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Crumble and Custard




Special thanks to Narinder Dhami




Chapter One


“Is Oliver coming yet?” Crumble whined. The Labrador puppy was trying to climb up onto the sofa. He was using his brother Custard as a stepping stone.


“Get your paw out of my ear, Crumble!” Custard woofed crossly.


“Help me get onto the sofa, then,” Crumble panted, trying to heave himself up. “I want to climb onto the window ledge and look for Oliver.”


“What’s going on here?” a voice barked suddenly.


Crumble was so surprised, he let go of the sofa and tumbled onto the floor. Luckily, Custard broke his fall.


“What are you doing?” yapped Lady the spaniel, padding into the room.


“I was trying to climb up onto the sofa to see if Oliver was coming,” Crumble woofed.


“You know you’re not allowed on the sofa,” Lady replied sternly.


“You’re a bad boy, Crumble!” Custard barked, giving his brother a teasing nip on the tail. Next moment they were rolling around on the carpet, play-fighting.


“What are you two up to?” said Mrs James, popping her head round the door. Crumble and Custard belonged to Mrs James’s son, Oliver. But while he was at work they stayed with Mrs James and her old spaniel, Lady.


“Nothing, Granny James!” Crumble and Custard barked together, putting on their best “cute” faces. Suddenly the ears of both puppies pricked up.


“I can hear a motorbike!” Crumble woofed excitedly.


“It’s Oliver,” Custard barked. “And I heard it first!”


“No, I did,” Crumble yapped.


Still arguing, the two pups rushed to the front door.


A moment later, Oliver came in. Custard and Crumble went mad, jumping around his feet and barking loudly.
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“Hello, boys!” said Oliver, grinning. He took off his crash helmet and ran a hand through his fair hair. Then he scooped the pups up, one in each arm. “Have you been good today?”


“I have,” Crumble yapped, licking his owner’s cheek. “But Custard ran off with Lady’s biscuit!”


“Ooh, I did not!” Custard woofed back, nibbling Oliver’s ear. “Anyway, Granny James told Crumble off for chewing the rug!”


“What have you been cooking today, Oliver?” Crumble pushed his nose into Oliver’s neck. Their owner was a chef, so he always smelled delicious. In fact, biscuit-coloured Crumble and pale yellow Custard were named after Oliver’s favourite pudding.


The pups knew that Oliver went to people’s houses to cook food for them when they were having special parties. Crumble and Custard always thought it was most unfair that they weren’t allowed to go along too.


“Hi, Mum,” Oliver said. “Thanks for looking after the Terrible Two.”


“It’s a pleasure – sort of,” his mum laughed. “Now, you three, enjoy your weekend.”


“We will,” Oliver promised.


Crumble and Custard looked at each other in delight. So tomorrow was the weekend! That meant Oliver wouldn’t leave them and go to work. He’d stay at home and play!


“Brilliant!” the two pups barked, their tails wagging happily.


“Bye, Mum,” Oliver called as he carried Crumble and Custard over to his motorbike. “You have a good weekend too, and give my love to Gran.”


“Lady and I will be back from Gran’s on Sunday night,” his mum replied. “So I’ll be here to look after the pups as usual on Monday morning.”


Oliver’s motorbike had a sidecar which Crumble and Custard could ride in. They loved it. The sidecar had a cover attached, which meant that they were quite safe. It was clear, so that they could look out too.


“OK, boys, let’s go,” Oliver said, popping the pups into the sidecar and closing it carefully.
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“A whole weekend with Oliver,” Crumble yapped happily as their owner revved up the motorbike engine.


“Fantastic!” Custard agreed.


At first, the weekend went just as Crumble and Custard had hoped.


On Saturday morning they all had a lie-in. The puppies curled up in their favourite place next to Oliver. Then they all went down to the kitchen. First, Oliver fed Crumble and Custard their puppy food, then he got out the pancake pan to make his own breakfast.


Crumble, who always finished eating first, snuffled around Oliver’s feet as he began to mix the pancake batter. “Yum!” he yapped. “Leave a bit of room for some pancake, Custard!”


“Don’t worry, I will!” Custard snuffled back, as he finished off his puppy biscuits.


Just then the phone rang. Oliver went into the hall to answer it. The puppies rushed after him.


“Go away!” Crumble barked crossly as Oliver picked up the phone. “Oliver’s making pancakes.”


“Yes, and you’re not having any, whoever you are,” Custard added.


“Quiet, boys,” Oliver said sternly. “Hello?”
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“Maybe we should guard the pancake mix,” Custard growled. “Someone might come and steal it.”


“Good idea,” Crumble agreed.


The two pups trotted back to the kitchen.


“You’re having an important lunch party today, and you want me to come and cook for you?” Oliver was saying.


Crumble and Custard skidded to a halt outside the kitchen door when they heard that. Their tails stopped wagging. Oliver was going to work today? What about their lovely weekend?


“Well, I can see it’s an emergency, Mrs Gill,” Oliver said. “But I can’t, I’m afraid.”


The pups’ tails began to wag again, just a little.


“I’ve got no one to look after my two puppies,” Oliver went on. “They usually stay with my mum while I’m working, but she’s away for the weekend. And I can’t leave them on their own because they destroy things.”


“That’s because you chewed one of Oliver’s wooden spoons, Crumble!” Custard yapped.


“Well, you ate half his rubber plant!” Crumble argued.


“I suppose I could . . .” Oliver was saying. “But only if there’s somewhere safe for them to play while I’m working.”


Crumble and Custard looked at each other. Did that mean what they thought it meant?


“OK,” Oliver agreed, picking up a pen. “I’ll bring the pups with me then. If you could just give me the address . . .”


“YES!” Crumble barked excitedly, running round in circles to celebrate. “Oliver’s taking us with him.”


“Yippee!” woofed Custard. “We’re going with Oliver to cook party food. That’s much better than going to the park!”


“Yes,” Crumble agreed. “It’s even better than a bit of pancake after breakfast!”




Chapter Two


“OK, boys, we’re here.” Oliver turned off the motorbike engine. “Look at this posh house!”


“It’s huge!” Crumble gasped.


“Does the Queen live here?” asked Custard.


The Gills’ house was at the end of a winding driveway. It had a large garden with a waterfall and lots of statues. Crumble and Custard could hardly wait to dive out of the sidecar and explore.


“Now listen, you two,” Oliver said sternly. “I want you to be on your best behaviour. Is that clear?”


“Yes, Oliver,” the pups woofed.


Oliver clipped their leads onto their collars, and let them out. He led them over to the front door. But before he had a chance to ring the bell, the door flew open.


A tall woman with black hair stood there, beaming at them. “Hello, I’m Mrs Gill,” she said. “Thank goodness you could help me out, Oliver. And aren’t your dogs gorgeous!”


Crumble and Custard liked Mrs Gill already. They snuffled at her fingers as she gave them both a quick pat.


“Come in,” said Mrs Gill. She hurried them across a beautiful hallway with thick rugs and a sweeping staircase, then into a huge kitchen. “Like I told you on the phone, my usual chef has flu, and you can see what a mess we’re in.”


Crumble and Custard’s eyes nearly popped out of their heads. They’d never seen so much food! There were containers and packets on all the worktops, as well as bags and boxes of colourful fruit and vegetables.


“How many guests did you say were coming to the party, Mrs Gill?” Oliver asked, looking just as dazed as the puppies.


“Oh, only twenty,” Mrs Gill replied. “But my daughter Yasmin is having a birthday party in two days’ time. That’s why there’s so much food.” She waved a hand around the kitchen. “Use whatever you like. There’s a joint of beef for the main course, but the starters and pudding are up to you.”


“OK,” Oliver agreed.


“The guests will be arriving at about two o’clock,” Mrs Gill went on. “Come and see the dining room.” She led them all out of the kitchen and into the big room next door.


It had a long wooden table that was laid with sparkling plates and cutlery, and huge bowls of flowers. Two large French windows stood open at the far end of the room, leading out into the garden.


Crumble and Custard both sniffed the air, their black noses twitching. There were loads of exciting new smells to explore!


A man wearing shorts and a T-shirt hurried from the garden, into the room.


“This is my husband,” said Mrs Gill. “Darling, say hello to Oliver, our new chef.”


Smiling, Mr Gill came across the room. “Thanks for coming to our rescue like this,” he began. Then he spotted Crumble and Custard, and stopped in his tracks. “Oh no! Keep those dogs away from me!”


“Don’t worry,” Oliver said quickly, “they’re very friendly.”


“Oh, no, it’s not that,” Mr Gill muttered. He began to sneeze loudly. “A-tishoo!”
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“Oh, I forgot about your allergy!” said Mrs Gill. “You’d better go upstairs, darling.”


Still sneezing, Mr Gill hurried over to the door, keeping as far away from the two puppies as he could.


“What’s the matter with him?” Crumble asked. Mr Gill hadn’t even given them a pat.


“Maybe he’s got a cold,” Custard suggested. “Remember when Oliver had one? He kept sneezing all the time.”


“The puppies should be quite safe in the garden,” Mrs Gill went on. “My daughter Yasmin’s out there somewhere. She’ll love them.”


Oliver nodded. “I’ll just get them settled, and then I’ll start work.”


“Super,” said Mrs Gill. “Oh, excuse me.” And she dashed off to answer the phone.


“Come on, Oliver,” Crumble and Custard woofed together. They began to drag him towards the garden. “Let’s go and explore.”




Chapter Three


“Please let us off our leads, Oliver!” Crumble snuffled, as they walked through the enormous garden.


“Grr!” Custard grabbed his lead between his teeth and shook it crossly from side to side. “Let me go, Oliver!”


“Stop it, you two,” Oliver scolded, unclipping their leads as they walked across the lawn. “I just wanted to check that there’s no way for you to get out of the garden.”


“Look, Custard.” Crumble had spotted something interesting.


“Where?” Custard woofed.


“There!” Crumble barked impatiently. “That must be Yasmin.”


A girl with long black hair was lying on the grass ahead of them. She was reading a book.


Her eyes lit up at the sight of the two puppies. “Hi, I’m Yasmin,” she called to Oliver. “Are you the chef?”


“Yeah, I’m Oliver, and this is Crumble and Custard,” Oliver replied.


“I’m Crumble,” Crumble panted. “Stroke me first!”


“I’m Custard,” Custard yapped. “Stroke me first!”


Yasmin laughed. She bent down and put an arm round each puppy. “They’re so cute,” she cried. “Do you want me to look after them while you’re working?”
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