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It’s a Blunderful Life
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BETSY

BRUTUS

BUNNY

OLD LADY BLUNDER


Also by David Walliams

About the Publisher


For Alfred,

I hope this makes you laugh, as your laugh is my favourite sound in the world.

Dad x
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MEET THE BLUNDERS.

The Blunders are the most blundersome family in the blundering history of blunderdom.

They live in a crumbling country house named Blunder Hall. It has been the family seat for hundreds of years, in the heart of the English countryside.

Paintings hang upside down, wallpaper is peeling off the walls, windows are cracked, but none of those matter. Blunder Hall is the place this family calls home.
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LORD BERTIE BLUNDER

The father of the family is a classic upper-class twit. He is 5,268th in line for the throne. Bertie just needs 5,267 posh people to drop down dead and he will be KING! Not that he wants to be, for Bertie Blunder is an inventor! One such invention of his is INFLATABLE UNDERPANTS. They inflate when wet. Ideal if you fall into the sea. Not ideal if you have a little accident. Bertie believes his inventions will make his family a fortune, but sadly they end up costing his family a fortune.

Still, they love him all the same.
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LADY BETSY BLUNDER

Betsy is Bertie’s loving wife. They met twenty years ago at the Upper-class Twits’ Summer Ball. The pair knocked into each other and tripped into a trifle. Once they had wiped the cream, custard and jelly from their eyes, it was love at first sight.

Like many posh people, Betsy is obsessed with horses. She is never seen out of her show-jumping outfit, clutching a riding crop and shouting, “WHOA!”

There is just one teeny-weeny problem. She doesn’t own a horse.
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PEGASUS

Pegasus is Lady Blunder’s imaginary horse. As he does not exist, no illustration is necessary. Feel free to doodle here.
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OLD LADY BLUNDER

Bertie’s mother is in her eighties. Her favourite pastimes are shooting, shooting and shooting. She is never seen without her blunderbuss. When her husband died in a bizarre blunderbuss accident, her eldest son, Bertie, became Lord of the Hall. Bertie may assume he is head of the family but he most definitely is not.
OH NO!
Old Lady Blunder rules the roost!

[image: image]

BUNNY BLUNDER

Bunny is the twelve-year-old daughter of Bertie and Betsy. With her pigtails, tutu and tap shoes, she seems like a dream child. But she can be a NIGHTMARE!

Bunny is the apple of her father’s eye. To Bertie, she can do no wrong. This has made her believe that she is a world-class ballet dancer, painter and Hula-Hooper, even though Bunny has never even tried any of these things.

However, she is excellent at being beastly to her little brother.
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BRUTUS BLUNDER

Brutus is a filthy little boy of ten. His clothes are splattered with mud, jam, gravy, sludge and snot. He is Bunny’s little brother. Unlike his sister, Brutus delights in all things revolting.

He digs up worms from the garden to eat.

He uses the curtains to blow his nose.

He drinks water from puddles.

However, what he delights in the most is being beastly to his big sister.
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BUTLER THE BUTLER

Butler is his surname, but Butler is also the butler. This is just as well as that way the Blunders can’t forget his name. Or job. Or both.

Butler is from a long line of butlers. All have had the misfortune of being butlers to the Blunders for generations.

He is ninety-nine years old but still going strong. Well, strong-ish.
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CEDRIC

Cedric is the Blunders’ pet ostrich. An ostrich is not a sensible pet, but then of course the Blunders are not sensible people.

Cedric’s favourite pastime is pecking bottoms. More of that later.
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THE BARONESS

The Baroness is the Blunders’ battered automobile. She is an antique Rolls-Royce. Sadly, her engine died decades ago. Now the Baroness is fitted with four sets of pedals.
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THE MAN FROM THE BANK

The man from the bank is a little man with a big plan. A big, bad plan to seize Blunder Hall.
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I

Lord Bertie Blunder had a dream. A dream so big he believed it would change the world.

Bertie spent his days inventing inventions. Inventions that would secure him a place in history.

Down in the depths of Blunder Hall, Bertie had a workshop. Dotted around the cellar were his “genius” inventions.
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BOMB-PROOF NAPPIES
For those occasional explosions.

MASHED-POTATO BLASTER
Can fire mashed potato on to a plate from one hundred miles.

ROPE ON A SOAP
Bertie was sure this would be a winner until he realised someone else had already invented soap on a rope. Soap on a soap and rope on a rope followed, but neither caught on.

ROLLER-SKATES FOR CATS
Ideal for cats in a hurry.

BUBBLE-FREE BUBBLE BATH
All the fun of a bubble bath with none of the fun of the bubbles.

THE CYCLEPLANE
You just need to pedal at one hundred miles an hour for it to take off.

FUR IN A CAN
Perfect for the bald animal in your life.

THE TOILET FOR TWO
Brought out for Valentine’s Day, this double-panned toilet meant couples could do their doobries while gazing into each other’s eyes. So romantic!

EDIBLE SOCKS
Cheese-and-onion flavour only.

A FLYING TEAPOT
For tea on the go.

The SUPERSUCKER
A straw that allows you to drink one hundred different drinks all at once.

CAKECAR
A car made entirely of cake. Not to be confused with a CARCAKE, a cake made entirely of car. Perfect for long journeys when you find yourself feeling peckish.
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However, one day Bertie dreamed up something so devilishly clever that he fainted at his own genius.

THONK!

II

“BEHOLD! THE UNI-SHOE! ONE SHOE THAT FITS BOTH FEET!” exclaimed Bertie.

He was standing in his workshop, showing off his latest creation to the man from the bank, his two feet squeezed into one big shoe.

“Presumably you have to be proficient at hopping,” replied the man from the bank.

He was a neat and tidy little fellow, his pristine bowler hat sitting on his lap.
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Bertie couldn’t have looked more different with his wild hair, moth-eaten jumper and belt made of string. For, despite being a lord and owning this great country house, Bertie had nothing much in the way of cash. In fact, just keeping Blunder Hall from falling down cost a fortune every year. That’s why these inventions were so precious to him. Bertie was sure he would save the Blunders from their money problems forever.
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“Yes. Of course, the uni-shoe wearer will need to hop rather than walk,” said Bertie. “But think of all the time you’d save only having to put on one shoe in the morning rather than two!”

The man from the bank sighed. He had been pitched so many of Bertie’s madcap ideas over the years, in the hope of investment from the bank, but every single one was doomed to fail.

“Let me demonstrate my uni-shoe!” With that, Bertie began bouncing round his workshop.

BOING! BOING! BOING!

He crashed into a table...

BANG!

…swept his inventions off the shelves…
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THWONK!

…and landed on the man from the bank’s lap.

DOOF!

“GET OFF ME, YOU FOOL!”

“Teething troubles!” replied Bertie, wobbling to his feet.

The man inspected his bowler hat, which now resembled a flat cap.

“LOOK WHAT YOU HAVE DONE!” he thundered.

“The world’s first collapsible bowler hat!” said Bertie, taking it from him. “Let me de-crumple it for you.”

As he tried to make things right, he made things wrong. His hand went through the top of the man’s hat.

“Oops!” said Bertie, before trying to make the best of things, and placing it on the man’s head. “Actually, this could catch on! The world’s first open-topped hat!”

The furious little fellow got to his feet. “I have heard quite enough of this NONSENSE!”

Bertie looked downcast. “So the bank won’t lend the money to make my uni-shoe a winner?”

“A winner? There is more chance of the Earth being flat!”

“Oh! I thought it was,” replied Bertie.

“Good day, Blunder! Please never trouble the bank again!” said the man, heading for the stone steps.

“But the uni-shoe is my greatest invention yet!”

“It is your silliest. And that is saying something.”

“It would sell billions! I could have the whole world hopping!”

“BLUNDER! YOU ARE A BUFFOON!” replied the man, now halfway up the steps.

“The uni-shoe is sure to be a SENSATION! I would bet my house on it!”

This stopped the man from the bank in his tracks.

He turned, a sinister smile on his face.

“You would bet Blunder Hall on your uni-shoe?”

“Of course! Ideas like this only come round once in a lifetime! This two-feet shoe cannot fail!” Bertie said, hopping on the spot to stop himself from toppling over.

“So Blunder Hall could belong to the bank?”

“Ha! Ha! That would never happen! This is our home! And it will be forever!”

“We’ll see,” muttered the man to himself as he came back down the stone staircase. He approached Bertie and reached into his briefcase.

Between the tips of his fingers were two crisp documents.

“These are the loan agreements. Standard forms. Just a formality. Please sign here and here,” he said, reaching into his pocket for a gold pen. “And I will fill in the rest.”

“So kind of you to save me the bother!”

“Quite!” he replied, trying to suppress his smirk.

Bertie took the pen eagerly, but held it upside down. He tried to scribble his name.
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“You have the pen the wrong way up, Lord Blunder.”

“Oops!” said Bertie, turning the pen the right way up, and signing his name, completely illegibly.

“And sign this duplicate copy as well, Lord Blunder, just for safety.”

“Righto!” he replied, signing that one too.

“The bank will lend you the sum of ten thousand pounds for you to launch your uni-shoe business. You have one year to make it a success, or Blunder Hall will be taken by the bank.”

“We will see about that!”

“Yes, we will.”

“Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!” exclaimed Bertie.

He was so happy he hugged the man and lifted him off his feet.

“PUT ME DOWN, LORD BLUNDER!”
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“Oops! Just a little overexcited! Oh! I can’t wait to share the good news with my fellow Blunders. They will be THRILLED!”

“Utterly,” purred the man from the bank.

[image: image]

III

Lord Blunder built a uni-shoe factory and manufactured thousands of his two-feet shoes. However, he only ever sold one uni-shoe.

This was to a one-legged man in Belgium, who wanted to save money on having to buy a pair of shoes. However, he sent back the shoe the very next day, as it was far too big for his single foot. Bertie gave him a full refund, and that night the factory was closed down. Every penny of the ten thousand pounds the bank had loaned Bertie had been lost through his folly.
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Now the man from the bank had returned to Blunder Hall, exactly a year to the minute since he’d left. He was meeting with Bertie in the drawing room. The short man perched on a tall chair, his feet not quite reaching the ground. He looked as neat and tidy as ever, a spotless new bowler hat on his head and a grin on his face.

“Blunder! Your business is bust! You have lost every last penny of the bank’s loan,” announced the little man. “And soon you are going to lose your home!”

“But-but-but where will us Blunders go?” spluttered Bertie, who was pacing up and down the room.

“You can all go and live in a ditch as far as I am concerned.”

“How long have we got?” asked Bertie.

“Oh yes. As per our signed contract, from today, you have one month to pay off your debt in full. Then, and only then, do you get to keep the house.”

“Oh dear. Oh dear. Oh dear.”

“Blunder, if you do not repay the ten thousand pounds on the stroke of midnight in one month’s time, the bank will seize Blunder Hall!”

“But this is our home!”

“Not for much longer!”

“NEVER!” said Bertie. “There must be a way to save Blunder Hall!”

The man from the bank reached into his leather briefcase and produced the loan agreement that Bertie had signed. “No. It’s all here in black and white!”

“I think you are underestimating us Blunders, sir! We will not give up without a jolly good fight!”

Bertie rose from the sofa, and walked over to the door. He shouted out into the hall.

“BLUNDERS, ASSEMBLE!”

IV

One by one the Blunders breezed into the living room.

Bertie’s cheerful wife, Betsy, was the first. In full riding gear, she galloped into the room, then whacked her bottom with a riding crop and cried, “WHOA THERE!”

The man from the bank looked her up and down as if she were BONKERS, which she was.

“Who are you talking to?” he demanded.

“Pegasus!” she replied with a toothy grin.

“Who’s Pegasus?”

“My horse, silly! Please forgive him – he’s a little flighty today. Steady, Pegasus! Steady!”
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Then she kissed the air where the imaginary horse’s head might be, before turning to her husband and kissing him too.

“MWAH! Sorry, darling. Should have kissed you first,” she joked.

“Pegasus always comes first,” replied Bertie, “except in races.”

Lady Blunder turned back to the man from the bank. “Would you care to pat Pegasus?”

“NO! I AM NOT BANANAS!”

“No need to raise your voice,” she replied. “You’ll frighten the horse!”

Next, Brutus lolloped in. The boy looked as if he’d been thrown into a hedge, which he had. By himself. His face was filthy, his hair was a bush of leaves and twigs and he was concealing something in his hand.

“What have I done NOW?” demanded Brutus.

“I don’t know – you tell me,” replied his mother.

“Oh! I thought I was in trouble.”

“Should you be?”

“Probably. LOOK!” He opened his hand to reveal a giant slug.

“No slugs in the house, Brutus! How many times do you need to be told?” asked his father.

“Maybe about ten or eleven times, and then it might sink in. Anyway, it’s not a slug! It’s a bogey! LOOK!”

With that, he stuck the slug up one nostril.

The man from the bank tutted at this disgusting display.

“TSK! TSK! TSK!”

Brutus bounded over to him, reaching into his pocket for a creepy-crawly. “Would you like me to stick a caterpillar up your nose?”

“No thank you, boy!”
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“Your loss,” replied Brutus, before sticking it up his other nostril. “BOGEYS!”

Bunny was next to pirouette into the living room. She was dressed in a tutu. Humming a ballet tune, she twirled around the room, showing off like never before.

“Our little shining star!” said Bertie as he put an arm round his wife. “Can you believe she’s never had a lesson?”

“I can believe,” muttered the man from the bank.

The proud parents looked on as Bunny spun in the centre of the room on one foot.

“LOOK, MAMAMAMA! LOOK, PAPAPAPAPA!” she called.

“BRAVO!” they cried.

Basking in her own glory, she spun faster and faster and faster. Like a spinning top, she whirled this way and that.
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WHIRL!

The smug look turned to one of panic. Bunny realised she was spinning way out of control.

WHIRL!

She spun towards the man from the bank.

WHIRL!

“GET BACK!” he cried, flinging his head back to get out of her way.

Bunny’s foot bonked the man on the nose.

BONK!

The force of the blow shot his bowler hat up into the air.

WHOOSH!

Then…
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BANG!

…it was blasted to pieces.

V

Filling the door frame was Old Lady Blunder, holding her smoking blunderbuss.

“Why did you shoot my hat off?” demanded the man from the bank, squeezing his bonked nose.
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“I thought it was a flying badger,” she replied.

“BADGERS DON’T FLY!”

“All the more reason to shoot it! Now, who are you, you peculiar little fellow?”

“I am a bank manager. Your son…”

“Idiot son.”

“Idiot son, sorry, borrowed ten thousand pounds from the bank for his uni-shoe invention.”

“Terrible business!”

“It was a terrible business.”

“Yes, but I mean the terrible business was a terrible business!”

The man from the bank rolled his eyes as Old Lady Blunder turned her attentions to her son.

“No more of your madcap inventions, Bertie! They will be the ruin of us Blunders.”

“But—”

“NO BUTS, BOY!” snapped Old Lady Blunder before turning to the man from the bank. “So, what are you trying to tell us? And spit it out, man! I have flying badgers to hunt!”

“If the debt is not repaid, then in one month the bank will own Blunder Hall.”

“WHAT? This house has been in the Blunder family for hundreds, if not millions, of years!”

“Well, soon it won’t be! And here’s the proof!” he said, waving the document.

Instantly, it was snatched out of his hand by an ostrich, whose neck had twisted down from behind. The bird ate the piece of paper in one gulp.
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“SQUAWK!”

“Why is there an ostrich in your house?” asked the man from the bank.

“Cedric is our pet,” replied Bertie, patting the big bird on its back.

“Who has a pet OSTRICH?”

“We do,” said
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