
MY FIRST STEP TOWARDS 
AWESOMENESS

Here we go, the first entry in my Journal of 

Awesomeness.

If I’m going to get us out of this mess, I’m 

going to have to become an entrepre . . . an 

enterpun . . . a businessman. Or at least, Dad is. 

If I can get an idea off the ground, then get Dad 

involved, there’s no reason we can’t succeed. Plus, 

as a side-effect, it would get him out of his slump.

It didn’t get off to the best start. Dad was all 

‘Leave me alone’ and ‘I’m not interested’ and ‘For 

God’s sake, it’s 7 a.m. on a Saturday morning’.

When he’d finally got up and had his morning 

coffee, I tried again.

‘I’m serious, Dad,’ I said. ‘This idea couldn’t 

possibly go wrong.’

Dad didn’t look up from his paper, where he 

was blackening the Prime Minister’s teeth with 

a stubby pencil he’d nicked from Argos. ‘Shows 

what you know, son,’ he said. ‘Everything can go 
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wrong. And in my experience, it will.’

My stomach twisted. It’s weird seeing Dad so 

low. He would never dismiss stuff out of hand 

before . Dad always put a million per cent into 

everything. I remember when we were on holiday 

and he bought us a dinghy for the beach and 

wrote SS Smallhouse on the side of it. I mean, yeah, 

he went a bit too far when he smashed a bottle of 

champagne on the side and burst it, but that’s not 

the point.

‘No, listen,’ I said. ‘I had this idea just yesterday. 

See, the offy always has a Choc of the Week, which 

they sell for 20p each. I say we go in, buy all of 

them, then sell them on for full price .’

Dad sighed. ‘So we make a 30p profit on each 

bar?’

I nodded.

‘And how many bars do they usually stock?’

‘About twenty.’

Dad looked up from his paper for the first time . 

His eyes were as baggy as the swimming trunks I 

was promised I would grow into.

‘We’d make six pounds a week,’ he said. ‘I don’t 
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think I’ll give up the day job just yet.’

Mum slid her bowl of cereal onto the table and 

sat down. ‘Come on, Brian, be nice . That’s a lovely 

idea, Freddie . It shows an enterprising spirit.’

‘Thanks,’ I said. ‘I learned it from Chuck 

Willard.’

Dad groaned and called you a ‘daft old horse-

faced huckster’, but I ignored him. He’ll come 

around eventually.

Uncle Barry, who until now had been sitting 

silently, cutting coupons for wiener schnitzels out 

of a magazine, decided to speak up.

‘Do not even think about starting that 

business, Frederick,’ he droned, in a voice that 

sounded like he permanently had tissue wedged 

up his nose . ‘If you do, you will be contravening 

Tammerstone Borough Council Business 

Regulations Section 25, Paragraph 6, and I will 

have no choice but to issue you with a £30 fine .’ 

Dad threw his tiny pencil down. ‘So that’s how 

you carry on not fixing potholes, is it, Barry? You 

fine kids?’

Uncle Barry pointed at Dad with his coupon-
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snipping scissors. ‘The law is the law, Brian. One 

must always be diligent in life . If you had, perhaps 

you wouldn’t be in your current situation.’

‘Anyway,’ Mum chirped, probably sensing that 

something was going to kick off. ‘What’s everyone 

up to today? They’re showing a Bond film on TV 

this afternoon.’

‘That’s it,’ Dad barked, scraping his chair as he 

stood up. ‘I’m going out.’

‘But Brian, you’re still in your onesie,’ said 

Mum.

Dad yelled ‘Whatever’, then stomped out of 

the house, slamming his tiger tail in the front 

door in the process. 

CHUCK’S PEP TALK
 
When you’re a leader, you have to take care of your men.  

If one of your troops is off message, you have to inject them with an 

emergency dose of  AWESOMENESS .  

BAM!  Straight into the heart.  

LEGAL NOTE: This is a metaphor. Do not inject anyone without their permission.
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I pulled on my trainers and ran after Dad. He was 

halfway up the road by the time I caught up with 

him.

‘Is it OK if I come with you?’ I asked him.

He side-eyed me and said, ‘OK. I don’t know 

why you’d want to spend time with an old loser 

like me, though.’

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, Chuck. 

My dad isn’t a loser, he’s just unlucky, that’s all. 

That was when I had an idea.

‘Shall we go for a game of mini golf?’ I said. We 

always used to go there and Dad loved it. Once 

we’d had a quick round of that, Dad would be 

up for joining me on the road to Awesomeness, I 

knew it.

Half an hour later, he was whacking a giant 

plaster clown with his club.

‘I always used to get a hole-in-one here,’ he 

cried. ‘What’s happening to me?’

I looked at our score card. I was beating him. 

And I was eight over par, too.

‘It’s all right, Dad,’ I said. ‘It’s not the winning, 

it’s the taking part that counts.’
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‘Stop trying to make me feel less of a loser, 

son,’ said Dad. ‘I know you mean well, but we 

have to face facts.’

‘Smallhouse, is that you?’

Dad screwed his eyes shut and turned around. 

It was Malvern Pope, a bloke he used to work 

with at the insurance company. When Dad left, 

he was promoted to manager. With him was his 

son, Malvern Pope Junior, the most popular kid 

in my year. Since we sold our house and moved in 

with Uncle Barry, he’s been winding me up all the 

time, calling me names like ‘Tramp Boy’ and ‘Bin 

Dipper’ and ‘Smallhouse from the small house’. 

They were wearing matching jogging gear.

‘Hello, Malvern,’ Dad mumbled. ‘Fancy seeing 

you here .’

‘Sorry to hear about the antiques shop, old 

sport,’ said Malvern Senior. ‘It’s like I told you—

not everyone likes crumbly old stuff as much as 

you do. Nice outfit, by the way.’

Dad looked down as if he was surprised he was 

wearing the onesie, then blushed. ‘This is, um, 

actually more of an around-the-house thing.’
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Malvern Junior put his hand to his mouth to stop 

his laughs and with his other, took his phone out of 

his arm holster and snapped a quick photo of Dad.

‘Things are better than ever at 

MorganKemptonSchneffleBerger,’ said Malvern Sr. 

‘Just got a nice little bonus in the old pay packet.’

‘Isn’t that something?’ Dad grizzled.

 ‘Yep,’ Malvern went on. ‘That £20k will come in 

handy when the new Merc is on the market.’

I could actually hear Dad grinding his teeth.  

That could have been our bonus. And our Merc. 

‘Great,’ said Dad. ‘Well, I’ll see you around, 

Malvern.’

‘Yeah,’ said Malvern Sr. ‘Hey, if you ever fancy 

a round of the real stuff, I’m a member of the 

Country Club, so I could get you in. Probably best 

not to dress like Tigger though, eh?’

Then he and Idiot Jr laughed and jogged away.

‘So,’ I said to Dad, trying to ignore what had  

just happened. ‘What shall we do now?’

Dad ran his hands down his face . ‘I think I  

might go to bed and never get up.’
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CHUCK’S PEP TALK
Remember: If Plan A doesn’t work out, make sure you have  

a Plan B. If Plan B doesn’t work out, make sure you have a  

Plan C. Keep going ’til you reach the end of the Awesome 

Alphabet, buddy!
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