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Promise you won’t say anything abg
| ‘ u
losing my job,” whispered Dad. o

€© I = »
promise.

10

€ 3 l a 1n h 1

fours in the da
rkness. Now she h
. ad two fy]
¥

grown 1di
: men hiding around the house. Wi,
next? ' N

- she thought. Am 1 going to find Grang d
n the tumble dryeye! 1
Being on the political campaign trail meant

Chloe knocking on what seemed like
everybody’s front door in the town and Mother
asking people if she could “rely on their vote”.
Those who said they were going to vote for
Mother were instantly rewarded with a big smile
and an even bigger sticker to put in their window
proclaiming ‘Vote Crumb’. Those who said they
weren’t voting for her were going to miss an
awful lot of daytime telly. Mother was the kind
of person who wouldn’t give up without

a fight.




Mr Stink

They passed the newsagent’s shop. “I wonde,
if Raj would put one of My posters up in hj
window,” said Mother, as she strode towardg
the store. Chloe clomped behind in her
uncomfortable Sunday-best shoes, struggling to
keep up. Her mind had been elsewhere all day,
Now she was carrying around two hot-ajr
balloon-sized secrets in her head — Mr Stink
hiding in the garden shed and her dad hiding in
the cupboard under the stajrs!

“Ah, my two favourite customers!” exclaimed
Raj as they entered the shop. “The beautiful
Mrs Crumb and her charming daughter,
Chloe!”

“It’s Croooome!” corrected Mother. “So, Raj,
can I rely on your vote?”

“Are you on The X-Factor?!” said Raj excitedly.
“Yes, yes, of course I will vote for you. What are

you singing on Saturday?”
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“No. she’s not doing The X-Factor, Raj,

i gh at the
interjected Chloe, trying not to laug

thought. .
« Britain’s Got Talent perhaps? You are may

t
puppet called Jeremy? That would be mos

2 T”
amusing!

.

either.” Chloe smirked.

«FHow do you solve any dream will T

’d do
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anything or whatever it’ called with G,
thingy?”

“It’s the election, Raj,” interrupted Mothep
the local election? T am standing 1
be our local MP.”

o« YOU kno W,

“And when is this election thing h

aPPening
then?”

“Next Friday. I can’t beljeve you’ve missed jtl
It’s all over these newspapers, Raj!” Mother
gestured at the piles and piles of newspapers in

the sho p.

“Oh, I only read Nuzs and Zoo,” said Raj, “T
get all the news I need from them.”

Mother looked at him disapprovingly, even
thougil Chloe suspected she wasn’t sure what
either Nuts or Zoo were, Chloe had once seen 3
copy of Nuts that one of the older boys had

brought into school, and knew it was rude.

“What do you think are the important issues
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aham facin

deli
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I ! :3” asked Mother,
g Britain today, Raj

. ] . - .

of her oWD question.

t. then shouted
' dered for a moment,
Raj pon

itering by the
were loiterl
oys who
t some b
over a

' L ‘n’ mMiX.
p;cknm

l B y ] f i 5"01.111%
m()u %

1 ice 1n your
“Don’t put the liquorice 1n 3

i hat liquorice
I will have to put t
man! Oh dear,
on special offer now! . i,
Raj grabbed a pen and a piece of card. h
: ’ it on the
ote ‘slightly chewed’, and put it ©
wr

q . >‘, n

o ?”
”y
Im...
1 ! i

37 chimed in Raj. “Oh, I didn’t need to say
Raj?” chumr
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‘Raj’. T j
adv; ncea;ncij,;)Wel’l, I think it would be , great
e ury's Creme Eggs were availap]
o at Laster but all year round, They are
- n::al:l()St popular items. I also Strr.mg];
o Quavlers should diversify from
. vours to incorporate Asian Chjck
- i,:nn;b Rogan Josh varieties, And moe:
- think}@t;nd I'know this may be controversial,
. . at coffee Revels should be banned
y spoil an otherwise wonderfy]] enj
confectionery, There, I've said jt!” iy
“Right,” said Mother. |
I. And if you promise to change the governm
policy on those issues you can rel -
Mrs Crumb!” A
C Mo'the'r had had a mixed response to he
ampafgnmg so far, and was eager to secu ('?r
potentially crucial vote. .

Yes, I will certainly try, Raj!” she said
! aid.
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«Thank you sO much,” said Raj. “Please help

ourself tO something from the shop.”

“No, 1 couldn’t possibly, Raj!”
«Please, Mrs Crumb. Have a nice box of
s All Gold, T have only taken out the

Terry
they are delicious. And

caramel squares. Mmm,

perhaps Chloe would like this Finger of Fudge?

It’s a bit sq
perfectly fine to eat.”

«We couldn’t possibly

nashed as my wife sat on it, but it’s

accept these kind gifts,

Raj,” said Mother.
«Well, why not buy the

Terry’s All Gold, £4.29, and a Finger of Fudge,
I it £4.50. Easier if I

m then? One box of

20p. That’s £4.49. Let’s ca
just take £5. Thank you so much.”
Chloe and Mother exited the shop hol

their confectionery. Mother held her partially
disguised

ding

eaten box of chocolates with barely

disdain.




Mr Stink

“Now, don’ j
e n’t forget, Raj. The election s
ay!” said Mother as she opened the d 1
f‘O 2 e O
h, I can’t do next Friday 1

have to stay here as i I

I am expecti

- pecting 5 |
pment of Smarties! By good luck ¢ -
Abh... Thank you,” oy

repli
crestfallen. PRy JDOking

Mrs Crumb,” said Ry

in something incred; el il
8 incredibly special ¢hat will certain]
nly

IO

“Yes?” said
?” sai Motherexpcctamly

11

Hair Pulling

«What are you hiding in the shed?” said
Annabelle with accusatory glee.

It was midnight and Chloe was once again
tiptoeing past her sister’s room, this time to tell
Mr Stink about Lily’s newest adventure with her
flesh-eating zombie teachers. Annabelle stood in
her doorway in her pink pony pyjamas. Her hair
was in bunches. And in case of fire she slept in
lip-gloss. She looked sickeningly cute.

“Nothing,” said Chloe, gulping.

«I know when you’re lying, Chloe.”

“How?”




Mr Stink

“You gulp when you tell 2 lie.”

“No I don’t!” said Chloe, trying very harg
not to gulp. She gulped.

“You just did! What’s in there anyway? Hyy,

you got a boyfriend hiding in there o
something?”

“No, I haven’t got a boyfriend, Annabelle.»

“No, of course not. You would need to Jose
some weight first.”

“Just go back to bed,” said Chioe.

“I'am not going to bed until you tell me what

yow’ve got in the shed,” announced Annabelle.

“Keep your voice down. You are going to
wake everyone u p!”

+ “NoIwon’t keep my voice down! In factitis

going to get louder and louder. L3 lalalala

lalalalalalalalalala 1q1”
“Shush!” hissed Chloe.

“Lalalalalalalalalala lalalala
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lalalalala
lalalalalalala

1 115l i 12 lalalalalalalalalala 113
. lla f; alalalalalalala lalalala
b, 12

"’ | l |

.(. . | P‘llﬂCd h(:l' Httle sister’s half sharp
h (o= | Y
'| here wa a i H

d her
d at Chloe in shock. Then she opene
stare

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAiiii
AAAAAAA
AAAAAAA Ty
AAAAAA
AAAAAAA e
AAAAAA
AAAAAAAA .
AAAAAAA
AAAAAAAA .
AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH
HHHHH'” wailed Annabelle. .
«Girls! What on earth is all this 11o1se.l 5;
Mother as she sailed out of her bedroom 1 her

silk nightgown.




Mr Stink
Hair Pulling

Annabelle tried
to Spcak, but h : |
through her tears. Ypewentllated . «yhat on earth have you done to her,

“Ugh... eh... ah... eh... ah. . ughhhh. . .1 - fronialiiones
s | 3

ch... ugh...” «ghe’s putting it on! 1 didn’t pull her stupid

hair that hard!” Chloe protested.

«You pulled her bair? Annabelle is down to
the last thousand for a model casting tomorrow
for George at Asda and she has to look perfect!”

“Ugh... ah... ¢h... ah. She’s ah eh got ugh ugh
ugh hiding ugh ugh something ¢h ah ugh in the
ugh ugh ughu shed,” said Annabelle as she
squeezed out some more Lears.

«Eather,” ordered Mother. “Come out here
this instant!”

«I’m asleep!” came the muffled cry from their

bedroom.

“THIS INSTANT!”

Chloe looked down at the carpet so Mother
couldn’t read her face. There was a pause. The

three ladies of the house listened as Dad got out
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of bed. Next they

heard the sound of S0megy

passing water into a toilet bowl. Mother’s face
turned red with fury.

“ISAID THIS INSTANT!”

The sound abruptly stopped and Dad Scurried

out of the bedroom in his Arsenal FC pyjamgg.

“Annabelle said Chloe is hiding something in
the shed. Chocolate, most likely. I need you to
g0 down there and take 2 Jook

“Me?” protested Dad.
“Yes you!”

“Can’t it wait until the morning ?”

“No it can’t.”

“There’s nothing down there,” pleaded Chloe
“SILENCE!” demanded Mother.

“I'll just get a torch,” sighed Dad.
He made his way slowly downstairs, and
Mother, Chloe and Annabelle rushed to the

window of the master bedroom to watch him
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was
the end of the garden. The moon

1
If‘ulli

and
hlight danced around the trees
c
:'I'hg tor

b eaked
shru he shed door. It cr
ly opened the
Dad slow
a8

s

B mu{il;jljic;zzn:her heart beating. Was this
b ent that would seal her doom forever?
1 m:; ﬂ;le be made to eat only cabbage for every
WOull‘f S m now on? Or get sent to bed before
n}lle?d ;f)en gotup? Or be grounded for th}j rdest 01;
- i JIped louder than she had eve
hej lfz?bcjzlrl:.el\i;tier heard this and shot her a
ig:oi of dark, burning suspicion. ML
The silence was like thunder. A few o
assed, or was it a few hours or even yearsl. .
PI))ad emerged slowly from the shed. fjie DLh_mg
up at the window and shouted, “There’s no

here!”
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Pongy Pong

D .
id I dream the whole thing? thought Chlo
e as

5 P . y bl] I
g )
tCAl I |» ‘ l D I S < | -“I

! Y :
ungry this morning. Poached eggs please, if it’
,if it’s
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not 100 i
gausagts:
Gausages: Bake

putter: Brown sauc

Pongy Pong
uch trouble. Runny in the middle.
Mushrooms. Grilled ~tomatoes.
d beans. Sausages. Bread and
¢ on the side. Don’t forget the

5ausages: English breakfast tea. And a glass of

prange juice: Thank you so much.”
dreamed the whole

wish she had. It

Chloe obviously hadn’t
thing, but she was beginning to
was all thrillingly, terrifyingly real.

«Freshly-squeezed orange juice to your
liking, sir?” she asked sarcastically.

« A ctually, have you got any that’s very slightly
off? I prefer that. Perhaps that was squeezed 2

month or so ago?”
Chloe spotted an old dog-eared
hotograph that Mr Stink

It showed a beautiful

Just then,
black-and-white p

had placed on a shelf.
proudly next to an

young couple standing
rounded Rolls

immaculate and perfectly
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Royce, parked in the driveway of a m
d

stately home.
‘Who,s [hat?”

photo.

o«
Oh, ﬂObOd}), n-n-n

Just a sentimental old

Chloe.” photograph, Miss

(1%
Can I see?”

8Nificen,

she asked, pointing g th
€

-nothing...” he stammered.

Pongy Pong

«No, n0; N0 it’s just a foolish picture. Please,

Py it no heed.” Mr Stink was becoming

_increasingly flustered. He snatched the

Photograph from the shelf, and put it in his
pyjama pocket. Chloe was disappointed. The
Phgtograph had seemed like another clue to Mr
Stink’s past, like his little silver spoon, or the way
he’d bowled that piece of paper into the bin. This
one had seemed like the best clue yet. But now
Mr Stink was shoo-ing her out of the shed.
«Don’t forget the sausages!” he said.

How on earth did Dad miss bim? thought
Chloe, as she went back to the house. Even if he
hadn’t seen Mr Stink in the shed, he surely must
have smelled him.

Chloe tiptoed into the kitchen and opened the
fridge door as quietly as possible. She stared into
the fridge, and began carefully moving jars of

mustard and pickle so they wouldn’t clink. She
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hoped to find some out of date Orange juice gy,
might appeal to Mr Stink’s tainted palate.

“What are you doing?” said a voice,

Chloe startled. It was only Dad, byt she
wasn’t expecting to see him up this early, She
gathered herself for a moment,

“Nothing, Dad. I’'m just hungry that’s aJ],»

“I know who’s in the shed, Chloe,” he said.

Chloe looked at him, panicked, unable to
think, let alone speak.

“I opened the shed door last night to see an
old tramp snoring next to my lawnmower,” Dad
went on. “The pong was... well... pongy. It was
an extremely pongy pong...”

“I wanted to tell you, honestly I did,” said
Chloe. “He needs 3 home, Dad. Mother wants
all homeless people driven off the streets!”

“Iknow, I know, but I'm sorry Chloe, he can’t

stay. Your mother will go nuts if she finds out.”
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«Dad, I'm Sorry.” |
«1¢’s OK, love. [ am not going to say anything

1se not
our mother. You’ve kept your prom

oY . ,
] n't
tell anyone about me losing my job, have
1o

?’)
you:
[ 33
“Yes, ot course.

«Good girl,” said Dad.
«g0.” said Chloe, glad to have Dad to herself for
2 while. “How did your guitar get all burned?
«Your mother put it on the bonfire.”
& NO[”
«Yes.” said Dad sorrowfully. “She wanted me

if i a
to move on with my life. She was doing me

favour, 1 suppose.
“A favour?”
“Well, The Serpents of Doom were never
?

going to make it. I got the job at the car factory

and that was that.”
“But you had an album! You must have been
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dead famous,” chirped Chloe excitedly,

“No, we weren’t at all!” chuckled Dad.
album only sold twelye copies.”

“Twelve?” said Chloe,

“Yes, and your grandma bought moeg;

our singles got into the charts.”
“What, the top forty?”
“No, we peaked at 98.”
“Wow,” said Chloe.
good, isn’t it?”
“No, it isn’t,”
Sweet to say so.” He kissed her on the forehead
+ and opened his arms to give her a hug,
“There’s no time for cuddles!” said Mother
as she strode into the kitchen. “The man from

The Times will be here soon. Father, you make

the scrambled eggs. Chloe, you can lay the
table.”

“Top 100! That’s pretty

said Dad. “But you're very

“The

of
those. We were pretty good, though. And ope o

f

Pongy Pong

“Ye i 1 h at
Y of course Mothcr,” said Chloe, wit
' : y hen Mr
ea h If h(.‘-l' biain worrymg about W
a
!1 } was going to get hlS breakfast.

. portant is your family to you, Nllrs
r how”lmi d the serious-looking journalist.
- ::'1(:1 glasses and was old. In fact he
Hilwi:i)ably been born an old man. Plopied
. t Pof his mother, wearing glasses an | ;
0:ree_Piece suit. He was called Mr Stef‘n, )wlhmk
1;Chloe thought was pretty fittmg. He didn’t loo
like he smiled a lot. Or indeed ever. N

“ Actually, it’s pronounced Croombe,” corr

M(ij:;l::. it’s not,” said Dad before his wife shot
him a 1:)0k of utter fury. The Crumb famli v:;
sitting around the dining table and not leir: Tyhey
their posh breakfast. It was all such a le.




all a

l - R.

€
Very 1
mpor[ant 1\,1
3 i 3 Sterl'l » s
,” said Moth
v ]
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“The most important thing in my life. T don’t
know what I’d do without my husband, Mr
Crooome, my darling daughter, Annabelle and

the other one... whatshername? Chloe.”

151




Mr Stink

“Well '
» then T ask you this Mrs. .. Crooo
Is your famil ' .
Yy more important to you thy
P 1 t
future of this country?” 1
That w 1
as a toughie. There was a pause dyyj
Wh . 1. . i-'_ - rln
ich a civilization could rise and fal] g
Well, Mr. Stern...” Mother said
Yes, Mrs Croooo00o000ome. . 3”
(19
Well, Mr Stern...”
“Yes ]
,» Mrs Croooooooooooooooooooooo
ooome...?” 1
At that
, moment there was 3 little rat-tat-tat op
- the window. “Excus
ow. “Excuse me for interrupting,” said
. - ,
Mr Stink with 3 smile,
€«
but please could I
have my breakfast

HOW?»

13

Shut your Face!

«\§/ho on earth is he?” enquired Mr Stern as

Mr Stink trudged around in his filthy striped

pyjamas to the backdoor.
There was silence for a moment. Mother’s

eyes bulged out of their sockets and Annabelle

looked like she was about to shriek or vomit or

both.
«Oh, he’s the tramp who lives in our shed,”

said Chloe.
“The tramp who lives in our shed?” repeated

Mother incredulously. She looked at her husband

with black fire in her eyes.
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