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Inspiring the next generation of tradeswomen



The week before the school fair, our headteacher 
Miss McPherson, asked us to draw pictures of 
people fixing things around the home.

‘We’ll display them in the hall,’ she said, ‘and the 
best one will win a prize.’



This was mine.



My mum’s an electrician.
On Monday she rewired the baker’s shop.
On Tuesday she serviced a streetlight.
On Wednesday she ran a safety test at the  
health centre.

If I complain about screwdrivers in the  
spoon drawer she laughs. 

‘I’m like a doctor for buildings,’ she says.

Whoopsy. Screwdriver in 
the cutlery drawer

Sometimes the 
cat borrows Mum’s 

head torch

No, it’s not a mobile. 
It’s for measuring 
volts and currents



‘But you don’t need to bring 
your tools to the school fair on 
Saturday, do you?’
‘If I’m working, I may not be 
able to come,’ said Mum, 
ruffling my hair.

She always ruffles my hair when she’s 
saying disappointing things.

I cuddled  
Tibs instead.



My school is just at the end of the road and Tibs 
follows me there each morning. I’m sure she waves 
me goodbye before scampering back home.

on Saturday morning Tibs was nowhere to be found.

‘I’m not going to the school fair until we find her.’ 
‘You must go,’ said Mum, ruffling my hair. ‘I’m working 
and Tibs is bound to turn up. And, imagine if your 
picture wins the prize!’

BUT



I walked more slowly than an extremely slow snail.  
It drizzled. Then it poured. I didn’t speed up.

‘Tibs! Tibs! Tibby Tibby TIBBLES!’ I shouted.
I got some funny looks, but I didn’t care.
I searched in bins, under cars, and behind hedges.



When I got to school, teachers and children were 
racing about carrying buckets.

Miss McPherson huffed and puffed, redder than an 
angry tomato.

‘The roof’s sprung a leak, the electricity’s gone off, 
the drains are overflowing, the school’s flooding,  
and the caretaker has broken his leg!’
Seconds later, water gushed and rushed,  
swirling and gurgling out of the main hall.

‘We should phone my mum,’ I said. 
All my classmates laughed. 
‘She won’t be any help,’ they said.





The school secretary left a message on Mum’s 
mobile while I joined the line of children with buckets, 
trying to save our school.

Would the water keep rising and ruin our displays?
I really wanted to rescue my picture!
Where, oh where, was Tibs?
And where, oh where, was Mum?

But then, three vans zoomed up to the school gates. 





Out leapt my mum and her mates.
Gina, the gas engineer, bustled to the boiler room.
Pari, the plumber, dashed to the drains.
And my mum, Ellie, flew to the fuse boxes. 



The gushing water turned into a trickle.
‘We’ve fixed it all,’ said Mum. ‘There’s hardly any 
damage. Happy to do repairs next week,’ she winked, 
handing Miss McPherson her business card.



‘And look what I’ve found,’ said Pari,  
carrying a damp furry bundle.
Tibs jumped into my arms, purring. 

‘She was stuck in the drainpipe,’ said Pari.
Just then the rain stopped, the sun came out and a 
rainbow spread across the sky.

‘Your mum’s a hero, she can fix anything. She’s even 
fixed the weather!’ Said Miss McPherson





At prize giving, Miss McPherson, who was now 
her usual happy pink colour, said, ‘All the pictures 
are lovely, but Dan was the only child who drew a 
woman. And now I think we all know why.’

‘Yes, my mum’s a handyman,’ I said.
Miss McPherson twinkled. 
‘I think you mean a handy mum,’ she said.



That evening, I made my handy mum  
a big cup of chocolate milk. 

And I did NOT stir it  
with the screwdriver.



In partnership with

Want to be a handy mum too?  
Find out more at localheroes.com/mymumthehandyman




