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Do you know about The Grumpus?
 
And his Dastardly, Dreadful Christmas Plan?
 
And about the Awful Thing that happened on Christmas Eve?
 
Perhaps I should tell you about it . . . 
 
Of course, it really starts with a creak and a crack and a splintering, and a great wibble and a wobble . . . 
 
But I’ll tell you more about that later.
 
Instead, let’s begin our story miles away from THAT disaster, in a tiny hodge-podge of a town where everyone has woken up fizzing with excitement. 
 
Well, almost everyone has . . . 
 
I’ll give you one guess who HASN’T . . . 






	
			

			





	
			

			


Chapter 1
 
v
 
In Which There Are 
Some Glum Thoughts Thought About Whilst Scratching
 
Once upon a winter’s morning, The Grumpus stood in the door of his house, scratching his armpit with a –
	HANG ON.
	Do you know who The Grumpus is?
	No, I don’t suppose you do – there is only one of them after all, and not enough people know about him. And they should because of what he did – well, we’ll get to that bit later on . . .
	I think I should maybe tell you all about him first before we start our story properly. OK?
	OK.
	Right, well, pretend you haven’t read any of this and now turn the page and we’ll start again.






	
			

			


Chapter 1
(again)
 
v
 
In Which We Start Again and You Are Properly Introduced 
To a Very Unusual Creature
 
Have you heard of The Grumpus?
	No, I don’t suppose you have, until now, because there is only one Grumpus in the whole world. His name is actually Theodore Grumpus. The Grumpus for short. Capital T for The and capital G for Grumpus.
	The Grumpus is a large, hairy creature with long arms, short legs, sticky-out ears, pointy horns and big feet that he often trips over, much to his annoyance.
	He lives in a small, wonky town, in a small, wonky house surrounded by high hedges and a heavy gate. There is a sign on the gate that says KEEP OUT! with  no ‘please’ after it. The Grumpus lives there all by himself, which is just the way he likes it, THANK YOU VERY MUCH.






	
			

			


	You see, The Grumpus is actually a big, grumbly, huffy-puffy,pinch-the-bridge-of-your-nose-and- sigh-loudly-like-a-sat-upon-whoopee-cushion, grumpy grump of a creature who doesn’t like anybody. AT ALL.
	In fact, The Grumpus doesn’t like (hardly) ANYTHING. And if you don’t believe me, just turn  the page.






	
			

			


Chapter 2
 
v
 
In Which Several Of
The Things The Grumpus Does
Not Like At All Are Listed




. Being hot
. Being cold
. Being tired
. Being hungry
. Mornings
. Afternoons
. Evenings
. Bedtime
. Scrambled eggs
. Socks with holes  	in them
. Socks without holes  	in them
. Actually just socks  	in general
. Food that wiggles  	when you try to eat it, i.e.  	spaghetti/noodles/worms.
 
He doesn’t like baths:
. Or showers
. Or rain . Or water
. Or swimming.
 
He dislikes:
. The sea (even though 				he’s never seen it)
. Loud noises
. Bright lights
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. The dark
. Strange sounds
. Anything that crunches
. Gloves
. Mittens
. Kittens
. Chips
. Chocolate
. Chocolate chips
. Hats
. Cats
. Bats
. Dogs
. Frogs
. Mooses
. Gooses
. Mousses (especially 				strawberry flavour)
. Meeces (which is what 			he calls lots of mices.  	I mean mice.)
. Games
. Fun of any kind.
He isn’t keen on:
. Singing
. Laughing
. Dancing
. Any form of bottom 				shaking
. Cake (ESPECIALLY 				birthday cake)
. Flowers
. Puddles
. Cuddles (well, no one 
	has actually ever 
	cuddled him)
. Anything that sparkles
. Dens
. The colour red.
 
He is also certainly not raving about:
. Warm blankets
. Hot chocolate
. Having a nice sit-down
. Smiling.




And if there was one thing The Grumpus doesn’t like more than anything else in the whole world it is this:
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And that is what this story is about.




christmas
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Chapter 3
 
v
 
In Which Some Glum
Thoughts Are Thought
About Whilst Scratching
 
once upon a winter’s morning, The Grumpus stood in the door of his house, scratching his armpit with a fork. He was in a ferociously grumpy mood. 
	Firstly, his alarm clock had been too loud. The bell had ding-dinged so loudly he’d thought his ears were going to fall off. Then his blankets had been too warm and too itchy, and when he threw them off, he found his bedroom was far too cold.
	Then he had, like every morning, woken up on the wrong side of the bed, which had made him grumpier still, mainly because this meant he’d clambered out of bed and walked face first into a wall.
	But as he stood there in the doorway, scritch-scratching his armpit and thinking, his mood grew even more ferociously crabby. There was a crisp, crackly coating of frost on the ground, which was too white, twinkly and 
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crunchy as far as The Grumpus was concerned. There was also a chill in the air, a shiver, and just fading from sight as the weak sun rose were the last faint traces of the Northern Lights dancing across the morning sky.
	For most people, the sight of all this would have been magical, but not for The Grumpus. His eyebrows crashed together. He knew what it all meant. What it all added up to . . .
	‘Hmph!’ he grunted. He held one of his large hands up to one of his ears and waggled it this way and that. The sound of Jolly Music and Jingling Bells were on the breeze, which could only mean one thing: Christmas was almost here.
	He tutted and went inside and slammed the door. Then he slammed it again for good measure.
	It was the same every year. Frost. A Chill in the air. Magical Night-Time Lights in the sky.
	Then: 
	Jolly Noises. 
	Snow. 
	Merriment.
	(He made a mental note to add all of those things to that list of things he Absolutely Does Not Like at All, Thank You Very Much.)
	Then, of course, after that was the big day itself, with all the hooting and trumpeting nonsense that that involved.
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	The Grumpus stomped about a bit with his hands on his hips, and kicked at dustballs on his carpet. (The Grumpus didn’t like cleaning.) ‘Stupid Christmas!’ he huffed. ‘Stupid sparkly, twinkly, jingly-jangly, crinkly-wrapped-up-with-a-shiny-bow Christmas!’ Everyone was about to go bonkers with excitement about it. He just knew it.
	‘Well, I’m not going to go bonkers!’ grouched The Grumpus to himself, as he scratched his belly. He was going to do what he did every year – grumble and huff around his house, and then he would spend the whole of Christmas Day sitting in the dark with his arms firmly folded, tutting.
	He nodded decisively. 
	Yes. That was an excellent plan. Clever, The Grumpus, he thought.
	And he would start right this very second.
	But at that very second his tummy suddenly rumbled. Well, he thought, I’ll start right after I’ve had something to eat.
	Now, you might be wondering if there was ANYTHING that The Grumpus actually DID like, and the answer to that is, surprisingly, yes. 
	He liked precisely three things.
	The first of these was Brussels sprouts. Green and stinky, boiled until they were squishy, Brussels sprouts. The Grumpus ate them every day, for every meal, 
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morning, noon and night. And a big bowl of steaming Brussels sprouts was what he was going to have right now for breakfast.
	‘Just the thing,’ he said, as cheerfully as The Grumpus could muster, ‘to set me up for a good day of GRUMBLING.’ And he galumphed to his Brussels sprout cupboard and threw open the doors.
	The cupboard was BARE.
	The Grumpus stared at the empty cupboard for a moment, blinked, then closed the doors.
	He waited another moment, opened them once more and looked again. 
	Still not a sprout to be seen anywhere! 
	He closed his eyes.
	He took a deep breath.
	Then he went ABSOLUTELY. CRACKERS. 
	He shouted and grumped and stamped and roared.
	He yelled rude words that I’m not allowed to write here (but I can tell you that ‘bum’ featured prominently) and crashed about for ten minutes. Eventually he flopped, face down, onto the floor.
	His belly rumbled again. He told it to pipe down.
	No Brussels sprouts in the house was A DISASTER. The Grumpus sighed. He would have to go shopping, and he LOATHED shopping. 
	And if you think he’s in a bad mood already . . . Oh boy. Wait until you find out what happens next . . . !
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Chapter 4
 
v
 
In Which a Shopping
Expedition Does Not
Go Completely To Plan
 
The Grumpus spent the next few minutes crashing about the house like a thunderstorm, getting ready for his trip to the vegetable shop. 
	He rammed his feet into his shoes and shouted with annoyance. He didn’t like undoing shoelaces and he didn’t like doing them up again, so he just shoved and wiggled his feet into his pumps, often falling over in the process. He huffed like a hog, picked himself up and reached for his jumper. 
	Ah. The jumper. While The Grumpus is snorting and huffing his way into it, I can tell you all about that.
	The jumper was the second of the three things that The Grumpus actually liked. It was very old, very grubby and had holes in both the elbows. It was far too small for him, and great acres of arm and tummy poked out of its ends. But what made it special, in The Grumpus’s eyes, 
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was that right across his belly it had a row of big knitted sprouts. The Grumpus thought it was the bee’s knees and he never went anywhere without it.
	Once he had squeezed himself into it, he reached for the third and final thing he actually liked: The Stick. Capital T for The and capital S for Stick.
	Now, in many ways The Stick was just a stick. 
	A large one, yes, but it was just a big, old, branchy bit of stick. For The Grumpus, however, The Stick was his only friend. He didn’t like people or any creatures at all, but he could, he felt, be friends with a stick. 
	The main reason why he liked The Stick was because it didn’t answer back. The Grumpus could grump and grouch to it all day long and The Stick wouldn’t say anything in return. And, because it was a stick, it didn’t have any particular feelings at all about Christmas.
	‘Christmas! Harrumph!’ growled The Grumpus, and he waggled The Stick so it nodded in agreement. Then, with his jumper on and The Stick in hand, The Grumpus slammed out of his house and marched to the sprout shop.
 
 
 
✥          ✥          ✥
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The Grumpus’s house somehow looked like it was frowning. It sat at the edge of the town, separated by a clump of drooping, sighing trees. He crunched past them that morning on his furious, frosty walk to the shops, remembering this time last year when he had found someone trying to decorate their bare branches with twinkling Christmas lanterns. 
	Cripes, had he been cross!
	He’d hoicked the merry decorator up by the back of their trousers with The Stick, swung them around in the air and hurled them into a bush. Twinkly Christmas lights indeed!
	‘Silly Christmas!’ he glowered.






	
			

			


	The closer to town The Grumpus marched, the grumpier he became. He discovered that his suspicions first thing that morning had been correct. The frost had brought with it the first fizzing excitement for Christmas. Great clouds of steam billowed from his ears as all around him townsfolk bustled about, twittering and nattering, giddy with Christmas cheer.
	There were songs being sung, lights being hung and enormous piles of presents wrapped in glitzy paper being carried about in teetering towers. Tinsel and baubles and swags of holly were draped from roofs and windowsills. In the centre of town, a gang of very busy people were heaving a glittering fir tree into position.
	‘Stupid Christmas!’ growled The Grumpus as the crowds parted in his path. Everyone slunk away (as always) as the huffing, puffing bundle of grump blundered into Frau Butternut’s Vegetable and Fruit Emporium.
	A little bell tinkled as the door swung open, and The Grumpus, snorting with fury, plucked the bell from its bracket, stomped on it, stomped on it again for good measure, and then threw it in the bin. All the shoppers stopped and fell silent. Very quickly, they busied themselves with the potatoes and turnips. They muttered in Hushed Tones as The Grumpus stomped through the shop, walloping his head off a ceiling lamp as he did so.
	Behind the counter, Frau Butternut stopped polishing a parsnip. ‘Oh hello, Mr The Grumpus,’ she 
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said nervously. ‘And wh-what can I do for you for you this fine festive m-morning?’
	‘Sprouts,’ said The Grumpus. ‘Brussels sprouts. All of them.’
	Frau Butternut slid her spectacles up her nose and fussed with the collar of her high-necked blouse. ‘Sprouts?’ she said. ‘Sprouts, you say? Are y-you sure? Couldn’t I interest you in . . . um . . . in a nice, um . . . cabbage?’
	The Grumpus glowered under his bushy eyebrows.
	‘Or . . . or a gorgeous gourd?’ She half-heartedly held up something large and knobbly.
	‘SPROUTS,’ said The Grumpus again, even more grumpily this time. ‘ALL OF THEM.’
	Frau Butternut gulped and started polishing her parsnip as casually as she could, but the lenses of  her spectacles had started to fog up. ‘Well, you see the – the thing is, Mr The Grumpus . . .’ she twittered. ‘The  fact is . . . Well, what I’m trying to say – well, tell you  really, is . . .’
	Everyone in the shop held their breath.
	‘YES?’ said The Grumpus.
	‘Well . . .’ wobbled Frau Butternut. ‘There aren’t any left. I-I-I just sold the very last one a moment ago . . .’
	Steam slowly started to waft out from The Grumpus’s ears. ‘Who to?’ he said.
	Frau Butternut polished furiously. ‘That mouse 
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over there . . .’ she said, and she pointed behind The Grumpus to where a tiny mouse wearing a fancy hat and carrying a large sprout had been trying to tiptoe out of the shop as quietly as she could manage. The Grumpus spun around on the spot and glared at the mouse. She grinned nervously at him and then darted out of the door as fast as she could.
	‘N-no more left, I’m afraid,’ said Frau Butternut.
	The Grumpus closed his eyes. (Oh no!)
	The Grumpus took a deep breath. (Oh cripes!)
	The Grumpus threw back his head. (Uh-oh!  Here we go . . .)
	And . . .
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Chapter 5
 
v
 
In Which The Grumpus
Expresses Himself Clearly
 
‘AAAAAAAAAAAAAAARGHHHHH!’ said The Grumpus (grumpily).
 
 






	
			

			


Chapter 6
 
v
 
In Which a Dastardly,
Dreadful Plan is Made
(Oh Crikey!)
 
Now, The Grumpus was ALWAYS grumpy – everyone knew that. But nobody could ever, EVER remember him being THIS grumpy! He was beyond furious.
	His face slowly turned bright, beetroot pink, and steam drifted in a worrying manner from both his ears and his nostrils. He turned on the heels of his shoes and stormed out of the shop, walloping his head on the door frame as he left.
	He stood in the main square of the town with his hands on his hips, snorting like a big, sweaty hog.
	CHRISTMAS! The problem was ALWAYS Christmas! Christmas was the reason he had no sprouts! Christmas was the time of year when everybody else STOLE the sprouts that were rightfully his. Everywhere he looked, there it was – Christmas! The tree! Christmas! 
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