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            For Stanley and Archie ~ A M

            To Alan and Paul, thanks for carrying on the mayhem! ~ D R
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            CHAPTER 1

         

         Bertie looked out of the window as the coach drew into the car park. At last, they’d arrived! Most school trips with Miss Boot involved tramping round sock museums or Roman ruins, but not today. Today they’d come to Go Wild. A sign above the entrance promised an outdoor adventure with rope bridges, 7swings and tons of mud. For Bertie it was a dream come true.

         “This is going to be the best school trip ever!” he said as they piled out of the coach.

         “You’re telling me,” said Darren.

         “Do you think we’ll get dirty?” asked Eugene.

         “Filthy,” said Bertie. He could hardly believe Miss Boot was giving them permission to get muddy! She’d even told them to wear old clothes.

         “Listen up,” she boomed. “You are very lucky to come on this trip, so I expect you to be on your best behaviour. Pay attention to the instructor and do exactly as you’re told. That means you, Bertie.”

         Bertie’s mouth fell open. Why did she always pick on him?8
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         “I’m putting you all into teams with one adult leader and I don’t want any moaning or complaints,” Miss Boot went on. “Darren, Eugene and Bertie, you’ll be in one team … with Mr Weakly.”

         “Not Mr Weakly!” groaned Bertie. Mr Weakly was a timid young teacher who hardly raised his voice above a mumble. This was great in class where Bertie and 9his friends could do whatever they liked, but Mr Weakly wasn’t someone you’d pick for an outdoor adventure. For a start, he’d come dressed in his suit and tie.

         “Well, ah, hello,” he said, coming over. “I gather we’re on the same … Achoo! … team. Sorry, I’m afraid I have terrible hay fever.”
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         10Bertie ran his eye over the other teams. Know-All Nick was with Trevor, Donna and Miss Darling. Donna was a star at sports, while Miss Darling’s tracksuit was covered in coaching badges.

         Miss Boot tapped her clipboard. “I’ll be coming round to keep an eye on you,” she warned. “And I’ll be giving a prize to the group who impress me most with their teamwork and resilience.”

         A prize? Bertie loved prizes, even though he never won any. But if they worked as a team, what was to stop them winning today? Well, Mr Weakly for one thing – he’d be as much use as a flat tyre.

         Know-All Nick slunk over wearing his usual smug smile.

         11“Poor you, Bertie,” he gloated. “With Mr Weakly on your team you’ll be lucky to get round at all. Never mind, you can watch us walk off with the prize.”
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         “Huh! We’ll see about that,” said Bertie.

         “I can’t wait,” said Nick. “By the way, you do know Miss Darling runs marathons?”

         “So? Mr Weakly goes running too,” lied Bertie.

         Mr Weakly sneezed into his hanky. The only thing running was his nose.
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            CHAPTER 2

         

         After a long safety talk about not poking anyone in the eye, the activities began. Their instructor, Jamal, wore shorts and had legs like tree trunks.

         “Welcome to Go Wild!” he said. “We’re going to kick off with one of my favourite challenges – making a den. So, hands up, what materials could you use?”

         13“Sticks,” cried Know-all Nick.

         “Leaves,” said Donna.

         “A tent,” said Bertie.

         “Nice idea,” laughed Jamal. “But if you had a tent, you wouldn’t need a den.”

         “Exactly, it would save a lot of time,” said Bertie.

         They were given forty-five minutes to build their den, using anything they could find on the forest floor. For the first quarter of an hour, they all rushed around gathering materials. Miss Darling bounded past with her arms full of branches. Mr Weakly picked up a leaf and added it to their pile.

         Bertie gave him a look. “Is that it?”
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         14“I’m sorry,” sniffed Mr Weakly. “I don’t want to risk making my hay fever any worse.”

         “Never mind that, we better start building,” said Darren. “We’re running out of time.”

         Bertie wanted to make a twenty-seven-storey tree house, but Eugene said they had half an hour not all week. In the end they just piled their branches and sticks together in the rough shape of a tepee.

         “Okay, teams! Time’s up!” shouted Jamal.

         Bertie looked around. Most of the dens looked like something you’d set fire to on bonfire night. Only one stood out – Miss Darling’s team had woven twigs through the walls and made a neat carpet of leaves. Jamal nodded in approval.15
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         16“Nice work,” he said.

         “Very good,” Miss Boot agreed.

         She inspected Mr Weakly’s team’s effort. “Hmm, a bit of a mess. It doesn’t have an entrance,” she said.

         Bertie threw up his hands in despair. He knew they should have made a tree house.
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         The next challenge was archery. Four targets were set up twenty metres away. Jamal showed them how to take aim.

         Miss Darling’s team went first. Trevor trod on his arrow before he started while Know-All Nick missed by miles. However, Donna hit the target while Miss Darling went one better.

         “Bullseye!” whooped Know-All Nick, high-fiving Trevor.

         “Show-off,” muttered Bertie.

         Bertie’s team were up next. Darren 17missed. Bertie’s arrow struck the target but fell out, while Eugene scored an outer bull. All their hopes rested on Mr Weakly.

         “Oh dear,” he sighed. “I’m not very good at this kind of thing.”

         “Bullseye, get a bullseye,” urged Bertie behind him.

         Mr Weakly drew back his bow string and…

         “ACHOO!”

         
            [image: ]

         

         18His arrow flew high in the air before burying itself somewhere in the woods. Bertie sunk his head in his hands. Know-All Nick hooted with laughter.

         “Ha ha! Tough luck, Bertie, we got a bullseye!” he boasted.

         “You didn’t get anything,” said Bertie. “Anyway, no one said it was a competition.”

         “Oh no? I’ll remind you of that when we win the prize,” crowed Nick.

         Miss Boot frowned and wrote something on her notepad. Bertie doubted it was anything good. They needed a miracle to stand any chance of winning.

         Know-All Nick would be bragging about his team’s triumph for weeks.
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            CHAPTER 3

         

         At lunchtime they ate their sandwiches in their teams.

         “What do you think the prize is?” asked Eugene. “Miss Boot didn’t tell us.”

         “Probably something dead boring,” said Darren. “Anyway, let’s face it, we’re never going to win.”

         “It’s not over yet,” argued Bertie. 20“We’ve still got the assault course.”

         Eugene sighed. “We’ll probably have to carry Mr Weakly around it.”

         They looked over at the teachers. Mr Weakly was wiping his nose while he listened to Miss Darling run through her fitness programme.

         “Couldn’t we swap him for Miss Darling?” suggested Darren.

         “Fat chance,” said Bertie.

         “Maybe he’ll feel better after he’s eaten,” said Eugene.

         Bertie doubted it. Mr Weakly looked like he wanted to lie down till it was all over.
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         After lunch Jamal led them over to the assault course. There were Low Ropes, a Tunnel of Mud, the Tarzan Swing and finally something called the Wall.

         “So, this is where the fun really starts,” said Jamal. “We call this the Mud Run.”

         21“It does look muddy,” grinned Darren.

         “We’ll be great at this,” said Bertie. “Remember, teamwork and, um, the other thing.”

         “Resilience,” said Eugene. “I think it means not giving up.”

         Mr Weakly lowered his voice. “Do you think Miss Boot would mind terribly if I sat this one out?”
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         22“I wouldn’t ask if I were you,” said Bertie. “She hates quitters.”

         “Anyway, we all have to finish or it won’t count,” argued Eugene.

         Mr Weakly sighed. “I suppose so. Well, I can only try my best.”

         Jamal set the teams going at five-minute intervals while Miss Boot looked on. Bertie’s team were just after Miss Darling’s.

         First came the Low Ropes where they wobbled along wooden planks and clambered over rope bridges. Even Mr Weakly managed to get round without falling off. Next was the Tunnel of Mud where you had to crawl under a net.

         Mr Weakly stared in disbelief.

         “It’s only mud, it won’t hurt you,” said Bertie.

         23“But this is my only suit, it’ll be ruined!” wailed Mr Weakly.

         “So? We’ll go first,” said Bertie.

         They set off, crawling under the netting on their elbows and knees.
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         When they finally emerged on the other side, they were covered in mud from head to toe.

         Bertie grinned. “That was brilliant!”

         “Epic!” said Darren. “Where’s Mr Weakly?”

         24“HEEELP!” cried a muffled voice.

         They dragged Mr Weakly out by his arms. His best grey suit looked like it had been trampled in a cow field. He took off his glasses and tried to clean them.

         “Look at the state of me!” he groaned.

         Miss Boot scribbled on her notepad.

         “Never mind, we made it,” said Bertie. “Let’s keep going.”
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            CHAPTER 4

         

         They hurried on to the Tarzan Swing, just in time to see Know-All Nick swing across to the far platform.

         “Easy-peasy!” he crowed, sending the rope back. “Mind you don’t fall in, Bertie.”

         “No chance,” said Bertie, who’d been on hundreds of rope swings. This one had a ditch of muddy water below.

         26“I can’t do this,” gulped Mr Weakly.

         “You can! Just push off and hold on till you reach the other side,” said Bertie.

         They took it in turns to swing across. Mr Weakly went last.

         “Come on, hurry up!” cried Bertie.

         Mr Weakly shut his eyes, gripped the rope and launched himself off the platform.

         “YEEE-HAAAAA!” he yelled, hanging on for dear life.

         For a moment it looked like he was going to make it, but as he reached the other side he forgot to let go. His teammates watched in horror as the rope swung back across the muddy pool.

         “HEEEEELP!” cried Mr Weakly.

         “You have to let go!” shouted Bertie.

         “What?”

         “Let go!”

         Mr Weakly did as he was told and landed with a splash in the ditch.27
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         “I don’t believe it!” sighed Bertie.

         By the time they reached the final challenge, Mr Weakly looked like an alien from the planet Blob. His suit was filthy, his shoes were caked in muck and his glasses resembled a pair of mud pies.

         “We’re nearly there,” panted Bertie. “Just one last challenge to go.”

         They reached the Wall. Mr Weakly stared up
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