
‘Let’s go, Butthead,’ I say to Dad. 

We are in our flat. It is Sunday morning and we 

have just got up. We have not even had breakfast 

yet, but we are ready for action.

‘My name’s not Butthead,’ says Dad. He is not 

angry – a corner of his mouth is smiling. So are his 

eyes. Dad is easy-going. That is what Aunty Faber 

always says. 

‘You’re too easy-going, Fillmore!’  

she says. ‘You sleep in all day. You don’t care about 

anything.’

Aunty Faber has arrived already. She is on 

the couch having her morning coffee. She 

has woken us up. She thinks we should have  

been awake before nine o’clock. She does not like 

standing in the corridor for twenty minutes, bang-

ing on the security door. 

‘I care about a lot of things,’ says Dad.

H e  l o o k s  a r o u n d  a n d  s p o t s  m e .  

gut-barging word find

Wow, you have already finished the first chapter.  

You must be a reading maniac. You must be  

a reading lunatic. You must be a reading psycho!  

That is a good thing. 
You deserve a reward – an End of Chapter Reward. 

This is the first one. It is a Gut-Barging Word Find.  

I made it quite hard. Some words go backwards.  

Some even go on an angle.
When you are done, the letters you have not used 

make up two secret words. They are very rude words  

that should never be said to any adult. 
Except my dad. And only by me.

I am near the couch trying to shove a pillow into 

my T-shirt. Dad rushes over and grabs me around the 

tummy. The pillow falls to the floor.

‘Dad!’ I say. He does not notice that I am 

annoyed.

‘I care about my little family,’ says Dad. ‘Don’t I, 

Joshy?’ 

‘Yeah, right,’ I say.

Dad tickles me. I laugh. ‘Okay, okay,’ I say.

I giggle. I chuckle. I need to stop laughing, but 

I cannot. I am laughing like crazy, but there is no 

noise coming out. That is because there is no breath 

going in. 

‘Dad!’ I yell. ‘You’re killing me!’ 

Dad stops. I breathe in, then out, then in again. 

It is great to have oxygen back in my lungs. I love 

oxygen.

Dad messes my hair. I smile and pick up my  

pillow. I see his ear and cannot help myself. I whack 

Secret  words: _  _  _    _  _  _

So that is your first reward. I hope you liked it. There 
is another one waiting for you at the end of the next 
chapter. But right now we need to get back to my story.  
I cannot wait to tell you the next bit. It is about soccer,  
a very special kind of soccer . . . 
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Words:

barging
Bernie
bump

dizzy
fat
guts
inside

Johnny
knee
meet
out

pillow
pound
ram
ring

Turk
woodpecker


