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Preface 

I never intended drawing and writing a series 

seven. It came about because the whole darn 

bunch were giving me stick about their non-

existence. To clarify, J and I have a rich and 

varied life outside the drawn page. Chummy, 

and the others, keep wittering on about how 

they don’t exist unless I draw them. Syd 

though doesn’t witter on. He just wants more 

chips and pays no regard about whether he 

exists or not. I told them that there would be 

no series seven and they would have to suck 

it up. They all, apart from Syd, said they 

couldn’t suck it up unless I drew them. And in 

the finish the hullabaloo wasn’t worth the 

candle, so I picked up the pens. 

If you’re looking for a logical and planned 

story development, I think you may be 

disappointed. It’s impossible to keep this 

bunch of ne’er-do-wells on track.  
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Hmm . . . more cartoons. 
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It’s complicated. Chummy says that 

unless I draw him he doesn't exist. He says 

he is imaginary. Syd's never had a 

dilemma in that department. If you are 

confused, pop off to redbeakdiaries.com 

and then you will get the hang of it . . . 

maybe. 
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Things are serious when a 

chook calls you a 

dumcluck. Chummy 

muttered something about 

how she is not a him and 

her is not a he. What with 

Syd doing these stealth 

appearances life would be 

much simpler if I just 

stopped drawing . . . ! 
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Completely dumfounded. Chummy called me a 

dumcluck. At a loss for words . . . . And my 

spelling has gone to pot. There is a B in both . . . 
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. . . it's a silent B. Silent 'B's' really T me off. What's the 

point if they are silent. I really must stop drawing. 

None of this would have happened if only I put down 

the pencils!! 
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What red head? Someone’s 

colouring in the top of my head?  

Who would be that stupid?  
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Chummy said we should hide and watch out for whomsoever 

(Chummy’s word) is giving me a red head. I think Chummy’s a bit 

of a secret genius . . . 
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J’s on to it! I’d better pull my 

head in tout de suite! She 

will say something smart to 

me! It will probably be in 

French . . .  
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I pulled my head in. Can’t hear much like this. Still at least my 

head’s not red. I reckon J won’t have seen me. . . . Hmm, maybe I 

need to change my tee shirt . . . 
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It can’t possibly get worse. 

Everyone is shouting . . . it’s 

worse than French talk back 

radio. I know what mon Dieu 

means but the rest is a 

mystery. Maybe J is telling 

me to put the pencils down. 

And I still have a red head. 

And Chummy has changed 

colour. Maybe he has gone 

over to the dark side. It’s a 

nightmare-cauchemar. 
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J said: Ça va ressortir au lavage. 

Chummy said: Je ne suis pas aussi 

stupide qu’une poule mouillée. 

I said: Leave the Australians out of it.       



 

 STILL DITHERING   15 

That’s a relief: Chummy’s 

coming clean. He needs to 

laisser tomber the dust baths. 

Sometimes he’s a real 

dumbcluck. Oops. I mean 

bird brain. 

Now just what is Syd saying. 

I’ve never met anyone 

named Chou Rouge. Maybe 

Chou Rouge is a friend of J.  
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Mon gros chou rouge means someone is 

my big red cabbage.  Good old Google 

translate. I wonder who is ‘the big red 

cabbage’, probably the Australian. J will 

know, she’s good at French. Nothing for 

me to worry about . . . I guess . . .  
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What do you mean there was 

no Australian? There’s always 

an Australian . . . I mean, ask 

anyone, they’ll tell you. . . .  

What do you mean look in the 

mirror? 
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Parfois je déteste les miroirs . . .  

Syd, though, just wants more chips. He needs to 

stop using Google translate. 



 

End of Part One 

We will return. There are questions to be answered including ‘Is 

Chummy too big for her boots?’ and ‘Do chooks have boots?’  
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