e

ky we

v
o]
z
v
<
o

.Ic""lll'l"l'll"l

MICHAEL WAGNER

ILLUSTRATED BY GUS GORDON



MICHAEL WAGNER

ILLUSTRATED BY GUS GORDON

Puffin Books



PUFFIN BOOKS

Published by the Penguin Group
Penguin Group (Australia)
250 Camberwell Road
Camberwell, Victoria 3124, Australia
(a division of Pearson Australia Group Pty Ltd)
Peniguin Group (USA} Inc.
375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014, USA
Penguin Group (Canada)
90 Eglinton Avenue East, Suite 700,
Toronto, ON M4P 2Y3 Canada
(a division of Pearson Penguin Canada Inc.)
Penguin Books Ltd
80 Strand, London WC2R ORL, England
Penguin Ireland
25 St Stephen’s Green, Dublin 2, Ireland
(a division of Peniguin Books Ltd)
Penguin Books India Pvt Ltd
11, Community Centre, Panchsheel Park, New Delhi -110 017, India
Penguin Group (NZ)
67 Apollo Drive, Rosedale, North Shore 0632, New Zealand
(a division of Pearson New Zealand Ltd)
Penguin Books (South Africa) (Pty) Ltd
24 Sturdee Avenue, Rosebank, Johannesburg 2196, South Africa

Penguin Books Ltd, Registered Offices: 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England
First published by Penguin Group (Australia), 2009
13579108642

Text copyright © Michael Wagner, 2009
Hllustrations copyright ® Gus Gordon, 2009

The moral right of the author and illustrator has been asserted.

All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this
publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any
form or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise), without the
prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

Text and cover design by Adam Laszczuk @ Penguin Group (Australia)

Cover illustration by Gus Gordon
Typeset in 11/17 pt Stone Serif
Printed in Australia by McPherson’s Printing Group, Maryborough, Victoria

National Library of Australia
Cataloguing-in-Publication data:

‘Wagner, Michael, 1964-.
The Undys: one wacky week / Michael Wagner;
illustrator, Gus Gordon.
ISBN 978 0 14 3304128
Fathers and sons — Juvenile fiction.
Gordon, Gus

AB23.4

puffin.com.au



This book is for everyone who

celebrates public housing week.




Dear AweSome PerSon aml Reader (’rhéhs you)

Yes, ‘Hne rumours are true. 1 haVe Wruﬁ'en a whole new

book andyou are lnoldmg "l Th:s one is so full of ac‘hon,

one book bquamehowI InaVe done it. Phew’

A” |you need to know 1‘0 Iane ﬂne besfﬂm readlng

this S‘l‘ory IS

1) The Undys are Dad and me. I am Jos‘h Undy anJ Dad is

Fillmore Undy, Only eVeryone ca||s him Phil - except

for Aun’ry Faber. She S’nll ca”s h;m Fn”more

2) Dad is the besfdad inthe hu;“l‘ory o'F the universe — even

'Haougln Tam a tiny, weeny bit rucle 1‘0 him sometimes.

3) Dad’s 9|r'frlend ls ca”ed Amy Slﬂe ls lﬂls firstever

9:rh‘r|end 5mce mum clued They haVe been fogeﬂaer

'For three mon’rhs, saI am used fo her now.

) Tlms book has‘ an End of Chap‘!’er Reward Scheme But

you ¢ do no’r have 1’0 Wrrl'e inthe book to do each rewatrd.

My frnend I"\ucl«nael Wagner, has pufﬂqem on his website:

WWW. mlchaelwagner com.av

Now itis 1’|me 1'0 s‘i‘ar‘l‘ readmg Go for 11" I hope you have

'H«oe besf‘ﬂm you! have ever had with a book inyour hands!

From yourt fnend JQ&h utclu (thatis me) e
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‘Have you ever heard anything so amazing,
Butthead?’ I ask Dad.

Dad shakes his head in wonder. ‘Not in
all my living days,’ he says.

‘He’s a genius,’ I say, staring at
the giant man on the stage.

‘He’d give Einstein a run
for his money,’ agrees Dad.

The man we are talking
about is Oscar Cramp. He
has just given a talk to all the

people in our flats. His talk was I
awesome. But what else would i
you expect from the World’s =

Seventh Strongest Man? %
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‘What a marvellous start to Public Housing Week!’
announces Duncan through the microphone on
stage at the Town Hall.

Duncan is our Scottish friend from the third floor.
He may be old, but he is still excellent at talking
to crowds of people through a microphone. It was
Duncan’s idea for Oscar to come and talk to us
tonight.

‘Please put your hands together one more time for
Oscar Cramp!’ shouts Duncan.

Dad and I jump to our feet and clap so hard our
palms start to hurt. Beside us, our friends Summer
and Daniel jump up as well. Then everyone gives
Oscar Cramp a standing ovation.
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Up on the stage, Oscar Cramp lifts his massive
arms and waves to the crowd. He beams. So do we.
It is a thrill to be here. And it is an awesome start to
Public Housing Week, just like Duncan said.

Public Housing Week is a special time for all of us
who live in public housing. Every year it starts with
a talk by someone famous like Oscar Cramp. Then it
ends on Sunday with a Family Fun Day.

The clapping is dying down, so Duncan and
Oscar step off the stage. Oscar instantly gets mobbed
by everyone asking for his autograph. They shove
all sorts of things in front of him to sign: scraps of
paper, notepads, a T-shirt (with someone still in it),
a person'’s left cheek.

Duncan squeezes through the crowd and comes
over to us.

Dad shakes his hand and says, ‘He was excellent,
Duncan. Just brilliant.” He pats Duncan on the back.
I do too.

‘Tknew he’d be great,
says Duncan. ‘Just look at
him. What a specimen.

N % /

W= Eh
ST AL

@ “—6) \"/L)

3} ‘ﬁ /L\_




He’s a giant. A powerhouse!” Duncan suddenly looks
all dreamy. ‘I was like Oscar once,’ he says. ‘1 was
a powerhouse too, when I was young. I could carry
half a cow up two flights of stairs in thirty seconds.
Thirty! Twenty-eight with the wind behind me, If
only I could be like that again.
If only we could
turn back the
clock, hey Phil.’
He nudges Dad.
‘Wouldn't it be
nice to be in
your thirties
again, like
Oscar Cramp?’
Dad nods in agreement, which is a
bit odd because Dad is in his thirties. I guess he is

\ just being polite to his old friend.
o We both love Duncan. He has

taught us so much: how to gut
barge, and toe wrestle, and even
mud snorkel. We owe Duncan
everything.
And now we owe Oscar
Cramp everything, t0o, because
in the last hour he has taught
us how to get all the things you




ever want in life. He has
explained all about setting (
goals and reaching them | s
and then having the best & y
life ever. Z

He said all you have to

do is imagine something you
really, really, really want. Then you
just write it down on a piece of paper
and call it ‘My Goal’. After that, all
you have to do is read your goal twice
a day - first thing every morning and Y O
last thing every night — and before you — -/
know it, that thing you really, really, /\\/ \
really want will be yours! )

It worked for Oscar Cramp. He wanted to be the
world’s strongest man, so he wrote that down on
a piece of paper and read it twice every day. Then,
one day, he was the world’s strongest man! Well, the
seventh strongest — but that is pretty close. And he
would have won the finals of the World’s Strongest
Man Competition if his leg had not cramped up
when he was pulling a bus along a street!

Anyway, I believe in Oscar Cramp and I am going
to set my own goal. All T have
to do is think of something
I really, really, really want,

|
¢

-




and then I will be ready

\ to start. I try to think
\ of something, but it

is not easy. I already
have most of the

things I want.
Or maybe I am
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just not able to concentrate
because Lam, who is only four and lives on the
third floor, is trying to push Oscar Cramp over. She
is trying from every angle. I do not know why Lam
thinks a tiny little four-year-old could shove over
the World’s Seventh Strongest Man. Silly Lam. You
would have to be much bigger to push Oscar over.
And much stronger. And more clever. ..

Hang on a minute! That is it. That is what I really,
really, REALLY want to do!

I turn to Dad and say, ‘I want to tackle him.’

‘Who?’ asks Dad.

‘Oscar Cramp.’

‘Good one, Joshy-boy,’ laughs Dad. ‘You want to
tackle the World’s Seventh Strongest Man?’

Inod.

Dad stops laughing. ‘You want to tackle a man
who pulls buses along streets?’

‘Yes.

‘You want to tackle a man who can lift



a whole car onto his
shoulders then walk
along a race track?’
asks Dad.

‘Yes.’

‘You want to tackle
a man who -’

‘YES!” I say,
interrupting Dad. He knows

exactly what I want to do.
Dad looks at Oscar. He looks at me.

He looks at Oscar again. He thinks for a moment.

Then he shakes his head and says, ‘Yeah, me too.’

=)

‘Excuse me, Mr Cramp,’ I call out.

Dad and I are weaving through the crowd so we
can speak to the giant man. He looks up. His face
is amazing up close. He looks

a bit like a troll, but with

kind blue eyes.

‘Yes, young man,’ he
booms. His voice is half
gentle and half scary,

sort of like a teddy bear

with fangs.




‘Well,’ I say, ‘I was thinking ...’

I stop talking. I am too nervous to speak. It is not
every day you get to talk to the World’s Seventh
Strongest Man. I gulp and try again. ‘It’s just that .

I was wondering . .

‘Did you have a questlo
tiger?’ asks Oscar, softly. ‘You
don’t have to be nervous
around me. I'm just like
everyone else —
only stronger.’

Oscar’s voice

7

is so friendly, my

nerves melt away.
‘Iwould like to tackle
you,” [ say. ‘And so
would my Dad.’
Oscar stops signing a
girl’s arm. A big smile crawls across

his face. ‘That’s interesting,’” he says. ‘No one’s been
brave enough to tackle me in years. But it might be
a little dangerous with all these people around.’

I hold up my hand. ‘I'll sort that out, Mr Cramp.’
Then I yell, ‘Everyone, listen up!’ Everyone goes quiet.
‘Make a circle! We're having a tackling game!’

There is a lot of excited chattering and shuffling,
and soon Dad, Oscar Cramp and I are standing inside
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a big, empty circle surrounded by our friends. Oscar
smiles from ear to ear. Even his smile is muscly. And
his ears.

‘There’s enough room now, Mr Cramp,’ I say.

‘So there is, sport,’ says Oscar, looking impressed.
Then he points his thumb at Dad and asks, ‘Is this
your old man?’

‘That’s him,’ I reply.

‘He wants to tackle me too, does he?’

‘Yep,’ I answer. ‘And he’s very good at it.’

Oscar looks Dad up and down, then grins and
says, ‘Okay. Why not?’

Dad gulps. I rub my hands together.

=)

I cannot believe it. I am about to tackle the World’s
Seventh Strongest Man.

I am going to flip him over and wrestle him to the
floor. And I am going to win. That is my first ever
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This is what T hope +s do .

real goal — to beat Oscar Cramp in a tackling game.
It is not a proper, written-down goal, and [ have not
said it every morning and every night, but it is still
a goal.

I have even planned it out. When we are about
to start, I will pretend there is something amazing
happening behind Oscar Cramp, and then when he
is looking the wrong way I will grab him around the
tummy, twist him off-balance, flip him onto his back
and win. Yes! What a plan!

Everyone around us starts chanting, ‘Josh! Josh!
Josh!’

Oscar Cramp and I size each other up. We are
leaning forward with our arms out in front of us.
Oscar’s huge sausage fingers are stretching and
curling, stretching and curling. It looks like he is
squeezing an imaginary lemon.

10



I hope I am not going to be that lemon.
The crowd starts counting us in.

\% ’“\ fee | they yell
I crouch lower. WO / @ QOscar cracks his

knuckles and grins.

%4 0” e / It is time for my plan!

‘What the flip is that?’ I yell, pointing over Oscar’s

shoulder.
He looks around. My plan is working. I run at him.
I open my arms wide. I charge his tummy . . .
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I bounce straight off him.

I rebound so hard, I fall flat on my back.

I feel like I have body-slammed a fridge.

The crowd gasps. They move closer. Their faces
look down at me. Dad and Oscar are there too.
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