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  What’s Up?


  It was like this: when I came home from the camp everyone at home swooped down on me to ask What it was like, How it had been, Tell us everything!


  I generally know what’s happened, I just don’t like it if they keep asking me about it.


  So I said, “Alright”.


  But they just kept at me, why was it they had to extract every word with a pair of pliers, why can’t I just say what it was like?


  I said, “Good.”


  But that wasn’t enough for them.


  “Show yourself, now! Let’s take a look at you, I haven’t seen you for a million years!” said Mum, because she loves exaggerating.
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  “Come on then, let’s hear all about it, where’s you been, what did you see?” asked Dad, as if he didn’t know I’d been to Balatonszabadi-Sóstó, where he’d been, too.


  “What did you bring me?” asked Little Bruv, tugging at me, because he’s never interested in who’s come but what they’ve brought.


  So I gave him the sailing boat made out of a shell to keep him happy, but he just said it wasn’t worth spending money on. Lucky that Zombie, who made it for me as a present, didn’t hear.


  “What would you like to eat, darling?” asked Grandma, because she always thinks I’m hungry.


  “What would you like to eat, darling?” asked Grandma, because she always thinks I’m hungry.


  So she put whatever there was down in front of me, and I began to eat. I hate it when people watch me eat, but everyone did. Thank goodness Little Bruv soon got bored.


  “You just eat, dearie, I can imagine what the food was like there!” sighed Grandma, because she thought I hadn’t eaten for two weeks.


  But if she had really been able to imagine she’d have sighed deeper. Because it was good, even though we’d cooked it.


  Now Mum and Dad wouldn’t even have minded if I had spoken with my mouth full, because they were forever asking were you cold, did you get sunstroke, did it rain much, was I sunburnt, and were there enough blankets, lots of mosquitoes, could you sleep, could you get up, could you go swimming?


  I nodded my head in reply because if I’d shaken it I couldn’t have eaten my soup.


  “Could you wash properly?” asked Grandma, who is always interested in the most impossible things.


  I had to think a little over this one, but then I remembered that Bunder went to have a shower every night in that stupid striped dressing-gown, so I said yes, you could, and carried on eating.


  When I’d eaten everything there was, I hunted out the back issues of the sports pages, because I wanted to know what had happened over the past two weeks; then the TV mag, because I wanted to know what I’d missed on the telly; then my football, because I was curious to see whether it had gone flat; and then my date seed on the balcony, to see if it had grown. It hadn’t.


  And then I hunted out my small change, and asked for another two coins, and ran down to the telephone box in the street, and called Joe to find out what was up, and when was the first day of school, and was Chris staying or really leaving, and I told him all my news, about the heading championship and the competition where we got points deducted, and when we went sailing and Chip fell in the water, and the penalty I scored, and the stew and the alarm practice and the thunderstorm, but I couldn’t tell him about the watermelon because I ran out of coins. And that was the best bit.
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  By the time I got home everyone was watching Episode V of the series, but I wasn’t interested because I hadn’t seen the first four, so I went into Little Bruv’s room, to find out what it had been like, because he’d been on holiday with Aunty Helen.


  Little Bruv said “Alright,” and went back to his book, because he’s such a dummy you can’t talk to him.
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