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        Monday’s child is fair of face,
      

            
        Tuesday’s child is full of grace,
      

            
        Wednesday’s child is full of woe,
      

            
        Thursday’s child has far to go,
      

            
        Friday’s child is loving and giving,
      

            
        Saturday’s child works hard for a living,
      

            
        But the child who is born on the Sabbath Day
      

            Is bonny and blithe and good and gay.  

         

      
   


   
      
         
            
               [image: ]

            

            1

            Monday

         

         It’s Monday morning and we’re late for school. Mum is in a hurry. Her jumper is on inside out. She hasn’t brushed her hair. My big brother is sick and Mum wants to get back home to him.

         “Ella, come on now,” she says. “We haven’t got all day.”

         She isn’t listening to me.

         “Mum,” I say. “Mum!” I say it again. “What day was I born on?”

         We’re at the school gate now. The playground is empty. Everyone else has already gone in. Mum stops and looks at me.
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         “Oh, Ella, I don’t know,” she says. “What sort of a silly question is that?”

         “It’s not a silly question,” I tell her. “It’s a poem. Mr Holly read it to us. Monday’s child is fair of face. Tuesday’s child is – is …”

         I can’t remember what comes next. But when you were born is important. If you know what day it was, then the poem tells you what sort of person you are.

         I’m angry with Mum.

         “You don’t even remember when I was born!” I say.

         Mum sighs.

         “Of course I remember when you were born,” she says. “It was three o’clock in the morning. I was so tired. But I couldn’t stop looking at you. You were the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.”

         I’m not angry any more. I smile at her. She hugs me.
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         “Your jumper’s on inside out,” I say.

         She pulls away and looks at me. Then she sighs again.

         “So’s yours,” she says.
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        Tuesday
      

         

         I have ballet on Tuesday. I don’t want to go. I stamp about the house because I Do Not Want To Go. Dad tells me to shush or I’ll wake Sam up.

         Mum says, “But you love ballet, Ella.”

         Stamp. That’s. Stamp. What. Stamp. You. Stamp. Think.

         Stamp. Stamp. Stamp.

         I don’t care if I wake my brother up.

         He sleeps too much. Even if he is ill.

         None of my family cares what I think. Granny comes and takes me to ballet anyway.

         “Nobody cares about me,” I tell Granny in the car.

         “Nonsense!” Granny says as she speeds up to pass a van.

         “It is not nonsense!” I say. “Mum can’t even remember what day I was born.”

         “Well, it was a long time ago,” Granny says. The van driver is trying to pass us. “Oh no you don’t, sonny,” Granny says.

         “You can’t remember either,” I say.

         “No,” Granny says, and she looks at me. “But I know what happened. I was looking after Sam. Your dad rang me up in the middle of the night to say you’d been born. He woke me up, but it didn’t matter. He was so happy. He didn’t care what time it was.”

         “He cares now,” I say. “If I wake Sam up. I always have to be nice and quiet.”

         But Granny is passing the van again and she doesn’t hear me.
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        Wednesday
      

         

         I bet my brother Sam was born on a Wednesday. He’s very ill. And very grumpy.

         When I get home on Wednesday, Sam is lying on the sofa with a book. I sit on his feet and turn on the telly.

         “Turn that off,” he says.

         “No,” I tell him. “I want to watch the telly.” I turn my head away. I do what Mr Holly tells us to do at school. I ignore him and hope he’ll go away.

         He doesn’t.

         “I was here first,” he says. “And my head hurts.”

         “It’s just TV,” I say. “It’s my house as much as yours.”
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         I fix my eyes on the screen. Sam pushes himself up and grabs at the remote control.

         “No-o-o!” I yell.

         Big mistake.

         Mum comes into the room and sees me. Her face is red and angry.

         “Ella,” she says. “Get in the kitchen. Now.”

         I stamp out of the living room after her.

         “It’s not fair!” I say before she’s even started. “You always let him win!”

         Mum shuts the door and turns to me.
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         “Ella. Listen. Listen to me,” she says. “The world isn’t all about you. Your brother’s very poorly. You know that, don’t you? You’ve got to try and be a good girl just now, while he’s ill. Can you do that?”
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         I don’t want to be a good girl.

         I don’t.

         I want to watch telly.

         “I hate him!” I shout at her. I shout loud so Sam will hear me. “I wish he was dead!”

         Then I run out of the room and up the stairs.
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        Thursday
      

         

         On Thursday, no one comes to pick me up from school. My friend Miriam and her mum wait with me at the gate.

         “How’s your brother?” Miriam’s mum says.

         “He’s fine,” I say. “Really good! Just grumpy.”

         We go back inside and Mr Holly rings home. There’s no answer. He rings Mum’s mobile. No answer. He rings Granny. No answer there, either. He wants to ring Dad’s work, but I don’t know the number.

         Mr Holly tries all the numbers again and I get more and more scared when still no one answers. Maybe something bad has happened to Sam.

         “I expect your mum’s stuck in traffic or something,” Mr Holly says.

         But I think something’s happened to Sam.

         Maybe it’s my fault.

         Maybe Mum remembers what I shouted at her yesterday and doesn’t want me any more.

         Miriam’s mum says I can go home with them.

         Miriam lives a long way away on the other side of town.

         “Did you find out when you were born?” she says.

         “No,” I say.

         “I was born on a Thursday,” Miriam says. “At breakfast time.”

         I look out of the window at the dark streets and I think about Miriam being born at the breakfast table. In between the bowls of cereal. While her dad poured the tea.

         It takes us a long time to get to her house.

         “It’s true what the poem says,” I tell her. “You do have a long way to go.”

         When we get to Miriam’s house, we can hear her mum’s mobile ringing. It’s in her bag, and it’s ringing and ringing and ringing. It’s Mum. She’s at the hospital.

         “Are you OK?” she says when Miriam’s mum gives me the phone.

         “Yes,” I say.

         “I’m so sorry, sweetheart,” she says. “Sam’s had to have an emergency blood transfusion. I’m going to stay here with him tonight. Will you be all right there till Dad finishes work?”

         “Yes,” I say.

         Miriam wants to play on the computer, but I don’t want to.

         I go and watch her mum bake cakes instead. The kitchen smells of cake mix and warmth and chocolate.

         Miriam’s mum gives me a spoon to lick.

         I wonder if you can make people more ill just by wishing.
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         When at last Dad comes, I run into his arms. He holds me tight.

         “It’s OK, chickie,” he says.

         “I thought you were never coming,” I say.
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