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They went to sea in a Sieve, they did,

In a Sieve they went to sea;

In spite of all their friends could say,

On a winter’s morn, on a stormy day.

In a Sieve they went to sea!

And when the Sieve turned round and round,

And everyone cried, ‘You’ll all be drowned!’

They called aloud, ‘Our Sieve ain’t big,

But we don’t care a button, we don’t care a fig,

In a Sieve we’ll go to sea.’

Far and few, far and few,

Are the lands where the Jumblies live;

Their heads are green, and their hands are blue,

And they went to sea in a Sieve.

 

from ‘The Jumblies’ by Edward Lear





CHAPTER ONE

The Darren Project

All right, then, I am not going to begin with a whole lot of boring explanations about who I am and what age I am and what my family is like and all that stuff, because I happen to think you can work it out for yourself, as a matter of fact, and if you couldn’t be bothered, well then, that’s your own business and maybe you would be happier reading a different book.

So in my class we have to learn a new word every day and write down what it means. It is called Word of the Day and the teacher chooses the best one each day and the person who wrote it sticks it up on a special Word Board we have in the classroom, and today I won (I often do, as a matter of fact) and this is what I wrote:
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If I was allowed to do two Words of the Day, I’d do ‘tresses’ as well as ‘maiden’. Tresses are hair that is long and golden and beautiful. It has nothing to do with trees, which is what Darren Hoey pretends to think it means. Being a boy, Darren thinks he has to make a joke of everything to do with girls. A lot of boys are like that, even the not-so-stupid ones. That is the thing about life.

That is the thing about boys anyway. They make it hard for girls to be nice about them. It must be tough being a boy. They always seem to have to diss girl things, which is stupid because girl things are lovely, as a matter of fact, and boy things are mostly scuffling and tracksuits and horrible haircuts, which are unlovely. I think maybe they are not very happy, boys. I lent Darren my hippo- shaped pencil-rubber once because he’d lost his and he wouldn’t use it because it was pink. It wasn’t even pink, it was more red that had got a bit old.

‘I am going to win Darren Hoey over,’ I told Caroline O’Rourke, aka COR, one day after school. COR is my best friend in all the world since we were four years old. ‘You mark my words,’ I went on. ‘I’ll have him eating out of—’

‘Over what?’ she said. ‘A barrel?’

Sometimes I wonder what language they speak in COR’s house. You can’t win someone over a barrel.

‘Over to our side,’ I said. ‘That’s my plan. I’m going to call it the Darren Project.’

‘You mean, the girls’ side? I don’t think Miss Lucey would like that. Boys aren’t allowed in the girls’ toilets.’

‘I never said anything about toilets, you dumb-cluck,’ I said. ‘I mean the side of the angels.’

‘We’re not angels,’ said COR. ‘I wouldn’t want to be either. Angels are soppy.’ She wrinkled her nose.

I sighed. I do love COR. She has a good heart. But she can be hard work, and she is very keen on things not being soppy. I have to watch my step with her.

The reason I call her COR is that those are her initials and COR suits her better than Caroline, in my personal opinion, because that sounds like a queen or something. COR definitely is not queenly. I mean, she wears her hair in bunches. Who ever heard of a queen with bunches?

COR is really good at soccer. I am not really good at soccer. I am really good at Word of the Day. Because of the soccer, COR has to go off after school and pant and get muddy, and I don’t, so it is not exactly that football is coming between us, but we are not in the same place at the same time all that often is all. So when we do get a chance to be together, I like to be extra nice to her. I am good at that too. I am super-nice, as a matter of fact.

We are good friends, me and COR, and we bake together on Saturdays. We make apple tarts for the grown-ups and we make chocolate muffins for us. We do not make cupcakes because I will not eat a turquoise thing. Especially not if there are chocolate muffins, which there always are because we make them. (Clever, eh?)

I suppose she is right about angels being soppy, but on the plus side, they get to have tresses. I think tresses would be cool. When I was younger, my hair was blond. Well, OK, it was fair. But now it’s gone kind of blah-brown (that’s what Gemma calls it, she talks that way sometimes), no good at all for tresses. Gemma is my big sister, by the way. I mean, way big. She thinks she knows everything. She does not know everything.

‘The Darren Project, I am calling it,’ I told COR again.

‘What are you talking about?’

‘This thing about Darren Hoey. I am going to make him do one nice thing for a girl before the end of this term, if it kills me.’

‘It probably will kill you,’ said COR.

I would like a nice funeral, in that case, with singing and flowers. But I didn’t say that to COR in case it was too soppy.
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