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“That doesn’t sound much like a holiday ¢,
me,” said Mr Stnk.

Chloe shrugged. “Mother doesn’t believe in

holidays.” She stood up. “I hope you liked the
sausages,” she said.

“They were scrumptious,” said My Stink,
“Thank you. Unimaginable kindness.”
Chloe nodded and turned to run off towards

home. If she took a short-cut she’d be back
before Mother.

“Farewell!” Mr Stink called after her softly.

Terrified of being late for homework h_ou?
Chloe began to quicken her pace. She didn’t
want her mother to ask questions about where
she’d been or who she’d been talking to. Mrs
Crumb would be horrified to find out her daughter
had been sitting on 2a bench with someone she
would describe as a ‘soap-dodger’.- Grown-ups
always have a way of ruining everything. i

Chloe stopped hurrying, though, when she
saw that she was about to pass Raj’s shop. Just
one chocolate bar, she thought.

f
Chloe’s love of chocolate made her one o
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Raj’s best customers. Raj ran the local newsagen;
shop. He was 2 big jolly jelly of a man, as sweet
and colourful as hjs slightly Over-priced
confectionery. Today, though, what Chloe really
needed was some advice.

And maybe some chocolate, Just one bar, of
course. Maybe two,

“Ah, Miss Chloe!” sajd Raj, as she entered the
shop. “What can I tempt you with today?”

“Hello, Raj,” said Chloe smiling. She always
smiled when she saw Raj. It was partly because
he was such a lovely man, and partly because he
_ sold sweets,

“I have some Rolos on special offer]”

announced Raj. “They have gone out of date and

hardened. You may lose a tooth as you chew into
one, but at 10p off you can’t really argue!”
“Mmm, let me think,” said Chloe scouring the

racks and racks of confectionery;
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“I had half a Lion bar earlier, you are welcome

to make me an offer on the other half, I’ll take
anything upwards of 15p.”

“I think I’ll just take a Crunchie, thanks Raj,”

“Buy seven Crunchie bars you get an eighth
Crunchie bar absolutely free!”

“No thanks, Raj. I only want one.” She put the
money down on the counter. 35p. Money well
spent considering the nice feeling the chocolate
would give her as it slipped down her throat and

into her tummy.
“But Chloe, don’t you understand? This is
.2 unique opportunity to enjoy the popular
chocolate-covered honeycomb bar at a dramatic

saving!”

‘T'don’t need eight Crunchie bars, Raj,” said
Chloe. “I need some advice.”

“I don’t think I am really responsible

enough to give out advice,” replied Raj without
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' «But I'll try.”
¢ of irony- . N t
Joe loved talking to Raj. He wasn’ta paren
4 1 im, he
i her, and whatever you said to him .
- judge you. However, Chloe still
never

uld t
WD] d slightly because she was about to attemp
e , . -
) Ph  little lie. “Well, there’s this girl T know at
anothe
school...” she began.
},’
«yes? A girl at school. Not you:
«No, somebody else.”
“Ri » said Raj.
Right,” said N
Chloe gulped again and looked down, una
et his gaze. “Well, this friend of mine, she’s
to me -
started to talk to this tramp, and she really li
king to him, but her mother would blow a fuse
talkin ; . ’t
f she knew, so I — 1 mean, my friend — doesn
if s Y
know what to do.” -
Raj looked at Chloe expectantly. “Yes?
| o ?7’
id. “And what is your question exactly?
said.

«“Well Raj,” said Chloe. “Do you think it’s
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wrong to talk to tramps?”

“Well, it’s not good to talk to strangers,” sai4
Raj. “And you should never let anyone give vou

a lift in a car!”

“Right,” said Chloe, disappointed.

“But a tramp is just somebody without ,

home,” continued Raj. “Too many people walk

on by and pretend they’re not there,”
“Yes!” said Chloe. “That’s what I think too.”
Raj smiled. “Any of us could become homeless

one day. [ can see nothing wrong with talking to

a tramp, just like you would anyone else.”

. " Thanks Raj, ITwill... I mean, I’ll tell her. This

girl at school, I mean.”
“What's this girl’s name?”

“Umm... Stephen! I mean Susan... no, Sarah.

Her name is Sarah, definitely Sarah.”

“It’s you, isn’t it?” said Raj smiling,

“Yes,” admitted Chloe after a millisecond.
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: ; 1
re a very sweet girl, Chloe. It’s lovely
«You a
y ke the time to talk to a tramp.
£ you would ta e
" but for the grace of God go you and L.
Th&reh ks, Raj.” Chloe went a little red,
c:T an 5 =
parrassed by his compliment.
m
e Now what can you buy your homeless
@ 0 . d
:.nd for Christmas?” said Raj as he scoure
frien “ o
ound his disorganised shop. “I have a box
r -
af Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles stationery sets
of Tee t
I can’t seem to shift. Yours for only £3.99. In fac
ca
free.”
buy one set, get ten
“I’m not sure a tramp really has any need for
Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles stationery set,
a Tee
thanks anyway Raj.” N
«We all have use of a Teenage Mutant Nin
ur
Turtles stationery set, Chloe. You ha?re yo
Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles pencil, your
e
Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles eraser, your
ee

Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles ruler, your

b3
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Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles pencil

Teenage Mutant—”

“I get the idea, thanks, Raj, but I'm sorry, I'm

not going to buy one, I’ve B0t 10 g0,” said Chloe,

edging out of the shop as she unwrapped hey

Crunchie.

“T haven’t finished, Chlge. Please,
sold one!

Ninja Turtles pencil
Mutant

Mutant... oh, she’s gone.”

“And what’s this, young lady?” demanded
Mother She was standing waiting in Chloe’s
room. BetWeen her thumb and index finger was
one of Chloe’s exercise books from school. Mother
held it as if it were an exhibit in a court case,

“It’s just my maths book, Mother,” said
Chloe, gulping as she edged into the room,

36

case, Your

I haven’s

You also have your Teenage Mutan;

sharpener, your Teenage

Ninja Turtles notepad, your Teenage

Drivel

You might think that Chloe was worried because
her maths work wasn’t up to scratch. But thztt
wasn’t .quite it. The problem was, (.Zhlo‘;s
maths book didn’t have any mathls in it! :erz
book was supposed to be full of boring nu.n-f |

and equations, but instead it was positvely
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Spending so much time alone had turned
Chloe’s imagination into 4 deep dark forest.
It was a magical place to escape to, and gq
much more thrilling than real life. Chloe hag
used the exercise book to write a story about 5
girl who is sent to a school (loosely based op
her own) where all the teachers are secretly
vampires. She thought it was much more
exciting than boring equations, but Mother
clearly didn’t agree.

“If it is your mathematics book, why does it
contain this repulsive horror story?”  said
Mother. This was one of those questions when
you aren’t supposed to give an answer. “No
“'wonder you did so poorly in your mathemarics
exam. I imagine you have spent the time in class
writing this... this drivel. T am so disappointed
in you, Chloe,”

Chloe felt her cheeks smarting with shame
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Al hung
a ¥ drivel. But she ¢
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head. She didn’t think her story
her :

i 1 ing her
ouldn’t imagine telling

that.
MOther’ you have anything to say for
«PDont

self?” shouted Mother. o
Your loe shook her head. For the second time 1n
Chloe s .
day she wanted to just disappear.
one

1 ry,” said
Well, this is what I think of your story,
(1] e . S

M ) 7

exercise book.

“l "P"‘I)].easc.. 1
(8] i 00
[74 ; ; | |

2 e d Chloe.
. don’t...” stammere

¥ . . 1
ecs ¥ (@)

ing 1 bin!”
It’s going in the

The book was obviously harder to rip than

7 1

h b 3

fett1
i ore than con

s nothing m

the book wa

Chloe bowed her head, tears welling up in her
o
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eyes, as her mother dropped all the Pieces in the
bin.

“Do you want to end up like your father;
Working in 2 car factory? If you concentrate on
your maths and don’t get distracted by silly stories,
you have a chance of making a better life for
yourself! Otherwise you’ll end up wasting yoyr
life, like your father. [ that what you wan¢>»

“Well, 1—>

“How dare you interrupt me!” shouted
Mother, Chloe hadn’t realised this was another
one of those questions you’re not actually meant
to answer. “You’d better buck your ideas up,

young lady!”
. Chloe wasn’t quite sure what that meant, but
it ;iidn’t seem like the best time 1o ask. Mother
left the room, dramatically slamming the door
behind her. Chloe slowly sat down on the edge
of her bed. As she buried her face in her hands,
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||g i e] 1 1 é iS bel‘lCh

t
1 he Duchess for company. She wasn
oL

“,qth GI'LI

like him, but she felt homeless in her
ss 11 ’

homele

heart.
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Abandon Starbucks!

Monday morning. The first proper day of the

Christmas holidays. A day Chloe had been

dreading. She didn’ have any friends she could

text or email or SMS or Facebook or Twitter or

whatever, but there was one person she wanted
to see...

By the time Chloe got to the bench it was

raining heavily, and she wished she’d at least

paused to pick up an umbrells.

“The Duchess

and I weren’t exXpecting to see
you again, Chloe,” said My Stink. His eyes

twinkled at the surprise, despite the rain.
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«] am sorry 1 ran off like that,” said Chloe,
«Don’t worry, you are forgiven,” he chuckled.
Chloe sat down next to him. She gave the
chess a stroke, and then noticed that the plalm
Dfuhcr hand was black. She surreptitiously wiped
? on her trousers. Then she shivered, as a
l:g,indrop ran down the back of her nef:k. .
«Oh, no, you're cold!” said Mr Stink. “Sha
we take shelter from the rain in a coffee shop
i nt?”
EStit::}.].r.n;es, good idea,” said Chloe, not sure 1:;
taking someone quite so stinky into an enclo;ed
space really was a good idea. As th-ey walke
into the town centre, the rain felt icy, almost
ing hail.
bec;n}:zgthey arrived at the coffee shop, Chh:e
peered through the steamed-up glass window. “1

here to sit down,” she
don’t think there’s anywhere

said. Unfortunately, the coffee shop was full to
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burstin :
g with Christma
3 ShOPP'E‘I‘S tryi
’ }Ung to

avoid t iti
oid the crue] British weather.

“We 7 sai
N Duc;::g but try,” said Mr Stink, picking up
‘ ' and attempting to conceal her und
us tweed jacket. i
The tramp opened the door for Chloe and s}
squeezed herself inside, As My Stink entered Sl: e
pleasing aroma of freshly-brewed coffee ke’eltecj

Then panic.

:.clutching servie

Abandon Starbucks!

people started running towards the door,

ttes to their mouths as makeshift
gas masks.

« pAbandon Starbucks!” screamed a member of
staff, and his colleagues immediately stopped
making coffees or bagging muffins and ran for
their lives.

«Jt seems to be thinning out a little,”
announced Mr Stink.

§oon they were the only ones left in the shop.
Maybe smelling this bad hbas its advantages,
thought Chloe. If Mr Stink’s super-smell could
empty a coffee shop, what else could it do?
Maybe he could clear the local ice rink of skaters
s.o she could have itall to herself? Or they could
go to Alton Towers together and not have to
queue for a single ride? Better still, she could take
him and his smell into school one day, and if he

was particularly stinky the headmistress would
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have to send everyone home and she coy]
the day off!

“You take 2 seat here, child,”
“Now, what would you like to drink >

“Efs;

trying to sound grown-up.,

“I think ’ll have one too.” Mr Stink s
behind

»

up.

The machines hissed and spat

to the table with two mugs of a dark,

umdentlflable liquid. On closer ; mspection, it

appeared to be some kind of black slime, but

Chloe Was too well brought up 1o complain and

pretended to sip whateyer it was that he had
concocted for her. She even managed an almost

convincing, “Mmm, .. lovely!”
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d ha\)’e
said Mr Stink_

4 cappuccino, please,” replied Chloe,

huffled

the counter and started opening ting,

“Righty-ho, two cappuccinos coming right

for a few
moments, and then Mr Stink pottered back over

Abandon Starbucks!

.k stirred his solid liquid with a dainty
Mr St

is breast
d out from his
. oon he PuHe
e 511\?6[' sp

Jictl
; . rs

Po‘:ket mmed, with three little lette
ogl‘a 2

s mon

C

wa

ied to
the handle. She trie
s atel engraved on
delicately

he
* y before s

k, but he put 1t awa

better look,

get a

Id they
{d see what the letters were. What cou
could s

€

1 entleman

had purloined during his career as a g
- <5 Chloe,” said Mr Stink, breaking her

:Ot::fhf:zught. ‘:It’s the Christmas holidj.ys,
Frz’t 12" He took a sip from his coffee, h(zl“;;g
]}jis mug elegantly between his fxngers:th Ou};
areﬁ’t you at home decorating the tree with y
family or wrapping presents?” e

“Well, I don’t know how to explain... )
one in Chloe’s family was good at expressing
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an embarrassment, at worst a sign of weaknegg
“Just take your time, young lady.”
Chloe took 2 deep breath and it 4] Came

ﬂooding out. What started off a5 a stream soop

became a rushing river of emotiop. She told hin,

how her parents argued most of the time and

how once she was sitting on the stairs when she

heard her Mother shout, “I am only staying with

you for the sake of the girls!”

How her little sister made her life 2 misery,
How nothing she did was ever good enough,
How if she brought home some itt]e bowl she
. had made in pottery class her Mother would put

it at the back of a cupboard, never to be seen

agamn. However, if her ligt]e sister brought any

piece of artwork home, however awful, it was

put in pride of place behind bulletproof glass as

if it was the Mona I isa.

Chloe told My Stink how her mother was
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eight. Up until

ing tO force her to lose w
always try

,re CeﬂtlY‘;

Mother had described her as having
0

ther
fat”. But once she turned twelve, Mo
. ing it “flab” n worse
- ruelly started calling 1t flab” or eve
ther €
ral

«plubber”s

es of whale.

as if she was

some specl
Perhaps
was trying to

shame her into

Mother

1osi11g weight.
In truth, it onhf

nm

il ith
aly made her eat more. Filling herself up w1
0 y I

hocolate, crisps and cake felt like being given a
chocolate,
much-needed hug. | »
She told Mr Stink how she wished her da
Id stand up to her mother sometumes. How
wou

] . .

liked making up
so shy. How she only really li
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stories, but it made her mother so angry. Ang
how Rosamund ensured that every day at schog]
was an absolute misery.

It was a long, long list, byt Mr Stink listeneq

intently to everything she said ag jolly Christmag
songs played incongruously in the backgroung.
For someone who spent every day with only 5
little black dog for company, he wag surprisingly
full of wisdom. I fact, he seemed to relish the
OPportunity to listen and talk and help. People
didn’t really Stop to talk to Mr Stink — and
he seemed pleased to be having 2 proper
. eonversation for once.
.- He told Chloe, “Te]] your Mother how yoy
feel,. am sure she loves you and would hate yoy
to be unhappy, And, “...try and find something
fun you can do with your sister.” And, “...why
not talk to your dad about how you feel3”

Finally, Chloe told Mr Stink about how
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I to shreds.
ipped her vampire story
had ripp¢
other

hard not to cry.
. d Mr Stink. “You

M

-ShiThat’s terrible, child,” sai

»
h V tated.
]'11]51: ave been de as )
a " y mothf:r.
o te her & Said Ch}.OC- I hate m
I h 3

” sai Stink.
«you shouldn’t say that, said Mr Sti

[do.”
E with her, of course, but

5! r‘y
She (0] 2

M e]

» she said. |
o ung girl like you
“I just hate to see a yo

n 3 2

I ] . ]-] ] .[.

hope I helped a little.”
“You helped a lot.”
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Mr Stink smiled, before letting the last SIUdge
of his volcanic gloop slip down hjs throge.
“Delicious! Now, we’d better leave some money,
for our beverages.” He searched around in hig
pockets for some change. “Oh, bother, T cap,

read the board without my spectacles. I’ll leay,
six pence. That should be enough. And a
tuppence tip. They will be pleased with that.
They can treat themselves to one of those
new-fangled video cassettes. Right, I think youd
better be heading home now, young lady.”

The rain had stopped when they left the coffee
-shop. They sauntered down the road as cars

hummed past.

“Let’s swap places,” said Mr Stink.

“Why?”

“Because a lady should always walk on the

inside of the pavement and a gentleman on the

outside.”

d

lieve it was originally because 1n the olden
1 behiev

day

Abandon Starbucks!

e eally?” said Chloe. “Why? o
P I ;, repliEd Mr Stink, “the outside is more
«'We .

. But
because that’s where the cars are

us
aﬂgero

heir
le used to throw the contents of t
E i h
ir wi ; into the
ber pots out of their windows and
i -
cham

The person on the outside was more
gutter. ”
likely to get splattered!
«\What’s a chamber pot?” said Chloe.

«well I don’t wish to be crude, but it’s a kind

tlet.”
of portable to1 |
«“Ugh! That's gross. Did people do that when

boy?”
you were a |
Mr Stink chuckled. “No, that was a little
r .
before my time, child. In the sixteenth century, in
efore ;
fact! Now, Miss Chloe, etiquette demands we
act! A
swap places.” ‘ .
His old-world gallantry was so charming 1

ade Chloe smile, and they changed places.
m
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They strolled side by side, passing high-
shop after high-street shop, all trying 1o hset 3
;:ia{e approach of Christmas louder thap the ni:ld
Wa;j: a few moments Chloe saw Rosamu:;
ng towards them with a sma]] flotilla of

ShDPPing bags,

whisp

Abandon Starbucks!

«Can We Cross the road, please? Quickly,”

ered Chloe anxiously.

«xi’hy, child? Whatever is the matter?”
«qps that girl from school T just told you

about, Rosamund.”
«The one who stuck that sign to your back?”

«Yes, that’s her.”
«you need to stand up to her,” pronounced
nk. “Let her be the one to cross the road!’

Mr Sti
“No... please don’t say anything,” pleaded

Chloe.
«\Who is this? Your new boyfriend?” laughed
Rosamund. It wasn’t a real laugh, like people do
when they find something funny. That’s a lovely
sound. This was a cruel laugh. An ugly sound.
Chloe didn’t say anything, just looked down
“My daddy just gave me £500 to buy myself

whatever 1 wanted for Christmas,” said
Rosamund. “I blew the lot at Topshop. Shame
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you’re too fat to get into any of their clotheg, »

Chloe merely sighed. She was used to b

eing
hounded by Rosamund.

“Why are yoy letting her talk to you like tha,
Chloe?” said Mr Stink.

“What’s it to you, Grandad?” said Rosamung
mockingly. “Hanging around with smelly

old
tramps now, are you Chloe) You are tragic!

How long did it take you to find that sign op

- your back then?”
“She didn’t find it,” said Mr Stink, slowly
and deliberately. “I did. And I didn’t find it

amusing.”

“Didn’t you?” said Rosamund. “All the other
girls fotind it really funny!~
“Well,

then they are as vile 45 you,” said Mr
Stink.

“What?” said Rosamund. She wasn’t used to

being talked to like that.

repeal

Abandon Starbucks!

y» hc
38 ou’,
e as vile as y
. 1 <¢hen they ar
| sa.ld the

is ti 1 a nasty
d. even louder this time. You are
ed, €

» Chloe looked on anxiously. She

hated confrontation.
a

make matters Worse, Rosamund :cook a

Tof ward and stood eye to eye with Mr
- ir hat to my face, you old st nker!”

. tment Mr Stink fell silent. Then he

opf:;dah:(:nouth and let out the deepest darkest

dirtiest burp.

«BBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBB
BRBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBD
BBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBB
BBBBBBUUUUUUUU
yuuuUuuuuuuuuuy
yuuuuuuuuuuuuy
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erid tornado had engu
pu

of cO
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sif a
d’s face turned green. It was a
Rosamuﬂ

lfed her. It was the smell

egetables
and rotten v

d sausages

ffee an

into one.
d from bins all rolled in
re
gcove

ing down the
d turned and ran, hurtling
un
Rosam

her
¢ in such a panic that she dropped he
high stre€
the way.
Shop bags on
TOEThat was so funny!” laughed Chloe. I
) 1 as
didn’t mean to belch. Most impolite. It w
E e! Now
.« that coffee repeating on me- Dear m -
- . T want to see you stand up for yourse d,
ext time .
1 .« Chloe. A bully can only make you fee
Miss : i
about yourself if you let them. “ B
OK... T'll try,” said Chloe. “So... see ¥
tomorrow?” |
“If you really want to,” he replied.

«] would love to.”

: i ]
And T would love to too!” he said, his eye
“An

low
inkling and twinkling as the last golden g
twi
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h ;’

At that m
oment
2 4x4 thundered pagy, Its

glant tyres sloshed through a h
a hu

e ge puddle by ¢},

sending up a way
e that so ked i ;
£ - aked M |
rom dirty head to dirty foor, rStink SoaP—DodgerS

Wat ippi |
er dripping from hjs glasses

|
Chloe a little bow. “And that,”

he gave

I . [ " l

“At least it wasp’; 4 chamber pot!” The next morning Chloe pulled open her
S s curtains. Why was there 2 giant ‘O’ and a giant
7 stuck to her window? She went outside in her
dressing gown to investigate.

«VOTE CRUMB!” was spelled out in giant
letters across the windows of the house.
Elizabeth the cat pattered out with a rosette
emblazoned with the words ‘Crumb for MP’
attached to her jewel-encrusted collar.

Then Annabelle came skipping out of the

house with an air of self-congratulatory joy that

was instantly annoying.
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remEmber?»

f-cL
€t me see that 5
)

said Ch]oe, reaching oyt ¢4

grab on
o € of the leaflets. The tWo warring s;
5 z % ’
ong since dispensed with ‘Please’ dg :tem
and ‘thank

Soap-Dodgers

¢ snatched it back. “I am not wasting

A ]_'lﬂab Cu

one O you!” she snarled.

«] et me see!” Chloe pulled the leaflet out of
Annabelle’s hand. There were some advantages
t0 being the older sister; sometimes you could
use brute force. Annabelle huffed off with
the rest of the leaflets. Chloe walked back into
the house studying it, her slippers moistening
with the dew. Mother was always going on
and on about how she should run the country,
but Chloe found the whole subject so dreary and
dull that her imagination would float away nto
la-la land whenever the subject came up.

On the front of the leaflet was a photograph
of Mother looking incredibly serious, with her
finest pearls around her neck, her hair so waxy
with spray that it would become a fireball if you

put a lit match to it. Inside was 2 long list of

her policies.




Soap-Dodgers
Mr Stink

1) A curfew 1o be introduced o ensure

o be kept on leads at all times.
st

al] g) All dog

children under 30 are not allowed oy aft

: rs.
er Even indoo
8pm and are preferably in bed

4

c
dO

than zero.
3) Litterbugs to be deported,

- inued
ime to be discontinue
istmas pantomime
8) The Christm
4) The wearing of leggings to be outlawed

| lllel}' (])mmo >

hat comes
nd we all know full well w

bottom a

town square every hour op the housr

II]g jDI‘ tl[]s Be'

i d).
make of its own accord)

in a wheelchajy IS N0 excuse for not paying
your respects to Her Majesty.
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Soap-Dodgers

to sing the b
ymns proper] :
close your me th wh A and 13) Tattoos on anyone but visiting sailors to
uth when t
he organ plays, be panned. Tattoos can to be dropped off

snonymously at police stations without

CI&SSiC&I 1 i W 1 ti |
music rmgtones fI'OID now on Ik
s LKe

Mozart
zart and Beeth
Oven and one
of the oth
er

ones 1| 14) Fast food burger restaurants to introduce

» not the [atest pop son

parade, 8 from the hit !: plates, cutlery and table service. And stop

serving burgers. And French fries. And

nuggets. And those apple pies that are always

11) Unemploy
ployed people not to pe allowed to too hot in the middle.

claim benef;
e. Dole scu
m only have

themselves to b
ame and - -
are just plain idJe 15) The local library to stock only the works

Wh
y should we Pay for them to si; at hom
e

all day watch;
INg Or appeari :
Kyle Show? FRnhE enthe crenty - Jeremy Fisher, as the sequence when the frog,

of Beatrix Potter. Apart from The Tale of Mr

Mr Fisher, is swallowed by a trout is far too
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Soap-Dodgers
Mr Stink
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he read
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i Blockbuster. That is 1 say films aboy; Posh

k as
RROpE fro entences. [here was a loud squea
nd last s
ays w /] .-_-;]JCSG
1 m the olde g _—

Sh}r she dld P
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_[.I. 11,
ar

Mother had insisted on keeping on

air had
overs the sofa and armchair
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18) To combat the growing

it meant your
b indeed still immaculate, but it m
problem of were
‘hoodies” all hooded tops to ha

ty.
o - e B S‘r\.rcadYM Stink? Chloe
H What about my new friend Mr
cut off.

me And
— happen to hims
What’s going to
thought.
19) Video games rot the brain. Any video

w

. ¢
. ng to 205
earth is he go
' 8ames or console games [ et ihere o4
or whatever the stupid thing

bum is
d then, a moment later, Wow, my
s are called) to kn ;

be played only between 4pm and 4:01pm

getting incredibly hot and sweaty.
daily.

She chaffed her way sadly back up the stairs
e

) 1 (9] .

‘soap-dodgers’, are to be banned from our

e‘? are 3 3

: ink was gﬂiﬂg to
t friend Mr Sun
Now her newes
more importantly, they smell,




Mz Stink

stared out thiton
gh the glass at
P blue

es lost focys
oked dowy

garden Staring

endless air. Then, just before he
rey

In the infinite sky of nothing, she |
, she lo

The 4
n
SWer was at the end of the

back at her.
The shed.

A Bucket in the Corner

This operation had to be top-secret. Chloe
waited until darkness fell, and then led Mr
Stink and the Duchess silently down her street,
before slipping through the side gate to her
garden.

“Iy’s just a shed...” said Chloe apologetically
as they entered his new abode. “I'm sorry
there’s no ensuite bathroom, but there is a
bucket in the corner there just behind the
lawnmower. You can use that if you need to go
in the night...”

«“Well, this is unimaginably kind, young
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