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To Venetia and Sheila.


Thank you for always believing in me.











[image: Chapter One Up-Up]


‘Shhh, Joey!’ Fred whispered. His twin sister never stopped talking, and it would be a disaster if they were caught.


‘I was just saying that I’m hungry, that’s all,’ Joey whispered. She couldn’t think straight when she needed food. It wasn’t her fault that she was a hungry elf !


The twins were balanced on a ladder made of toothpicks and twine. The top of the ladder poked out of a tiny hole in the floorboards of the cupboard under the stairs.


Fred elbowed his way past his sister to poke his head up through the hole. All he could see was the broom and a big pile of shopping bags. ‘All clear,’ he said.


[image: Fred pokes his head out of a tiny hole in the floorboard as he climbs up a small ladder and faces his sister, Joey, who waits on all fours on the floor.]


Joey scrambled up behind him and bent down to peek under the door. ‘Clear here too,’ she said.


Together they squeezed under the door and crept across the hall, ducking behind chair legs and trying to blend in with the wallpaper.


[image: Joey and Fred sneakily move across the room. Joey holds Fred in place for a moment and checks if the path ahead is clear. They wear dungarees and wellies. Joey wears short dungarees with a scarf tied around her waist.]


‘There’s the kitchen,’ Fred whispered, pointing towards a lit-up room. Joey’s stomach rumbled again, and Fred glared at her. Joey rolled her eyes and stuck out her tongue.


The twins were hunting for materials to finish off Joey’s new outfit, a chequered jumpsuit that she had designed herself. She had stitched it together using an old napkin that her mum had brought down from Up-Up, and now she just needed some more thread to finish it off. It was a two-elf effort to thread a needle, but together they could just about manage it.


[image: Fred holds a huge needle with both hands while Joey carefully guides the thread through the eye. They are in Joey’s room, and a tall spool of thread stands to the side.]


Joey had convinced Fred to come Up-Up with her, and he was already regretting it. The twins both had white-blonde hair and big brown eyes, but they had very different personalities. Fred was two minutes older and was very organised. His favourite thing in the world was reading, and he didn’t like it when people were cross with him. His sister was the opposite – messy, carefree and a little bit wild.


Joey waved at a giant spider dangling from the rafters. ‘How’s it hanging?’ she whispered.


‘Yuck.’ Fred shuddered. He didn’t like creepy-crawlies. This made his life a bit diﬃcult because he lived with all the other Squirby elves under the floorboards of 39A Cove Street. And there were creepy-crawlies everywhere!


[image: image]


An old lady called Bee-Bee had lived in 39A all her life. Before that, her mum had lived there, and her grandmother, and her grandmother’s grandmother. But now, poor Bee-Bee lived all on her own, with no one to help her look after the house.


‘It’s really starting to fall apart,’ whispered Fred, concerned. The walls had gaping holes where the plaster had fallen off, and the furniture was dusty and covered with newspapers. The window glass was thin and rattly, so there was a constant draught whistling through the hallway.


They could hear the telly on in the living room next door. Bee-Bee was probably asleep in her chair, with Benny, her slobbery St Bernard dog, snoring at her feet.


[image: Fred tiptoes across the wooden floor as he moves past a doorway while Joey stares at Benny, the huge dog, dozing on the floor beside Bee?Bee, who watches telly.]


Benny was the main reason it was risky for the elves to go Up-Up. He would bark if he saw them and stick his nose into every corner to find them. They weren’t sure if he wanted to play with them or eat them, and it wasn’t worth the risk to find out!


Once they were in the kitchen, they felt safer. Joey pointed to a cupboard above the worktop where Bee-Bee kept her sewing box. It was far too high for them to reach.


‘I wish I had wings,’ Fred groaned. Their fairy cousins lived in the countryside and had wings. Even the littlest was able to fly! But the Squirby elves had other magic. They were great inventors and could build almost anything. They believed that any problem could be fixed with the right tools.


‘Look,’ Joey said. A ruler and pencil sharpener had fallen behind a press. Together, they made a perfect seesaw – a classic Squirby solution.


‘My turn,’ said Fred.


‘No, mine!’ said Joey.


The twins looked at each other and pulled out their tiny hands. They played a quick game of Smile, Whistle, Burp – which was a version of the human game Rock, Paper, Scissors. The whistle overruled the burp, the smile overruled the whistle and the burp overruled the smile. It was funny to watch, and even funnier if they had to do it quietly!


Fred won. He clambered up onto the pencil sharpener and stepped to the farthest end of the ruler. Joey climbed up after him and stood in the middle of the ruler, where it balanced on top of the pencil sharpener.


‘Right, I’m going to jump!’ Joey warned him. She gathered all her strength and leapt into the air, landing on the raised end with a bump.


[image: Joey jumps on one end of a ruler propped on a pencil sharpener like a seesaw. The jump sends Fred flying into the air, and he leaps onto the kitchen countertop. Joey’s jump is step 1, Fred’s lifting into the air is step 2, and his landing is step 3.]


Fred flew up into the air, curled into a perfect somersault and landed on the kitchen countertop. ‘Who needs wings when you have these skills?’ he crowed.


Joey rolled her eyes at him. ‘Just help me up!’


Fred looked around and grabbed a tea towel. He wrapped one end around the tap and lowered the other end down to Joey. She carefully climbed up, and Fred reached out a hand to pull her onto the worktop. Squirbies were small, but they were strong!


And breathe, Joey thought. They had made it, but they still needed to act quickly. Bee-Bee could come in for a cup of tea at any moment – she loved her tea!


At least they were too high now for Benny the St Bernard to see them. They would just look like colourful insects to him. Luckily, Bee-Bee had poor eyesight and never noticed the tiny elves.


‘Oh,’ said Fred, looking around the old kitchen. ‘It’s so messy!’


It had only been a little while since they had last snuck Up-Up, but since then, things had gotten worse. There was a thick layer of dust on the counters, and the sink was full of dirty dishes and cups. The bin was overflowing with rubbish.


[image: image]


Poor Bee-Bee, Fred thought. She wasn’t married and had no children to look after her. She didn’t get out much and didn’t seem to have any friends. She was all alone – except for Benny, of course.


Then he had an idea. What if he cleaned up for her? That would be a nice surprise! He would bring his yellow gloves, his magic scrubber, his elfy liquid … Fred loved nothing more than a good clean-up.


‘Look,’ Joey whispered, interrupting his thoughts. She pointed over at a big, fluffy lemon cake, covered in shiny icing and red berries. Bee-Bee was brilliant at baking. The smells sometimes drifted down through the floorboards to make the elves’ mouths water.


‘Ooh!’ said Fred. His cleaning plans had distracted him, but his own stomach had started rumbling. ‘Do you think we could?’


‘If we’re careful,’ said Joey. Rule number one of the Squirby Code was: Don’t Be Seen.


And they always had to be careful not to leave any evidence behind them. If Bee-Bee noticed their little fingerprints, she might think she had mice and start setting traps. And that would be a disaster for the tiny elves!


But this cake was so massive that surely she wouldn’t notice a tiny piece missing …


They crept over and lifted up a piece of the hard, shiny icing. Joey dug both hands into the cake and pulled out an armful. Fred patted the icing back in place over the hole. Perfect! Bee-Bee would never know.


BANG!


Benny stood in the doorway. His big, wet nose was so strong it had pushed open the kitchen door!


The elves froze. This was Squirby Code rule number two: Keep Quiet and Still. Every elf knows that if you’re spotted while Up-Up, you must keep very, very still until the danger passes.


Fred moved his head slightly to see Joey. She was wiggling her index finger, beckoning him back towards the lemon cake.


Benny was drinking from his water bowl, making a big, slobbery mess. While he was distracted, they dashed behind the cake.


But Benny had spotted the cake too. They heard his collar jingle as he strolled over to inspect it. Next thing they knew, he was up on his hind legs, giving it a big sniff, sticking his nose right into it. His big, pink tongue flicked out and buried itself in the icing, right next to their ears!


The twins clutched each other. Fred tried not to whimper. Was this it? Were they going to end up as a dog’s dinner?!


[image: Benny stands on his hind legs to reach the countertop as he flicks out his tongue and drools at the iced cake on the kitchen countertop. Fred and Joey lean against the cake to hide from Benny, both holding still, frozen to the spot.]


Benny sat down to lick his lips. He had a funny expression on his face, like he was trying to decide if he liked lemon cake or not. Benny was so spoilt that he could afford to be choosy!


‘Benny-Boo, where are you?’ They heard a voice coming from the living room. Benny lost interest and ran off to see his beloved owner.


‘Phew,’ Joey breathed out. Her brother looked as if he was going to pass out. ‘He’s gone, relax!’ she said.


‘RELAX?!’ Fred hoarsely whispered. ‘You put our lives in danger for some STUPID thread, for a STUPID outfit. I’m never coming Up-Up with you again.’


‘Okay, okay,’ Joey said. ‘I’ll be quick.’ She was a bit freaked out too, but she didn’t want the mission to have been a waste of time. ‘Bee-Bee’s sewing kit is up there.’ She pointed up to the cupboard above them.


Fred grumbled as he climbed onto Joey’s shoulders. He reached for the handle and swung the cupboard open. He hoisted himself inside, then grabbed a piece of ribbon and lowered it down to his twin. He held his breath – Benny could decide to come back for more cake at any moment.


Joey scrambled up the ribbon and dove straight into the sewing basket. She didn’t need much – just enough to finish her jumpsuit. She found an old spool of black thread and pushed it towards Fred.


‘Move,’ she said as she rolled it out of the cupboard. It landed on the counter with a small thud.


They scrambled down the piece of ribbon and jumped off the counter.


‘Let’s get back to the ladder,’ Fred said. ‘I want to go home.’


Joey hoisted the spool onto her back, panting. She knew better than to ask Fred for help carrying it!


[image: Joey hauls a big spool of thread on her back. The thread is 100 percent cotton.]
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