SHAKE IT ALL ABOUT! – 
"I'm off! I'll be back around four so please try to keep out of mischief!" called Mum. Without waiting for a reply, she rushed like a whirlwind through the hall and out of the front door.
Stephen and Dan had been waiting. They galloped downstairs and plonked themselves in front of the television.
"No-one to moan at us all day," said Dan happily.
Stephen pulled the plump, red cushions from the settee onto the floor and the two boys sprawled out comfortably in front of the cartoon channel.
After half an hour, Dan bounced to his feet and said, "I'm thirsty. I'm going to make a milkshake."
"You can make me one while you're at it. I want to watch the next programme," said Stephen.
Dan poured milk into two glasses and tipped it into the blender, just as he had seen Mum do. He had never actually done this by himself before. Usually Stephen, being older, made the drinks. Dan thought hard about what he had to do next.
"I need powder," he muttered, stirring heaped spoonfuls of strawberry shake mix into the plastic container.
"A bit of a stir first, and then switch on and... AHHHH!!!" he yelled. The entire contents of the blender blasted into the kitchen. Milk and pink specks of powder flew into the air and landed all over Dan, the worktops, the table and the floor.
"What on earth…" began Stephen, racing into the room. He understood straight away. "You absolute, complete fool! How did this happen?" he shouted.
"I forgot the lid. I've never done it by myself before," wailed Dan.
"Oh, great! So who’ll get into trouble? ME for letting you do it. Come on. We have to clear up," snarled Stephen.
Dan looked around. The half-mixed milkshake had settled into splodgy patterns. Cleaning up looked impossible.
"Should we let Mum do it instead?" he suggested.
"Not if you value your life! Get those clothes off. We have to wash them. I'll try to wipe the blobs off the curtains," said Stephen.
The next two hours were frantic. Stephen scrubbed the marks on the walls and curtains. Dan moved everything on the worktop to one side, wiped it down and cleaned the saucepans and mugs covered in milkshake mix. When everything else was spotless, Stephen washed the floor, with a bit too much water.
"I hope this dries in time," he said.
When Mum’s key turned in the lock at exactly four o’clock, the boys were sprawled on cushions in front of the television.
"Have you been there all day?" asked Mum.
"Not quite!" they said, watching her walk into the kitchen.
"Oh! You tidied up a bit. Thanks a lot, boys!" called Mum.
Stephen and Dan looked at one another. If only she knew

