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Coming soon:

 

BOYFACE AND THE TARTAN BADGER
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[image: images]
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STRIPE ONE



 SOME time about now, or maybe a little time ago. Or maybe more like halfway between a while ago and next Tuesday – yes, about then – there was a family. They were called the Antelope family. Now, you might think that a family with this name would be a family of antelopes, but you would be wrong. They were not antelopes at all. That was just their name.

 

You might perhaps wonder if they were called the Antelope family because they looked like antelopes. Well, you would be so wrong about this, that if you entered a competition to be right about things, you would be disqualified, thrown out, covered in buttercream and rolled in hundreds and thousands until you were sick. No, they didn’t look like antelopes at all. Well, maybe they did a little bit.
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But only in the same way that someone called Mrs Green might look a little bit green sometimes, or a man called Mr Butcher might look a bit like a sausage or a girl called Daisy might have a smile like the opening of a flower – and smell funny.

 



The Antelope family lived on the coast, next to beautiful shingly beaches, pebblish coves and sandy cliffs that towered over the waves like wavy towers. The sun shone almost every other day and many people had the unusual habit of strolling around normally, then suddenly bursting into giggles or explosive hiccups for no apparent reason. Between two of the sandiest cliffs was a pebblish cove where seagulls criss-crossed the sky, looking for chips to eat and new reasons to shout at each other. Pebbles sat in piles and blobs and heaps like heapy-blob-pile pebbles. Underwater, singing seadonkeys, waiting for their chance to shine, watched the village. The village of Stoddenage-on-Sea.
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The Antelope family lived right in the middle of this village in a complicated house that looked like it had been knocked together out of bits left over from other houses, in a fairly shoddy way, by someone who didn’t know what they were doing. This was because the house had been built by Mrs Antelope, out of bits of other peoples’ houses, in a really shoddy way. And she had no idea what she was doing.

 

Every time Mrs Antelope made a new friend and was invited round to their house for a cup of tea and a scone, she would steal a bit of the property (bricks, concrete, balconies or anything else she could break off), drag it back to the Antelope Family home and bodge it on with the wrong sort of glue and some tools she had lying around that weren’t really meant for building with. This did, of course, cause something of a problem. The problem was that Mrs Antelope’s new friend would very soon become her new ex-friend, and sometimes even become her enemy. The sort of enemy who would write angry letters saying, ‘Dear Mrs Antelope, where the flumming bling is my wall and why did you steal it?’ and ‘Why did you put part of my roof in your pocket when you were round my house having tea and a scone? Don’t say you didn’t. You did. I saw you.’ And ‘Why was my chimney up your jumper and not on top of my house? And why is it now on the top of your house, you scandalous pooflip?’
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Mrs Antelope was a large lady with wrists as big as a tennis player’s thigh. She had a belly the size and shape of a hot air balloon and when she laughed her whole body would ripple and shudder and rumble and roar like an engine. Mrs Antelope was mad and lovely and everyone loved her madly. Until she stole something from them, of course. Then they weren’t so sure.


 

Mrs Antelope’s husband was called Mr Antelope. Mr Antelope looked very similar to his wife, but he had a hairier beard and his eyelashes were longer. The two of them were very much in love: they spent almost all of their time together, and scratched each other’s itches in a happy kind of way. While Mrs Antelope was busy stealing bits of other people’s houses, Mr Antelope was usually to be found in The Shop which was a cross between a factory, a workshop and a massive shed. They called it The Shop because they had always called it The Shop and it was in The Shop that Mr Antelope practised the ancient skill of Stripemongery.

 

Mr Antelope was a Stripemonger and had been a Stripemonger all his life. For many, many years he had mongered stripes: buying and selling stripes, adjusting stripes, collecting stripes, disposing of stripes and generally removing the stripes from one thing and sticking them to another.

 

Most of the business involved zebras. Mr and Mrs Antelope had been born in a faraway land called Bahoumanoomaland. According to Mr Antelope’s somewhat fanciful and probably untrue stories, Bahoumanoomaland had far too many zebras. Apparently, there were loads out there: bumping into each other, tripping over things, being tripped over by other things and generally getting in the way of everything.
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