ferocious sort. He teaches in the next town, so we don’t often meet kids from his school.

Just occasionally we might bump into one of his pupils when we go down to the Mall, just off the motorway. That’s partly why Dad hates coming shopping – apart from his general hatred of shopping. Now and then he’s forced to come because he needs new clothes or some kind of gadget. When we do see students of his, they usually just say, ‘Hi, Mr Rogers!’ and look embarrassed or start to giggle. I suppose teachers are minor celebrities in a funny kind of way.

‘OK,’ said Mum. ‘Help me clear away the dishes, please, Ruby.’ Joe got up and slouched off to his room, and Dad went off out to the garden. He’s been mending the greenhouse recently and sowing lots of seeds.

‘Another thing that’s not fair,’ I said, carrying out the dirty dishes. ‘Dad and Joe hardly ever help with the chores.’
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Mum looked exasperated.

‘I know,’ she said.

‘It’s not fair,’ I grumbled, pulling out the dishwasher basket, ‘because you work just as hard as Dad.’

‘I know,’ said Mum with a rather bitter sigh.

‘Well, it’s not fair,’ I said in a fierce, grumpy voice. Then I had an idea. ‘Wait, Mum!’ I yelled. ‘I know! Why don’t you give up your job? Then you could be at home all day and just relax, and then we could have a dog, because you could look after it and take it for walks all the time and keep it company and stop it from being lonely!’

Mum stood stock-still in the middle of the kitchen, placed her hands on her hips and glared at me.

‘Ruby,’ she said solemnly. ‘I’m a midwife, OK? That’s what I do. I’ve always wanted to do it, ever since I was a little girl like you. I deliver babies and it’s a wonderful, wonderful job. It gives me a lot of satisfaction, plus it pays half of all our bills. If I gave up my job to look after this blessed dog, we wouldn’t even be able to afford to live here any more. Is that what you want?’

‘Yes!’ I said rebelliously. ‘Give up your job! I don’t mind if we live in a log cabin, just so long as we can have a dog!’

Mum gave me a very sarcastic look and started to load the dishwasher.

It was like talking to a brick wall. However, I was determined. I made a secret, private and mysterious vow to myself, right there and then, as I slotted Joe’s dinner plate into the dishwasher: I was going to get a pet, not just one day, when I was grown up or whatever, but right now, whatever my family said. I was going to have a pet by the end of next week. At the latest.
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Chapter 2
Quick! Tell me! Tell me!

I did get an invite to Lauren’s house for tea on Saturday. Ever since Lauren first came to our school a few weeks ago, she asks me over all the time. I always love it. Well, I always have so far. But this time I felt in a funny kind of mood.

‘Well, if it’s an animal fix you want, now’s your chance,’ said Dad chirpily as we turned up the long muddy lane that leads to Lauren’s farm. ‘Sheep, cows, pigs … What else have they got here? Giraffes?’

I didn’t laugh. Dad can be quite silly sometimes.

‘Dogs, cats and a pony,’ I said in a sighing sort of voice. I was looking forward to having a ride on Charlie the pony. Lauren’s so lucky. She can have a ride on him any time. He’s her pony. I didn’t even have a pet spider.

Just as we drove into Lauren’s yard, it started to rain. My heart sank. I knew I wouldn’t be able to go for a ride on the pony now.

‘Horrible rain!’ I snapped, unfastening my seat-belt.

‘March winds and April showers,’ said Dad in a stupid sing-song voice, ‘bring forth Pete Bowers.’ Pete Bowers is a friend of Dad’s who runs a garden centre. I had a feeling Dad was planning to drive off there afterwards and get some more seeds, or some new tools to keep in the shed. How boring! I hope














































First published in Great Britain in 2008

This electronic edition published in November 2012 by Bloomsbury Publishing Plc

Bloomsbury Publishing Plc
50 Bedford Square
London WC1B 3DP

Text copyright © Sue Limb 2008
Illustrations copyright © Bernice Lum 2008
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

ISBN: 978-1-4088-1636-3 (e-book)

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/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
       
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
            
            
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





ops/images/f0008-01.jpg





ops/images/f0005-01.jpg





ops/images/f0006-01.jpg






ops/images/f0015-01.jpg






ops/images/9781408816363.jpg





ops/images/f0013-01.jpg







ops/images/pub.jpg
Ruby Rogers

In Your Dreams

Sue Limb

lllustrations by Bernice Lum






ops/images/f0010-01.jpg





