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For my friend Michael Benwell
– the “Boy” himself
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My Best Friend

The first time my best friend Gary came to our place, it was a disaster. I knew it would be. Accidents seem to happen when Gary’s about.
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Dad was on early turn at work, so he was home too. Boy, was he in a bad mood! Gary and I had just started our tea. In marched Dad from the bathroom. He was furious, waving a towel with black handprints on it. “Henry!” he said. “Look at the state of this!” I knew what was coming, so I tried to calm things down. I said, “Hi Dad, I don’t think you’ve met Gary before.”
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Gary thought he’d better explain about the towel and say sorry. He’d been fiddling about with an engine, and got a bit of oil on his fingers.

The trouble was, he had just been showing me how he could squeeze a whole chocolate biscuit into his mouth in one go. Out came this huge shower of crumbs.

All Dad could hear Gary say was, “WOFF BOFFF KOFFFF!”

Dad’s jaw fell open, but no sound came out. He got even more boiled-looking.

That made Gary go all flustered and he tried to swallow some tea to make a bit more room to talk. The tea was boiling hot! He went, “AHHH!” and started jumping about like a firecracker.
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Mum came in to see hot tea flying all over the sandwiches and Gary going mad, juggling with the cup to stop it from breaking. That was a shame. Because the cup smashed anyway and he got his hand scalded as well!

There was jam on the wall, jam on the photo of Mum and Dad getting married, jam on the geranium and jam right down Dad’s nice clean shirt.

Mum and Dad had a right go at me after Gary went home.

Dad yelled, “We bring you up nicely and what do we get for it?”

“Jam up the wall!” yelled Mum.

Dad said, “Why can’t you have a nice normal friend, instead of a walking accident?”
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To be fair, it wasn’t really Gary that upset Dad. It was his job, at Foodico, the supermarket. Mr Bird, the manager, was retiring, and Dad and the other deputy manager, Dennis Smart, were both after his job. Dad was shy and hard-working. Mr Smart was loud and flashy. He was always sucking up to Mr Bird. So Dad reckoned that Mr Smart would get the job, and that the first thing he’d do would be to give Dad the sack.

Dad was especially worried about the big charity event that was coming up. Foodico sponsors one every year.

“This year, it’s a big go-kart race at Belmont Park,” he said. “Anyone who raises more than £200 for charity can enter a driver. All sorts of companies are entering. But our branch of Foodico raised £500 and so we’re entering two drivers. And Mr Bird thinks it would be a good idea if his two deputies competed.”

I could tell Dad was nervous enough about entering a go-kart race. But it would be even worse having to race Mr Smart for the manager’s job and for the winner’s shield!

OEBPS/images/p5.jpg





OEBPS/images/p6.jpg





OEBPS/contents.htm

Contents


  1  My Best Friend


  2  Trouble at Foodico


  3  Gary Wants to Help


  4  The Demon Racer’s Offer


  5  Sweet Dreams at Night


  6  Picking up Speed


  7  The Race


  8  Yesssss!


      If you liked this, you’ll love…


      Copyright


      Website




OEBPS/images/p7.jpg






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
IAN WHYBROW
itLustratep By TONY ROSS





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
IAN WHYBROW
iustrarep Y TONY ROSS






OEBPS/images/co1.jpg





OEBPS/images/p3.jpg





OEBPS/images/p4.jpg





