By Ann Packman



About the Author

Ann Packman is a Professor at the Australian Stuttering Research Centre,
University of Technology Sydney, Australia. She trained as a speech
pathologist many years ago and has worked with people who stutter for
her entire professional life.

Acknowledgments

Thanks to Sarah Lam for her originalillustrations, and thank you to all the
people | have known, including my dad, who have helped me
understand to some extent what it is like to stutter.

Special thanks to the children, Celine, Julie, Thibaut, Charlotte, and Arnie,

who reviewed earlier versions of the book and gave helpful comments; to

Michelle Messenger for her special insights and support; and to Michelle
Shepherd for bringing it all together!

| hope this book sends the message to children that it is OK to stutter and
that people who stutter should not be defined by it. Importantly, | hope
the message is clear that teachers can play a positive role in the lives of
children who stutter.
A.P.



Story One: The Apple Thief
Story Two: Where's Woofy?
Story Three: Go Missy!

Author:
Ann Packman

Producer:
Michelle Shepherd

Original Character Illustrations:
Sarah Lam

Published by:
Canva

© Copyright August 2023









Someone was stealing apples from Farmer
Maclintosh’s orchard.

Each morning he would check the trees to
see if any apples were missing. If he found
some were gone, he would stomp back in to
the house, slamming the screen door into
the kitchen.




“Someone is stealing our apples!”
he would say, in an angry voice.

His daughter Missy, would hide under her
blanket, pretending to be still asleep.

Her heart beat faster when her dad used his
angry voice. She would block her ears with her
fingers and hum softly so she couldn’t hear
him.




One day Missy decided to tell Seth about
the apple thief. Seth was her friend.

They sat together in class and they laughed
together at silly things, like when Mr.
Picklewit couldn’t find his glasses or
dropped the chalk.

Seth listened to her when she talked and
didn’t interrupt her when she stuttered, like
Mr Picklewit did.




He always looked cross when Missy couldn’t
answer a question in class because of her
stutter.

When Missy stuttered, she usually repeated
the first sound of a word at the beginning of
a sentence, but sometimes she would just
get stuck and couldn’t get the word out at
all.

sometimes my |
. words get stuck



She didn’t stutter on every word, mostly
just those starting with “S” or “D”, but she
stuttered more when she was feeling
nervous or shy.

She would tell herself to slow down, like her
speech therapist had taught her, but she
would usually freeze up, and the words just
wouldn't come out.




Mr. Picklewit wouldn’t wait for her to finish.
He would just ask someone else. How she
hated it when he did that.

Fortunately, Missy’s other teachers were
not like Mr. Picklewit. Mrs. Scatterhouse
was kind and patient with her.




When other children teased her about her
stuttering, Missy would tell Mrs.
Scatterhouse.

In assembly, Mrs. Scatterhouse would say
that bullies are rude and mean and that all
children in the school must be treated with
respect.




| wish Mrs. Scatterhouse was my mum,
Missy thougth sometimes. Missy’s mum
died when she was 4 years old.

Missy could hardly remember what she
looked like or how her voice sounded.

Sometimes Missy just wanted to hug Mrs
Scatterhouse around her large waist, like a
mum, but she never did.

BEST

TEACHER
EVER!




Mr. Swift the sports teacher was her
favourite though.

He was funny and his face crinkled into a
warm smile when he talked to the children.

Perhaps she liked him the best because she
didn’t have to say anything during sport.

All she had to do to was run as fast as she
could and not miss the soccer ball when
someone kicked it to her.
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Missy didn’t have to talk much when they
used the school computers, either.

She and Seth worked together on the
computers for a science project about the
solar system.

They found lots of interesting stuff about it
on the internet.
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Seth passed her a mini Mars Bar under the
desk.

Mr. Picklewit was writing sums on the
board. They were doing arithmetic. Missy
was good at arithmetic.

She always got her fractions right. She knew
her multiplication tables up to 9 times, and
she could even say them in front of the
class without stuttering.




Actually, she was good at most subjects.
She enjoyed reading stories to herself,
becoming the characters in her own mind.

Whispering behind her hand, Missy told
Seth that someone had been stealing
apples from her dad’s orchard. “Who could
it be?” she whispered.

“Probably possums,” Seth whispered back,
“or flying foxes.”

who could
it be?




Mr Picklewit turned around with a black
look. “Silence!” he thundered to the class.

The whispering stopped, along with the
giggles coming from the back of the class.

“But it’s only the fruit near the fence that
disappears,” whispered Missy.
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“l see,” said Seth, “so you are a detective
now, Missy!”

Missy looked at him, surprised. Then she
smiled.

“OK, let’s solve this mystery together, like
in a detective book,” she said, excitedly.




Mr Picklewit turned around and marched
down between the rows of desks towards
them.

They grabbed their pencils and started to
copy down his sums from the blackboard.

Mr. Picklewit scowled at them but he said
nothing. He turned and walked back to the
front of the class.




Heads down, Missy and Seth looked
sideways at each other. Seth pulled a funny
face, and Missy tried not to laugh.

They said nothing more until the bell rang.

Seth and Missy rode their bikes home
together that afternoon, as they did every
afternoon. Seth lived with his family on the
farm next to Missy’s place.




Seth’s dad had an orchard too, but he also
had cows and grew vegetables.

In summer, they would sometimes go down
to the river on the way home. Lots of kids
went down to the river when it was hot,
splashing each other with water to cool off.

When the weather was cooler they just sat
on the sand, watching the fish flopping
lazily out of the water.




Missy often went to Seth’s place after school.
There, they always had cake and a glass of
milk. Seth’s mum was nice, although she was
always busy. Seth had seven brothers and
sisters.

Missy had none, and she loved how there were
always lots of people in Seth’s house, and she
loved the mess and the noise.
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And then there was Woofy the dog, who was

big and brown and slobbered on anyone when
they patted his head.

Missy didn’t stutter when she talked to Woofy.

He just looked at her adoringly while she told
him her news for the day.




That afternoon, pushing his way through his
younger brothers and sisters, Seth grabbed
two pieces of chocolate cake and smiled
across the room at Missy.

“Out the back,” he called, nodding towards
the kitchen door. Missy gave Woofy a hug,
burying her nose in his warm fur.
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