Cooh, 1 hope you're back, because the
story’s starting up again and [ wouldn't want
you to miss any of it.

Atter the looooong silence, the Boggart
..i."i.li.l.'l{ _I{:IL': : [t 'I:'l.'ﬂl.]ll.'] r:l,t i'lL" tl'l..]l: }";'".] WLre -'l.Et'L'T a
reward, would ic?

"“What reward ? ;L:»:Iu:t”ur, who didn't read
newspapers.

‘Nothing, nothing ar all, said the Boggarr,
ewirling his tail charmingly and lying through
his teeth.

(Serry to Fnup intermupting, but that is 3 shange
F'hlr-iir. ik it Hew else can o tell & Lie, exCepl
I;hrmﬂ]n ol teath? Linless you are wriling, of
Course, 45 | am daing .. )

*So can you help? asked Joe, gloomily.

Well. as it h.ll?l]'lt,!n.‘i., Ican and I can't) said
the E{jﬁ:a r't, I;:rr:,'[ing about in his riucksack.
He then drew out a scroll and waved it in front
l:Jl:I]l:J-L'..li bace. .T-::H: wrinkled his nose.

“Ie smells of socks.
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“Socks¥ snarled the Boggart, "Socks? Ie's
made of finest green cheese, Hattened paper-thin
by water butfaloes. [ keep it in my rucksack to
save it from mice.)

Joe held his nose and pl:l_':n:lj at the seroll.
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The search you furve ﬁqj;urr MLy MEvEr end,
Saddest 15 fe who never finds a_friend.

Man looks for happiness but, trufy, what

Is better than what ke s already got? i
Behind, above, below, you lpok and look, =
The ey ts in the pages of this ook, I
Roumd every comer you may find a clue.
Door after door MAY open, just for you
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‘Forgive me tor saying so, bur that's not very
helptul, said Joe.
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Statiﬁhe.rH Is Never Statiﬂharﬂ

H_\-‘ Morris Gleitzman

‘Comc on, borh of vou, said Mum. "We'll be lare. Jack,
switch that game off and get your shoes on. If we don't
|1::|;1.'r.: S0, 1 -|.-.-.|-|;|'|'|; h-l. wl::-r't]'l g\ﬂil'lg.l

It mever worth going, thoughe Jack gloomily. Big

fannily ger-togethers shonld be fanned.

While he tied his shoes, Jack imagined a world
without Christmas, Easter, hi:rl|1|:]:t'!.'~.. COgAZCmCns,
weddings, babics, anniversaries, funcrals, public holidays,
exam results, holiday videos, new houses, overseas wips,
footy grand finals and hearing abour people’s operations,

Heaven.

Because char would be a world where big familics
wouldn't have any reason o get rogether. And
innocent dads wouldn't feel like losers just because of

r!n:i rp vhis,

‘Amazing, said Dad, still on the couch gazing at
his laprop. “There's a company in Japan thar makes
teflon-coared staples.

‘Archie, Mum said vo him, her voice loud wich
cxasperation, “We'll be lave.

'Dio we have o gD ¥ gaid II.II.:'I'E. to Mum, like he
.1.|'.1.'.1.}.~\. did.

“Yes, said Mum, like she always did. "Uncle Pete
wants us all vo see his new home entertainment set-up,
Plus it’s Aunty Sue’s birthday tomorrow, my cousin
Niall’s just back from Venezucla, Aunty Anthea wants
us to meet her new boyfriend and we have wo walk about
where we're going to have Christmas. Archie, if you
don't swirch thar computer off, I'll brain vou with ic.’

In the car on the way there, Jack felr miserable like
he always did when he and Mum and Dad got rogether
with the rest of the family.

Then he made 2 vow

This time he'd ory even harder. This time he'd do it
This time he'd make the rest of the family respect
Drad's job.

In che driver's sear, Dad rurned o My, " You know

what this means, he said.
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