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IF YOU HAVE JUST PICKED UP THIS BOOK AND are wondering—Who are these characters? What’s been going on? How can a pig be a nanny?—do not be daunted.


All you need to know is that Nanny Piggins (the world’s most glamorous flying pig) ran away from the circus and came to live with the Green family as their nanny. The children, Derrick, Samantha, and Michael, fell in love with her instantly. Who could not love a nanny who thinks that the five major food groups are chocolate, chocolate, chocolate, more chocolate, and cake?


The Green children are lovely, normal children. Derrick can be a little scruffy and grubby, but then, isn’t that true of all eleven-year-old boys? Samantha does tend to worry, but nine-year-old girls who mysteriously lose their mothers in boating accidents would be silly not to be concerned. And Michael is an uncomplicated, happy soul who shares his nanny’s enthusiasm for high-sugar food.


Before long Nanny Piggins’s adopted brother, Boris, the dancing bear, came to live in their garden shed (unbeknownst to Mr. Green, the children’s father).


There are other recurring characters—a silly headmaster, a perfectly perfect rival nanny, thirteen identical twin sisters, a besotted School District Superintendent, and a wicked Ringmaster, just to name a few. But trust me, you will pick all that up as you go along.


The only other person you need to know about is Mr. Green. He is not happy about having a pig for a nanny, or having children generally. Secretly he would like nothing more than for Derrick, Samantha, and Michael to disappear into thin air, perhaps as part of a conjuring trick. But he realizes that is unlikely, although not impossible, because it is essentially what happened to their mother, Mrs. Green, on one very unfortunate boating trip.


Mr. Green did try to remarry in an effort to get rid of Nanny Piggins and palm his children on someone else, but that proved disastrous. (For further details, see Nanny Piggins and the Wicked Plan.) So as this book begins, Mr. Green is cooking up new schemes to make himself childless.


Yours sincerely,


R. A. Spratt, the author
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CHAPTER ONE



Nanny Piggins and the Foreign Exchange Student


[image: image]an anyone remember what the figurines looked like?” asked Nanny Piggins.


“All I can remember is that they were ugly,” said Boris.


Nanny Piggins, Boris, and the children were in the living room looking at the shattered remnants of the late Grandma Green’s figurine collection. The ten miniature statues had accidentally been smashed in a particularly athletic game of charades. (Nanny Piggins had set a vase of flowers on fire when acting out the book title The Bonfire of the Vanities. Then she had to leap to safety before her hair was caught in the inferno.)


“I think one of the figurines was a woman with a dog,” said Michael. As a seven-year-old boy, he naturally had an affinity with dogs.


“I’m pretty sure those green parts were a mermaid,” said Derrick, who, as an eleven-year-old, was developing an eye for mermaids.


“And one was a milkmaid with a cow… or a goat… but definitely something you milked,” added Samantha. Being a nine-year-old who worried a lot, she did not like to commit to a decision.


“I know what we can do,” said Nanny Piggins. “Let’s recombine all the pieces to make one giant figurine of a monkey!”


“Why a monkey?” asked Boris.


“Everyone likes monkeys,” said Nanny Piggins.


The others nodded at the truth of this statement.


“Which just goes to show,” continued Nanny Piggins, “you can scratch yourself, slap your head, and bite tourists, but if you do it with enough charm, people will still think you’re adorable.”


So they set to work. Nanny Piggins was extremely good with superglue. When you smashed as many Ming vases as she had in her time, you needed to be. They had just reached the point where all ten of their hands were required to hold everything in place while the glue set when Mr. Green walked into the room.


“Wah!” said Boris as he ducked under the table. Then “Ow!” as he realized he had just ripped out a chunk of fur because he had accidentally superglued his paw to the figurine. Fortunately Mr. Green did not notice the ten-foot-tall dancing bear hiding under the table, because he was a very unobservant man. And the brain tends not to process information that is impossible to believe.


“Hello, children,” said Mr. Green.


They all immediately knew something terrible was wrong because Mr. Green usually never spoke to the children except to tell them to “Go away” or “Be quiet” or “Stop pestering me for lunch money.” Also, he was smiling, a skill he was very bad at. Mr. Green’s smiles were frightening. Like a baboon baring his teeth right before he poops on his hand and throws it at you.


“Hello,” said Nanny Piggins conversationally. “We were just polishing your beloved figurine. What do you think?”


Mr. Green leaned forward and peered at it. They all held their breath as they waited to see if he would notice the difference between the ten original figurines and the giant one they were now holding.


“It looks fine,” said Mr. Green.


They sighed with relief.


“But…” he continued.


They held their breath again.


“Has it always been furry?” Mr. Green asked, looking at the brown tuft now stuck to the monkey’s neck.


“Oh yes,” said Nanny Piggins. “Embedded bear fur is the signature mark of a genuine antique Staffordshire flatback.”


“Really? Well, my mother had quite the eye,” said Mr. Green proudly. (It is funny how people grow fond of the relatives who once terrified them after they are safely dead.)


“Don’t let us keep you from your tax law work,” hinted Nanny Piggins as she politely tried to get rid of Mr. Green. “I know you must have something dreadfully important to do in your office. Paper clips to straighten and rebend, or some such.”


This comment slightly unnerved Mr. Green because that was exactly what he had spent four hours doing only that morning, and then billed the time to a rich, old widow who was too nearsighted to check her invoice.


“Oh, no, I came in here to make an announcement,” he said. “You children are very lucky.”


The children groaned. They knew something terrible was coming if their father thought they were lucky.


“What have you done?” Nanny Piggins glowered, suspecting him of trying to sell them for medical experiments again. “The hospital told you clearly. They don’t accept donated organs from living people.”


“No, this is another, even better, idea. I’ve arranged a wonderful educational opportunity for the three of you,” continued Mr. Green. He really was beginning to look very smug.


“What sort of wonderful educational opportunity?” asked Nanny Piggins, bracing herself to launch, teeth-first, at his leg.


“Well, you see, a fellow at work was telling me about his son and how he sent him away as an exchange student,” said Mr. Green.


“And how does that affect Derrick, Samantha, and Michael?” asked Nanny Piggins suspiciously.


“I thought it sounded like such a good idea I’ve enrolled them in an exchange-student program!” said Mr. Green triumphantly, whipping the paperwork out of his pocket and waving it in their faces. “It’s all arranged. By the end of next week, they’ll be off to Nicaragua for six months.” Mr. Green was positively glowing with happiness. The idea of six months without his own children pleased him immensely.


“But I don’t want to go to Nicaragua!” protested Nanny Piggins. “I’ve been there twice already, and while the turtles are nice and gallo pinto is delicious, the humid weather makes it very difficult to do anything with my hair.”


“You won’t be going,” said Mr. Green.


“But what will Nanny Piggins do while we’re away?” worried Samantha.


“Find a new job, of course,” said Mr. Green.


“Noooooo!” yelled Michael. Being the youngest, he was more prone to outbursts of emotion. He would have flung himself at his father in a rage, but, like Boris, he had accidentally glued his hands to the figurine.


And Derrick tried to kick his father’s shin under the table. Unfortunately, as he was only eleven years old, his legs weren’t long enough to reach.


“I’m sure Miss Piggins will find work somewhere else,” said Mr. Green. “Perhaps”—he started to laugh here as though he had thought of something funny—“perhaps she can get a job”—again he actually chortled—“in a bacon factory.”


The children gasped and Boris banged his head on the dining table as he flinched away in horror. There was no greater insult to a pig than to mention the word bacon. Mr. Green’s idea of a joke had mortally offended Nanny Piggins. If it were not for the fact that she, like Michael and Boris, had too much superglue on her trotters and was now stuck to the figurine, Mr. Green would have been in terrible trouble. As it was, she dragged the giant figurine three feet across the table as she lunged toward him.


Mr. Green cowered away. “It is all legitimate. Lots of parents do it. It’s educational,” he protested, the way people always protest when they have done something very bad and are about to be punished for it.


“I suggest you leave the room now, Mr. Green,” said Nanny Piggins, “to allow the children and me time to control our emotions.”


Emotions of all varieties scared Mr. Green, so he did as he was told. He scuttled away and drove back to the office.


“What are we going to do?” wailed Samantha. She was not normally given to wailing, but the prospect of six months in Nicaragua can have that effect on a girl.


“Obviously we will have to thwart your father,” said Nanny Piggins. “It really is exhausting putting him in his place all the time. I wonder if we got him a futon whether we could persuade him to sleep in his office and never come home.”


“Do you have a plan?” asked Michael hopefully. He would actually have quite liked to go to Nicaragua because he was an adventurous boy who was, of course, intrigued by turtles. But he did not want to be separated from Nanny Piggins. She was the only family the children had. If you did not count their father. And none of them did.


“I have the beginning of an idea,” admitted Nanny Piggins as she thoughtfully rubbed her snout. (She had to rub it on her arm because, of course, her trotters were glued to the figurine.)


“What do we have to do?” asked Derrick, desperate to take some sort of action.


“Well, for a start, we have to resmash this figurine,” said Nanny Piggins.


“To teach Father a lesson?” asked Samantha.


“That is an added benefit. But the main reason is because we’re all stuck to it. And I’ve run out of nail polish remover, so I’ve got nothing to dissolve the glue,” said Nanny Piggins.


So after smashing the figurine back into a thousand pieces, and leaving it there because Mr. Green did not deserve to have it refixed, the children went off to school. Nanny Piggins assured them that she would soon solve the problem. Two weeks was a lot of time. She was sure to think of something.
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The family was sitting around the breakfast table the next morning, which was not a pleasant experience for Mr. Green. He kept getting hit in the head with slices of toast. Michael claimed they were slipping out of his hands when he buttered them, but Mr. Green suspected that his youngest son might have been throwing them intentionally. Suddenly, there was a knock at the front door.


“Who could that be?” demanded Mr. Green.


“I expect it is someone at the front door,” explained Nanny Piggins slowly and clearly. “They probably want you to open the door and speak to them.”


“One of you children go,” said Mr. Green dismissively.


“The children shouldn’t answer the door to strangers,” chided Nanny Piggins.


“Then you answer it,” said Mr. Green.


“Very well,” said Nanny Piggins, primping her hair as she got up from the table. “But if it is someone important who has come to give you a medal for services to tax law, are you sure you want the door to be answered by a pig, even if she is the most glamorous pig in the entire world?”


“All right, I’ll do it myself,” grumbled Mr. Green. As far as he was concerned, the fewer people who knew he housed a pig the better. Little did he realize, however, that while a great number of people knew Nanny Piggins lived in the house, almost no one knew (or cared) whether Mr. Green even existed.


Nanny Piggins and the children followed him, curious to see who would pay Mr. Green a visit at breakfast time.


Mr. Green flung open the front door. “What do you want?” he demanded rudely. Then he immediately had to look down because the person he was being rude to was two feet shorter than he was expecting.


“Bonjour, Monsieur Green,” said the diminutive boy standing on the doorstep. “My name is François. I am eleven years old and from Belgium. And I am to be your exchange student. It is a great pleasure to be welcomed to your country!” François then reached up, grabbed Mr. Green’s head, pulled him down, and kissed him once on each cheek.


Mr. Green practically went into shock as François picked up his little suitcase and entered the house.


“Bonjour, I am François,” François said to Nanny Piggins and the Green children.


“Bonjour,” said Derrick, Samantha, and Michael.


“Thank you for welcoming me into your home,” continued François with impeccable politeness and a lovely little bow. “I look forward to immersing myself in your culture.”


“What does ‘immerse yourself in culture’ mean?” Michael whispered to Derrick.


“I think he wants to dip himself in yogurt,” Derrick guessed.


“Now just you wait here,” spluttered Mr. Green. “What is the meaning of this? Coming into my house with a suitcase and speaking French. It just isn’t acceptable.”


“But you are Mr. Green, yes?” asked François, looking just the right amount of confused and hurt to make even Mr. Green feel slightly guilty for raising his voice.


“Well, yes,” admitted Mr. Green, secretly wishing he was not.


“And you signed up to join the Friends Around the World exchange-student program, did you not?” François asked.


“He did indeed,” said Nanny Piggins. “We all saw the paperwork yesterday.”


“Yes, but that was to send my children away,” protested Mr. Green.


“Of course,” said François. “But before your children go, you must first host a student in your home. That is the way the system works. Didn’t you read the fine print of the contract?”


Mr. Green had not. Which was unusual because he was a lawyer and it was his job to write fine print into contracts. So he should have known better than anyone how devious fine print can be. But when he was at the exchange-student office, he had been so euphoric at the idea of six months without his children he had been too giddy for reading. Instead he had been busily fantasizing about closing up the children’s bedrooms and saving money by disconnecting the electricity to all but one room in the house.


“How long are you going to be here?” asked Mr. Green, beginning to accept that perhaps there was no way out of this predicament. “Not six months, I hope.”


“Non, non, non,” said François (which is French for “no, no, no”). “I will be here for twelve months. I am on the advanced program.”


“Twelve months!” exclaimed Mr. Green, truly aghast. “But what am I supposed to do with you?”


“Just treat me as you would your own children,” said François.


“He’s going to wish he stayed in Belgium,” predicted Michael under his breath.


Mr. Green would have dearly loved to send François packing, but after fetching the contract and reading the fine print three times, he realized he could not. If he wanted his children to go to Nicaragua, he had to host the Belgian boy. But Mr. Green reasoned that one foreign child had to be better than three of his own (it was just a case of simple mathematics to his mind), so he decided to stick to his decision. Once Derrick, Samantha, and Michael were safely in Nicaragua, perhaps there would be some way he could lend François out to a sweatshop or a chimney-sweeping service or some such.
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The next few days proved very interesting. François was a polite, charming little boy who went to his own international school in town. So he was no bother for Nanny Piggins, Boris, and the children at all. But for some reason, he was fascinated by Mr. Green.


He kept muttering things like, “Sacre bleu! (which is French for “Wow!”) We have no one like this in our country.”


Every time Mr. Green slurped his soup, picked his nose, or dug the wax out of his ear, François would be there taking notes and even drawing diagrams, which he would then delightedly take and show the other children.


“Observe your father. He is a most fascinating man,” exclaimed François.


“He is?” asked Derrick, not entirely convinced.


“Oh yes, there is none other like him, I think. I must document all his behavior to show the people back in Belgium or they would not believe it,” said François happily.


“You should get a tape recorder,” suggested Nanny Piggins, “so you can capture the noises he makes in his natural habitat.” She liked to encourage children, particularly ones with such a talent for irritating Mr. Green.


“Très bien, what a good idea!” exclaimed François. “I shall purchase one now.”


“You will not,” protested Mr. Green.


“Tsk, tsk, Mr. Green,” chided Nanny Piggins. “You don’t want to cause an international incident. François is only trying to learn about our culture.”


But Mr. Green could not bear it. Whenever he was home, François followed him about, pestering him with questions all day long. “Why do you comb your hair over your bald spot?” “Are you ashamed of your head?” “Why are you ashamed of your head?” “Do you have a rude tattoo up there?” “What does it say?” “Can’t you afford to buy new clothes?” “Where do you get your suits from?” “Do you buy them from widows whose husbands have just died?” “Have you ever thought about plucking your nose hair?” “Would you like to borrow my tweezers?”


And Mr. Green could not do what he did to avoid his regular children—go to the office—because François’s school encouraged his sociological research by giving him time off to follow Mr. Green around at work too.


Everyone at the law offices loved François, which only irritated Mr. Green even more. The secretaries all wanted to see François’s diagrams of Mr. Green and the earwax. And even the senior partners had a good chortle when François played them the recordings he made of Mr. Green getting into and out of a chair. As a result, François had only been staying with them for two days when Nanny Piggins found Mr. Green hiding behind a bush down at the far end of the garden.


“Are you doing a spot of pruning?” asked Nanny Piggins innocently.


“Is that boy anywhere nearby?” whispered Mr. Green.


“What boy?” asked Nanny Piggins loudly.


“Shhh, he’ll hear you,” said Mr. Green. “François. Is he about? Is it safe for me to come out?”


“Of course,” said Nanny Piggins. “He isn’t here. He’s up in your bedroom going through your closet, taking photographs. He says the university in Brussels wants him to document everything.”


“Oh dear,” moaned Mr. Green.


“Are you coming in for lunch?” asked Nanny Piggins.


“No, I’ll just stay here,” said Mr. Green sadly. “I’ll sneak back in tonight after the little… tyke has gone to bed.”
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But Mr. Green had underestimated François’s dedication to his study. Later that night, the children were woken up by the sound of their father screaming. They rushed to his room. Not so much because they wanted to help but because, if their father was finally going to snap and throw a tantrum, they wanted to see it for themselves.


“Get him out! Get him out!” screamed Mr. Green.


“But what have I done wrong?” asked François, looking the picture of innocence.


“I woke up, and he was standing over me, holding a flashlight with a video camera,” complained Mr. Green.


“Perhaps the boy had trouble sleeping,” suggested Nanny Piggins.


“Monsieur Green is so fascinating when he slumbers,” explained François. “He makes exactly the same noise as a wildebeest with its foot stuck in an anthill.”


“Of course, you’re right. I’ve never been able to put my trotter on it,” agreed Nanny Piggins, “but that’s the sound exactly.”


“I want this boy out of my house now!” yelled Mr. Green.


“Very well,” said François with a hurt look on his little face. “I don’t want to be where I’m not wanted.” His lip quivered, and he fled from the room.
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The children were even more ashamed of their father than usual.


“But if he goes, Derrick, Samantha, and Michael won’t be able to go to Nicaragua next week,” protested Nanny Piggins.


“I don’t care,” said Mr. Green. (He did care, but he was so deranged from lack of sleep that he had forgotten.)


“And if Derrick, Samantha, and Michael stay, who will take care of them? I’m due to start work at the bacon factory on Monday,” said Nanny Piggins, looking the picture of concern.


“Quit your job! You have to stay. I can’t bear it!” exclaimed Mr. Green.


“I would,” said Nanny Piggins, “but the bacon factory pays so well. It would be a step backward for me to go back to being a nanny.”


“What do you want? A pay raise? Fine, I’ll double your wages,” said Mr. Green, which shows how desperate he was because he hated parting with money.


“No, I don’t want to be paid more,” said Nanny Piggins. “I am not a greedy pig. Ten cents an hour is plenty. No, I just want a weekly chocolate allowance.”


“A what?” asked Mr. Green.


“A weekly allowance to cover all my chocolate expenses. The bacon factory doesn’t give me that,” explained Nanny Piggins. “For a chocolate allowance I just might stay.”


“All right, I agree,” said Mr. Green. “How much do you want?”


“Fifty dollars ought to cover it,” said Nanny Piggins.


“What?!” exploded Mr. Green.


“You’re right,” said Nanny Piggins. “That is ridiculous. Better make it sixty.”


Mr. Green was so angry at this point that he lost the ability to make coherent sentences. He spluttered and blathered random sounds like “wha… nnggg… rggrrrrr.”


“Father, perhaps you’d better agree to Nanny Piggins’s request,” said Derrick. “Just consider the alternative.”


“Remember what it was like when you had to look after us yourself,” added Samantha.


Mr. Green shuddered. The pre–Nanny Piggins years had been a painful experience for him. Having to spend thirty or forty minutes with his children every day, sitting in the same room as them while they ate their meals, talking to them, and making eye contact—it was too dreadful to recall.


“All right, I agree to it all,” said Mr. Green.


“Excellent,” said Nanny Piggins. “There’s no need to write me a check, I’ll just take the money out of your wallet when you’re asleep sometime.”


“You’ll what?” said Mr. Green.


“Don’t worry, I’m much better at sneaking about a dark room than François,” Nanny Piggins assured him. “You never wake up when I do it.”


And so Nanny Piggins and the children left Mr. Green to get some sleep. (He locked the door and put a chair under the handle—as if that would stop a flying pig.)


Then they went downstairs to drink hot chocolate and plan how they were going to spend their newfound chocolate allowance. They were just in the middle of a heated debate over the comparative merits of chocolate malt balls and chocolate caramels when François entered.


“François!” exclaimed Samantha. “Are you all right?”


“We’re sorry Father was so rude,” added Derrick.


“He’s not racist. He’s mean to people of every nationality equally,” Michael assured him.


“Don’t worry about it, ay,” said François in a broad Canadian accent.


“François?” said Samantha.


“You can call him Frank,” said Nanny Piggins. “That’s his real name.”


“You two know each other?!” exclaimed Derrick.


“Oh yes,” said Nanny Piggins. “You didn’t think someone so uniquely irritating solely to Mr. Green could move in here just through pure coincidence, did you?”


The three children felt a little silly, realizing that that is exactly what they had thought.


“Frank isn’t an eleven-year-old Belgian boy,” explained Nanny Piggins. “He’s a thirty-seven-year-old Canadian acrobat from the circus.”


“I’m the guy who stands at the top of the human pyramid,” explained Frank.


“Have you ever been dropped on your head?” asked Michael in fascination.


“All the time. You don’t get reliable staff in human pyramids like you used to. These days, all the really good human pyramiders are running hedge funds,” said Frank sadly.


“They are?” said Derrick.


“Yes, it’s the same skill set, you see. It’s all about keeping everything up in the air. And if one thing goes, the whole lot comes tumbling down on your head,” explained Frank.


“Thank you for all your help,” said Nanny Piggins. “We’ve really enjoyed having you here. If there is ever anything we can do for you in return…”


“No, it’s my pleasure,” said Frank. “I owed you one for that time I forgot my passport and you blasted me across the Bering Strait with your cannon.”


And so Frank went back to the circus and life in the Green household returned to normal. The children remained safe in the knowledge that if they ever did visit the turtles of Nicaragua, it would be voluntarily, and at a time of their own choosing.















CHAPTER TWO



Nanny Piggins Joins the Neighborhood Watch


[image: image]t was the middle of the night and Nanny Piggins was standing alone in the dark, in the middle of the front garden. But do not worry; nothing bad was happening—quite the contrary. Nanny Piggins was playing a wonderful game of Spotlight with the children.


To play Spotlight, everyone has to dress in black, then smear camouflage paint (or milk chocolate) all over their faces and hands. Then one person stands in the middle of the yard with a flashlight while everyone else hides in the dark bushes. The idea is to rush up and tag the person holding the flashlight before they can spot you.


Nanny Piggins was incredibly good at this game as, indeed, she was at most games, because she had a huge advantage. Her sense of smell was so good she could sniff anyone coming even with her eyes closed. So she could easily detect Michael trying to sneak up on her from behind. She was just about to spin around and shine the flashlight in his face when, from somewhere down the street, she heard a noise.


“What was that?” asked Nanny Piggins at the precise moment when Michael launched himself at her. Nanny Piggins stepped sideways to have a look down the street. As a result, Michael missed her and crash-tackled Derrick, who was running forward to tag his nanny from the front. Then Samantha landed on top of them both because she had climbed a tree so she could drop on Nanny Piggins from above.


“Shhh,” said Nanny Piggins, as the children picked themselves up. “There’s something going on down the street.”


“But it’s three o’clock in the morning,” said Derrick disapprovingly.


“And it’s a school night,” said Samantha even more disapprovingly.


“Exactly,” said Nanny Piggins. “There can be no good reason for anyone to be out on the street at this hour.”


“Unless they’re playing Spotlight with their nanny,” suggested Michael.


“I doubt that’s the case,” said Nanny Piggins. “Other nannies do not seem to share my dedication to duty. They always want to sleep at night, whereas I see the job as a twenty-four-hour responsibility.”


Nanny Piggins and the children peered down the street where they could see flashlights blinking about and could hear the low murmur of voices.


“It could just be people coming home late,” said Samantha.


“In this neighborhood?!” scoffed Nanny Piggins. “All the people who live here are too boring. They’re all in bed by ten thirty. I know that for a fact because when I knock on their doors asking to borrow some chocolate at one o’clock in the morning they always have to get out of bed to come and give it to me. No, it’s obviously a gang of burglars.”


“Should we call the police?” asked Derrick.


“I suppose,” said Nanny Piggins begrudgingly. “Though I don’t see why they should get to hog all the fun.”


“You know the Police Sergeant doesn’t like it when you make citizen’s arrests,” Samantha reminded her nanny.


“Yes, he is a spoilsport,” agreed Nanny Piggins. (Nanny Piggins had not forgiven the Police Sergeant for telling her off after she brought into the police station a woman she had citizen’s-arrested for wearing shoes that did not match her handbag.) “Michael, you run into the house and phone the police.”


Michael ran back inside. Nanny Piggins turned to Derrick and Samantha. “Obviously we can’t let the burglars get away before the police get here, so we’ll just set up an ambush.”


“I can’t ambush anyone! I’m only nine,” protested Samantha.


“That’s why I’m giving you the most important job,” said Nanny Piggins. “It’s your responsibility to hold all my chocolate while I climb the tree and drop on them. It would be terrible if someone got burgled. But the real tragedy would be if something happened to my chocolate bars.”


So Samantha minded the twenty-seven chocolate bars her nanny had stashed about her person while Nanny Piggins shinnied up the tree. Once she was in position, Nanny Piggins called back down. “Now, Derrick, when they come up the street you step out in front of them and ask them for directions to the cinema, then I’ll take care of the rest.”


The gang of burglars slowly made their way up the road, shining their flashlights into people’s gardens and muttering among themselves.


“They’re nearly here,” whispered Derrick.


“I think I’m going to faint,” whispered Samantha.


“Eat one of the chocolate bars,” advised Nanny Piggins.


The burglars drew alongside the Green house and shone their flashlights about the yard.


“Now!” hissed Nanny Piggins.


Derrick leaped out of the bush and onto the sidewalk saying, “Good evening, I was wondering if you could tell me the way to the nearest—”


“Heeeeyaiiiyaaaahhhhh!” screamed Nanny Piggins as she threw herself out of Mr. Green’s tree and knocked the whole gang of burglars down, like a strike in bowling. “I am arresting you on behalf of the citizens of this street! You naughty burglars, you should be thoroughly ashamed of yourselves for breaking into people’s homes at three o’clock in the morning. And on a school night too!”
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