

[image: Image Missing]
   
[image: Image Missing]
   
She has been on top of the world since the world-famous film director Steven Speedberg snapped her up to be his PR guru while he was making Black Beauty on Vince’s farm next door.

But when Mum finally skidded to a halt, looking like the bee’s knees when she got home from ‘the Big Smoke’, I knew something was up.

‘Is everyone home?’ she shouted in her ‘bossy’ voice.

[image: Image Missing]

‘Well, excuse you … haven’t we all when we can be bothered to be at home?’ I muttered to no one in particular – although Barkley was the only one listening in case I was offering steak.

[image: Image Missing]

Grandpa was watching the replay of that day’s horse racing. So, although he was ‘home’ in the technical sense, good luck to anyone wanting to do human interrelations with him.

Dad had actually got back from the Chequers just before Mum landed. As he seemed to have ants in his pants I think he’s ALSO planning to announce some [image: Image Missing] himself, but he isn’t doofus enough to clash with the PR monster machine that is my mother – he’d end up looking like one of those pheasants you see squashed on the side of the road if he tried to pull a stunt like that. So Dad was keeping schtum.

Harmony was curled up like Moggy, our ‘excessively impertinent’ cat, in one of Grandpa’s exploding armchairs, humming some [image: Image Missing] lyrics to herself.

Harold was making a mess in the kitchen and, as Dad says, ‘managing to appear quite intelligent at the same time as being a complete numpty’.

I just can’t get my head round how that works. I suppose it might be like pretending to do The Times crossword?

Vera, Grandpa’s pants-ironer, was hanging around like she does, even though she’d sorted his underwear out hours ago. She sticks to Grandpa like a [image: Image Missing]

So there was a full condiment* apart from Aunt Electra, who was probably doing some bohemian gallivanting stuff in the Chequers.


* CONDIMENT – herd of Hopkinsons.



‘We’re all ears,’ Dad told Mum once Harold had extracted his head from the microwave oven (never try this with anyone’s head).

‘Well, it’s all very exciting,’ Mum announced in her ‘guru’ voice.

‘This isn’t, like, some SWOT* thing again, is it? Because it’s, like, sooo basic and I’m sooo, like, not doing it,’ Harmony said from her armchair nest.


* SWOT – actually means ‘Strengths-Weaknesses-Opportunities-Threats’.
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Mum said.

[image: Image Missing]

Harold added in his [image: Image Missing] voice.

[image: Image Missing]

‘Just listen for one minute, will you? This is very exciting … and an amazing opportunity. OK, so I’ve been offered the job of EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR OF PR worldwide for Black Beauty.’

[image: Image Missing]

Mum’s eyebrows did their thing and took off into orbit in opposite directions.
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Dad said.

‘Amazing … well done. You deserve it. Isn’t that [image: Image Missing] children?’

‘[image: Image Missing] hurray, Mum! I can’t wait to see Mrs Chichester’s face when she hears about this … and Mrs Smartside’s!’ I cheered.

‘That’s, like … sooo cool, Mum,’ Harmony purred.

‘Events, dear boy, events,’ said Harold. Normally he gets a ‘shut up’ for that, but we were all excited for Mum – except Vera, of course, who just sniffed, and Grandpa, who hadn’t heard a word Mum had said.

‘Thanks,’ Mum replied, using her ‘PR’ voice – which means you know you haven’t heard the whole story.

‘The thing is … their main office is in New York.’
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‘How’s my little town mouse?’ she asked as she came in, whiffing nicely of sweet stuff like candyfloss and [image: Image Missing] as usual.
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Aunt Electra has been my soulmate since the family Hopkinson was shipwrecked (in a non-sea way) upon the rocks of Lower Goring – my lifeline in the troubled seas of the Chipping Topley area.

[image: Image Missing]

‘Haven’t you heard the news?’ I asked. ‘We’re about to be cast adrift AGAIN … and, if you think Chipping Topley is the back end of nowhere, try flipping New York, thank you very much.’

‘What are you talking about, Holly?’ Aunt Electra asked.

‘Excuse you … someone must have told you. Mum’s been offered a job in New York.’

[image: Image Missing]

‘Yes … and you don’t need to be a mathematical abacus to know it isn’t anywhere near York.’

‘Well, that’s a bit of a turn-up for the books … and a full circle in a way,’ Aunt Electra mused, not sounding alarmed enough by a long piece of chalk.

[image: Image Missing]

‘Oh … well – don’t you remember? – when I was a little bit younger than you, your Grandma Esme – who was my mother, of course – and Grandpa took me to New York for a couple of years.’
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‘Hmmm … well, as you’re about to find out, New York is an exciting place, but they do speak in riddles, like, “Have a nice day, sir,” which really means, “Go away.” And, “Is there anything else I can get for you, sir?” which means, “If you don’t give me a huge tip, you can get it yourself.”’

‘That sounds worse than trying to have a conversation with Vinnie.’

‘And they get their words muddled up. Some man told Grandma Esme that he liked her pants, so she knocked his block off.’

‘How did he know what sort of [image: Image Missing] Grandma was wearing?’

‘He didn’t. In New York they think trousers are called pants.’

‘So why were you all there if you weren’t on holiday?’

‘Well, of course Grandpa was trying to be an artist, so he painted some of the time … and Grandma and I used to hang out in clubs where she sang, sometimes all night.’

‘Aunt Electra … I’m beginning to get the feeling that you are kidding me,’ I said.

I know what my aunt’s like when she starts telling one of her stories.

‘Let’s not worry about it now, Holly,’ she replied – and off she popped to find something to eat in the farmyard for her breakfast.

So I have got a lot of thoughts crashing round my head like fireworks that some [image: Image Missing] has let off indoors – and there was me thinking that life around Chipping Topley was close to the edge of civilisation.

[image: Image Missing]

I sent Aleeshaa, my [image: Image Missing] London best friend (albeit slightly demoted at the moment), a text to alert her.

[image: Image Missing]

She came back to me pretty quickly, so I guess she’s found her phone and been waiting for me to get in touch.
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How [image: Image Missing] is that? Aleeshaa is already in therapy!
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‘You’ve been to New York, haven’t you, Dad?’ I asked in my ‘all-innocent’ voice.

[image: Image Missing]

he replied.

‘I’ve been looking on my iPad, and it seems to have a very nice park,’ I persisted.

‘Nice park? Nice for what?’ said Dad in his ‘snappy’ voice.

Dad seemed quite upset as he buried his noggin in Mrs Beeton’s cookery manual, so I decided to zip it, lock it and stick it in my pocket.

Harmony appeared, looking like she’d just slept backwards in a hedge. ‘This New York thing is just, like, sooo not OK … It’s, like, sooo basic …’ she protested.

And, of course, she was right because she will never, ever, ever see Stickly again if she has to move to New York, so it WILL NOT be a good move for her.
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So I got my [image: Image Missing] out and had a little chat with my elder sister.

‘Harmony … look at my [image: Image Missing] … It goes backwards and forwards, forwards and backwards … see?’
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‘Indeed … now listen to me very carefully …

[image: Image Missing]

I gave her ‘not particularly resistant head’ three doses of the verse.

‘Harmony … you’re going to be very sad if you and Stickly have to break up your [image: Image Missing] when we move to New York, aren’t you?’

[image: Image Missing]

‘So I suggest you set up one of your protest camps in the farmyard for Mum to see when she flits home from London … although don’t invite all those other whiffing social-media friends you’ve never met before this time.’

‘Like … that’s sooo right … You’re on it, Holly …’

‘Excellent. Harold might also be persuaded to join you. I, unfortunately, have to go and see a man about a dog, so Bob’s your uncle … and best of luck.’

[image: Image Missing]

Harmony confirmed.
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But, before Harold evacuated his scratcher (the bed that Harold shares with lots of bugs) and gave me a chance to nudge him in the right direction, Grandpa officially announced it was time for his racing manager (me) and him to go and visit the horses at trainer Vince’s farm.

We were greeted by Vinnie, Vince’s nephew; formerly an unknown monosyllabic rural urchin in Lower Goring, but now my [image: Image Missing] animal best friend and expert rider of Grandpa’s horses, Le Prince and Declan.

But, since I got him the job of being the stunt rider in Steven Speedberg’s blockbuster film Black Beauty, Vinnie is showing signs of getting his cart in front of his horse.

‘All riight?’ Vinnie asked, making no eye contact as usual. He must get sick of the sight of his shoes.

‘I’ve got some [image: Image Missing] Vinnie,’ I said in my ‘manager’s’ voice as soon as Grandpa had gone off to pat Le Prince. ‘We’re moving to New York … for ever.’

I was hoping that Vinnie would share my misery with me, but all I got was, ‘All riight,’ in his ‘thoughtful’ voice.

But then to my amazement Vinnie burst into a flurry of words.
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I know Vinnie is Vinnie, but I was hoping for some sort of sobbing breakdown on his part – but
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‘Is tha ’n Hollywood?’ Vinnie then asked – and I could see where he was going with that one straight away.

I know the film business is ruthless, but I never thought that I would just be a contract negotiator and a suit to Vinnie. Oh, life is a [image: Image Missing] bowl of chopped liver.
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I was NOT in the mood for picking up some scraps of solace from Declan, so I decided to go and find Daffodil. She is a sensitive creature – although hard in the middle – and she will be [image: Image Missing] that she is about to lose her
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There was, however, a price to pay for delivering such a shattering blow to the unsuspecting Daffodil – I was going to have to visit her mother’s shop!

I have tried to shield my memoir readers from the full horror of Charmian Chichester’s interior design shop, but it now appears that you and I are embarking on a long and cruel journey. We might as well start in the embroidered-candle department of her shop as anywhere else. It does not have a nice stink, thank you very MUCH.

So I was trying to hold my breath as I gave Daffodil the [image: Image Missing]

‘Daffodil … I’m not sure how to break this to you … but … well … the thing is … I am going to live in New York … probably for ever,’ I gasped, running out of breath.
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Daffodil blinked a bit – and I knew there was the possibility that she might faint – but all she said was, ‘That means you’re going to miss Bossy Bossom and Slinky Dave’s wedding. Don’t tell anyone because it’s a secret. Isn’t it exciting? I think I’m going to be a bridesmaid.’

Well, you could have knocked me over with a flying bouquet from five paces. It was just TYPICAL of my teacher to nick my thunder from under my feet on the day that I had such [image: Image Missing] to give Daffodil.
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And I can’t believe that I’M the last to hear about this – spit-spot [image: Image Missing] annoying, thank you [image: Image Missing]




[image: Image Missing]

[image: Image Missing]
   

* RENDITIONS – auditioning potential band members and then tearing them to pieces.



She’d made some DEADLY banners.
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And the one I like best:
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That is VERY clever of Harmony – she knows that if your surname begins with an A you go to the front of the queue on Ellis Island, and that’s where she’s got the idea from. So Mum has a bit of a surprise waiting for her when she comes pirouetting down the drive.

But you WILL NOT GUESS what that [image: Image Missing] Harold Hopkinson is doing today with Stickly.
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They’re renditioning new band members – today of all days, THANK YOU [image: Image Missing] MUCH.

If you believe in reinventing carnations, I think we can assume that in his former lives Harold was:


[image: Image Missing] Head gardener and busy hoeing his lettuces while it was raining flipping hard, and Noah was knocking up the Ark (quite a long time BC).

[image: Image Missing]

[image: Image Missing] In charge of recruiting gladiators to battle themselves to pieces in the Colosseum when Rome was being burned by the Great Fire (AD 64) and probably complaining that global warming was melting his sunblock.
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[image: Image Missing] Chief designer in a chocolate space rocket factory.
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I went stomping into the recording shed with my hands on my hips so that Harold knew I meant business.

‘Harold … why aren’t you supporting Harmony?’ I asked.

‘Events, dear boy, events … Chill out … [image: Image Missing] are going to straddle the pond. We’re going to make it on both sides of the Atlantic. Hey, meet Shovel. He’s signed up – locked and loaded – as our new band member.’

[image: Image Missing]

Shovel was a hairy creature with the stuff growing everywhere – masses of it on his head, but even more coming out of his nose and ears.

‘Hey,’ he said in what I assume is his ‘rock-and-roll’ voice.

‘And WHAT exactly do you do?’ I asked in my ‘band manager’ voice.

[image: Image Missing]

My eyeballs did what Mum’s eyebrows do when she’s being weird and [image: Image Missing] – I think that is genetic confirmation that a stork didn’t drop me off – and I made noises about me having final contract decisions around this recording shed.

[image: Image Missing]

was Shovel’s response again.

Anyway, the plates that are the spinning world of Holly Hopkinson were revolving fast round my head and smashing together.
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A text message arrived from Daffodil Chichester.
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Well, talk about dancing on my flipping grave, thank you very much.

[image: Image Missing]

I replied without using any stunted words or emojis.

I was furious, absolutely [image: Image Missing]

so I went to see Dad in the Chequers to cool off and find out what his [image: Image Missing] was that he hadn’t told us.

But, when I got to the pub, guess who was there, not minding themselves in public?

[image: Image Missing]

Bossy Bossom and her intended, school bus driver Slinky Dave.

I thought, Here we go. Me and my [image: Image Missing] can ‘kill two turkeys with one of Vera’s Christmas puddings’, as they say in Lithuania.

It wasn’t going to be the first time that I’d done a multiple-people [image: Image Missing] session – I just have to
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Keep Reading …

Read the first books in the HILARIOUS Holly Hopkinson series …

[image: Image Missing]  [image: Image Missing]

With a dash of magic and the occasional moment of mayhem, these are the memoirs of Holly Hopkinson, aged ten, except without any of the rubbish adults usually put in, thank you very much.

Click on the covers to read more.




BOOKS BY CHARLIE P. BROOKS

THE SUPER-SECRET DIARY OF HOLLY HOPKINSON:

THIS IS GOING TO BE A FIASCO!

A LITTLE BIT OF A BIG DISASTER!

JUST A TOUCH OF UTTER CHAOS!
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