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It is NOT abracadabra! And quite frankly, why should it be? Ok ok...

we do know that abracadabra is a magical word as old as time itself.

It has a certain je ne sais quoi, rather like that fancy ball gown in my
great grandmother’s closet that no one really knows what to do with.
Abracadabra can also be a bit tricky to pronounce. Just imagine yourself
barely awake in the morning and feeling like casting a spell...abraca-
what?!! Now nhow...we are not saying that a teeny bit of magic doesn’t
make a dull day brighter. But you know what? There are other words
and stuff that can add shine and sparkle to our life - words like respect,
empathy and diversity, to mention just a few. Just ask Benji and his dog
Scruffy if you don’t believe me! Would you like to meet them? Then get
ready to head dive into this book and shoot off to wherever it takes us.
Just say the magic word! And no, it is NOT abracadabra!!
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N -D . freshly made popcorn is wafting through the window. Just the right
e o o g ° ° ° conditions to allow us to bend the storytelling rules a little bit and just
e o 0 0 @ u ° jump straight into the middle of our story!
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, o 6 00 O o That takes us to Benji and his dog Scruffy, as they were sitting next
» o 0o 00 @ o to each other on the backseat of the car. Benji was 10 years old and
» o 0o 00O o Scruffy was 10 months old. They both looked rather, well, scruffy!
c o000 000 Benji's long wispy blonde hair never stayed in place for long and he
N X mQ always looked as it he had just got out of bed (or out of an adventure
e o 00 @ ([ in the forest). Scruffy’s light brown coat was as shabby as could be. Oh,
c co 0o 000000 the sight of the two of them together! The car was being driven by
c co 0o 00000 Benji's mum, who looked just like Benji would if he were to be tackled

by twenty hairdressers. She was actually doing more huffing and
puffing than driving because they were completely stuck in traffic.

“Mum, we have not moved at all during the last ten minutes!”, said
Benji. “Are we going to be late to school?”




You see, earlier in the morning it had been raining and whenever it
rains in Malta, it always causes ginormous queues of cars, rather like
wriggly colourful worms all throughout the Maltese streets.

“Yes Benji. Unless something magical or miraculous happens, it looks
as if we are going to be terribly late.” replied Benji's mum.

She turned up the volume of the meditation music that she had been
listening to as Benji rolled his eyes and Scruffy whimpered.

“Mum we need some cool music please”, Benji pleaded. “Benji,
sweetheart, | need to relax”, she replied.

oh well! It was at that very moment that Benji made up his mind to
bend the rules..just a little bit, you see. Nanna Mi's rules. He opened
his school bag and reached in its depths until he found what he was
looking for - a small black notebook full of weird scribbles. It had
been given to him by Grandmother Mirabella, who was fondly (and
conveniently) known as Nanna Mi. He still remembered her shrill
warning as she handed the book to him during his last visit to her
house:

“Benji dear, this magical notebook must only be used for real
emergencies. Not for the little aches and the moments of boredom or
impatience. Is that clear?”

No one would have ever dared contradict Nanna Mi. She had a
towering presence that could be sensed from miles away and always
wore long colourful dresses. Her powerful rose-vanilla perfume could
knock you over if she were to engulf you in a hug. She claimed that
she bought the scent from the finest perfumery in Paris but Benji

had once caught her adding vanilla essence to what suspiciously
looked like crushed rose petals from her garden. Paris eh?! Nanna Mi
adored Benji and Scruffy, and in return they loved her to bits. They just
enjoyed spending time in her enormous house with so many hiding
places, secret corners, and cupboards full of bits and pieces.

Now, Benji knew that being stuck in traffic on the way to school was
not a real emergency. But

both Benji and
Scruffy were
feeling very
bored in the
car.And a
situation
with a




bored boy and a dog with a magical notebook isan invitation for big
trouble! Benii opened the notebook and started to flip through the pages
as he had done sO many times pefore. He found the page that he needed,
which had “Get me out of traffic!” written at the top, in Nanna Mi's
scrawly handwriting. Benji looked at the words of the spell and felta little
hesitant. Although he had gone through the notebook so many times
pefore, he had never actually used a spell. He almost expected Nanna Mi
to come flying through the car window to try to stop him!

gcruffy gave him an encouraging lick and nudged the notebook with

his nose. That seemed to be just what Benji needed! “Here We go, Scruff!
Hold tight!!!" As Benji's mum swayed to the meditation music while biting
her fingernails in frustration, Benii hugged scruffy tightly and read the
spell ina loud bold voice:

“Ful, pastizzi, ross il-forn

Bicca hobz bit-tonn taz-zejt
Mummy p\easejust honk that horn
Get us all out of this state!”

Now wait.that didn't really sound like a spell, did it? No abracadabra?‘.
Oh, you just wait and see! Because upon hearin Benji's strange words,
Benji's mum jerked forward in surprise and her elbow hit the car horn..
Hoooot!!! And then....Whoooshhhhhh‘.‘.!‘.‘......Benji yelled as the car started
to swirl and swirl faster and faster, as rainbow-co\oured sparks flew out of

the corners until it all V\/ent...BLACK.

“Hello! HELLOY, Benji shouted. He could see his mum rightin front of
him. She was wearing a long blue dress with white £rill all over the top.
Benji looked down at his own clothes which seemed to have been picked
out of his great great grandpa’s wardrobe -2 white shirt and rather musty
brown pants. Scruffy looked like his usual shabby self as he sniffed around

curiously.



seas of our island!”

“Spices for you! Straight off the ship!”, yelled another,

“What are You doing, Scruffy boy? Stop!”

surprised and patted the dog’s head as Benji

also sat down near him.

“Hello therel My dog loves You which means
that you are an interesting person! Why are

You sitting on the floor asking for food?”
said.

The man was silent for a few seconds and then
replied,"Oh dear boy, | am old, poor and unable
to walk Properly. I cannot work and | do not

have anyone to take care of me. This is the only

thing left for me to do.”

“You must have had so Many adventures in your
long life! And YOu must see so many things going

On everyday in this market,"Beniji said.
of your stories please!”

» Benji squealed.

Benji

At first the old mMan seemed reluctant. Yoy see, for the
first time, someone wanted to know more about him
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“vou had such an amazing life, Jeal;\!”; Benji eleaiméd. “I'ar 9o happy that Scr.uﬁ ¢
brought me to you.”

suddenly the old man removed his hat and the dirty blanket. Scruff and Benji
jumped in fright as their new friend stood up proud and tall, dressed in fine clothes.
A man carrying a trumpet ran to his side and blew ten blasts. Immediately, the
crowd became silent, and the stalls were abandoned.

“| am Grandmaster Jean Parisot de La Vallette and | have tricked you alll” Benii's
new friend declared in a booming voice. He looked down at Benji, winked at him
and said, “And | am just Grandmaster Jean to you, my dear.”

The grandmaster turned to the crowd again as he continued to speak.

“Eor 30 days, | have been dressing up asa crippled old man to se€ how you would
treat someone like this. | must say, it was rather sad because | was ignored or
laughed at though a few threw some food at me. Now look at our great city! | laid
the first stone with my own hands! It is going to be a magnificent place and one to
be visited by travellers from across the world."

Benji looked at what the grandmaster was pointing at but could only see a few
walls and many men dragging heavy pieces of stone. Great, city, right? Oh yeah...
maybe in a hundred years! At that moment it just looked like a pile of rubble!

“But a city's beauty is not only defined by its towers and gold but by how the people
in it behave.” the Grandmaster said. “If we are starting off by making fun of, or
ignoring those who need help, then Valletta will be a failed city!” he exclaimed. “Oh
wait, did | just say valletta!? Now that would be a cool name for it, mmh?”

There was complete silence at the marketplace. No onée dared to say a word. But
Grandmaster Jean had more to add.

“Now Benji and Scruff..you did not mind my stinky old clothes and the fact that
| could not walk. You spoke to me and listened patiently to my story, asking me
questions and giving me attention. You treated me like a human being.




Now that is RESPECT. You are much more honourable than all these adults around you and
for that, | will make you special members of The Secret Order of..errmm...Valletta!”

Everyone started to cheer and clap as the crowd lifted Benji and Scruffy up in the air and
carried them around like kings.

Grandmaster Jean then shifted his attention to Benji's mum and whispered: “And you, my
fine lady, if | had not taken the vow of chastity, | would ask you to marry me straightaway!”

“Now that is nice of you, Grandmaster” Benji's mum replied. “However, | don't think that
Benji's dad would be so thrilled to hear about it!”

“Oh no worries! That could be easily settled with a sword fight!” Grandmaster Jean said.

“Did | hear the word ‘swordfight'? Let me tell the crowd about it!" the Grandmaster's
Trumpeter exclaimed excitedly.

“Benji, Scruffy! Time to go back! Come on, boys! Benji, can you say those magic words that
you had said in the car please?” Benji's mum asked.

Benji, who was slightly dizzy after being bounced up and down so many shoulders tried his
hardest to remember the words.

“Errrrrr....let me see, mum!

Ful, pastizzi, ross il-forn

Bicca hobz bit-tonn taz-zejt

Someone please just honk some horn
To get us all out of this state!”

At that very moment, the Grandmaster’s trumpeter sounded ten toots on his (
trumpet to get the crowd'’s attention for the swordfight announcement.

to swirl and swirl. Grandmaster Jean, the people and the stalls turned into
a palette of colours as Benji closed his eyes.

“RESPECT, remmember my boy, RESPECT!!!", was the very last thing that
Benji heard the Grandmaster say.

Benji opened his eyes in surprise as he heard his mother calling his name.
She was sitting in the car’s driving seat, and he was now once again in the
backseat next to Scruff.

"

“We've arrived to school Benji! And somehow we are just on time!” Benji's

mum said.
Benji was confused. Had he just had the most exciting dream, or had it all
really happened? There was no time to ask about it because he needed
to hop off the car.

“Bye Scruff, goodbye mum” he said as he got out.

“Have a good day Benji. Though I'm sure it will not be as
exciting as our drive to school!” The End

On to the next adventure...
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ONLINE:

MALTA'S SAFER INTERNET CENTRE
"’ HELPLINE AND HOTLINE
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”
- Experiencing online discomfort like cyberbullying, 01
1 7 ::..." nonconsensual sharing of nude pics, or grooming?

\\\ Contact us at 179.

We Protect

childWEBalert

PROTECTING CHILDREN ONLINE

Child Sexual Abuse Material can be reported at
www.childwebalert.gov.mt, ensuring online
safety.

We Report

[aan =

— Through our Trusted Flagger Program, we
communicate directly with major social media
—

e —

app platforms and liaise with the Cyber Crime
Unit to report illegal content for investigation.
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We Inform

Request internet safety sessions for children,
parents, and professionals. Contact us today.

mnoﬂ: supnolm.n: www.besmartonline.org.mt
Bl e v (insiife Chl!gi\;\fEﬁ&(}?ft O @saferinternet.mt
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