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9 a.m.

So, it is hard to even know where to start. I wasn’t sure I was going to carry on with this journal when we went back to school. I started it in the summer holidays to write down all of the mayhem that seemed to be happening around me. I thought it might have calmed down by now, but I should have known better.


It is Saturday morning. And I have only just woken up. This weekend is throwing up a lot of problems. ALREADY.


The upstairs bathroom is still a NO-GO ZONE, which sadly also means a NO-SHOWER ZONE. This is a strict warning from my dad, who has been retiling it since ‘THE INCIDENT’ last weekend. Last night he put blue DO NOT ENTER tape around the doorway to stop anyone from entering. Like it is some kind of crime scene. Maybe it is … 
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And then there is the SMALL issue of … THE LOST SNAKE. I’ll come back to that in a second.


Both situations are causing chaos in the Drew household. And it is quite a lot to deal with THIS early.


At the moment, my mum is forming a line of one in the hallway for the downstairs toilet. But Troy is in there, trying to fit his hair in the hand basin to wash it. It could be a long wait. There is A LOT of hair. My brother has a hair OBSESSION.
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Mum doesn’t even need to use the toilet but wants to bleach it. She thinks that a fully disinfected house will put the lost snake off making its next home anywhere near her. I’m not sure she has any evidence to back her theory up, but nevertheless she has used FOUR WHOLE bottles of Domestos since we heard about the snake situation yesterday afternoon.





And now my dad is outside in his swimming trunks taking what he is calling a ‘natural shower’. Which basically means … standing in the rain.
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‘I think this is my best idea yet, Troy,’ I heard my dad shouting in through the window to the downstairs toilet.


I suspect that is unlikely. And anyway, Troy can’t reply because he is in there face down in the sink, which is filled with water and a hundred hair products.


To be fair, I do give my dad credit for his persistence. He’s been in the garden covered in shower gel for an hour now. Which the cold drizzle is just not washing off. He is like one big (SHIVERING) cloud of foam.


‘I’m not sure we even need to fix the upstairs bathroom,’ he carried on. I think his teeth were chattering now. ‘Maybe I’ll just turn it into a home gym.’


It turned out Troy could hear after all. Dad’s latest suggestion that the upstairs bathroom may never reopen was enough to raise him (and his hair) up from the plughole.
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‘Dad!’ he said. ‘You have got to get it fixed. I need the shower back. Like ASAP. I have almost drowned down here three times this week.’


And then Troy emerged from the downstairs bathroom wearing a snorkel.
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3 p.m.

The first the neighbours knew about the snake was when my mum almost broke the sound barrier as she sprinted across the road SCREAMING, my little brother on her hip. I saw her out of the kitchen window. She was moving so fast and was shouting so loudly that I think she almost created a SONIC BOOM as she burst through our front door. My best friend Priya and her dad came straight round from next door thinking there must have been some kind of explosion.


And while an explosion wouldn’t be that out of the ordinary in the Drew house, the actual truth was much MUCH worse …


My mum had taken my younger brother (known as ‘the Prune’ because he looked like a cute, wrinkly piece of dried fruit when he was born) across the road to play with his friend Arjun, from nursery.


According to my mum they had been happily playing hide-and-seek in the kitchen while she chatted to Arjun’s mum, when Arjun said, ‘Mummy, there is a snake under the sink.’


But since we all live on a housing estate just off the ring road, rather than in the Amazon rainforest, no one took any notice.


But Arjun wasn’t giving up. And then the Prune joined in.


‘Mummy, come and look in the cupboard. Its eyes are made of black marbles.’
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Arjun’s mum smiled and rolled her eyes at my mum and they decided to humour them and look in the cupboard. Which is where they came face to face with a 6ft-long PYTHON curled around the U-bend.


Arjun’s mum was calmer than mine about it though. She lifted Arjun up, slammed the cupboard door shut, wedged it closed with a 24-pack multi-mix bag of crisps and masking tape, then ran out of the house after my mum. Now, is it just me? But I was worried about the crisps . . . I think they might have been a bad idea. Surely a heavy chair might have been more effective and less likely to provide a tasty snack to a massive reptile that may not have eaten in a while. Couldn’t it just eat through the packet???


Then my dad called the fire brigade. I wasn’t sure whether it was to ask for help with the snake or my mum. She was now racing round our house checking for more snakes and leaving behind her the kind of devastation you might expect from a MINOR NATURAL disaster.


My mum hadn’t calmed down by the time the fire brigade arrived either. She had gone a step further and ‘snake-proofed’ herself (her words) and was wearing a wetsuit that she had borrowed from Priya’s dad last summer, with a pair of wellies that she had sealed at the top with Sellotape.


By this stage the whole street was gathering outside Arjun’s house to watch the snake rescue. They didn’t have to wait long.


A firefighter emerged, eating a bag of prawn cocktail crisps, to announce that the snake was NO LONGER under the sink.


Everyone breathed a sigh of relief.


‘Where is it then?’ asked my dad. ‘Can we see it?’


But it seemed that everyone had slightly misunderstood because the firemen replied, through a mouthful of crisps, ‘No idea. But I doubt it has gone far!’


Not the answer anyone was hoping for.


If my mum hadn’t been held bolt upright by a stiff wetsuit and a pair of wellies, I think she would have keeled over in shock.
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