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    Do you know any grown-ups?


  




  Of course you do. They’re everywhere. You can’t walk down the street without seeing one. And, mostly, they do a very good job. They look after us, they drive us around in cars and

  they cook us nice food. Sometimes, they even buy us presents and treats.




  Grown-ups are all right.




  Generally speaking.




  But my grown-up is a bit different. He’s my uncle and he’s . . . well, you’ll find out.




  His name is Foulpest, which is strange enough, but the things he gets up to are so totally and completely weird and nutty that just thinking about them makes me go all red and wobbly.




  So when I tell my stories, I like to pretend they all happened to someone else.




  Don’t get me wrong. I love my uncle. He has a good heart and he tries very hard, but he’s just . . .




  Well, he’s just my uncle Foulpest.
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  It was Saturday morning. Wally was sitting in the kitchen, waiting for his breakfast, when the post arrived.




  ‘I’ll get it!’ he cried. He jumped off his chair and ran to the front door.




  He picked up the great wodge of letters that was lying on the doormat and started searching through it.




  ‘Not for me, not for me, not for me...’ he mumbled, until at last he found what he was looking for. It was a postcard from his parents.




  Wally’s parents were very important people who worked for a very important company. They spent a lot of time flying around the world, buying very important things, and that’s what

  they were doing now.




  But Wally needed them to be home really soon. His school was having a parents’ evening in two days time. His mum and dad would get to meet his teachers and see all the work he’d been

  doing. There would be a little show, and an art competition with a prize for the best picture of a sunset.




  And this year, Mrs Dooper the head teacher had said that the children could come along too.




  Of course Wally wanted to go to parents’ evening with his parents. But if they weren’t home in time, he would have to go with...




  No, he didn’t even want to think about it.




  So he read the postcard instead.




  [image: ]





  That was fantastic news! After all, how long could it take to wrap something? An elephant wouldn’t take two days. Even if it was really bad-tempered and wouldn’t stop wriggling.




  Wally turned the postcard over and looked at the picture.
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  It was of an enormous bridge.




  ‘Sydney Harbour Bridge,’ said the words under the picture, ‘is 134 metres high and 1,149 metres long.’




  ‘Blast!’ said Wally. An enormous bridge would take years to wrap. There was no way they’d be home in time for parents’ evening.




  So he would have to go with...




  Oh no.




  Wally thought really hard. There must be someone else he could go with instead.




  What about nice Mrs Beamish from next-door? Wally always went to her with his problems because she was friendly and kind and helpful and baked really wonderful fairy cakes. He’d love to go

  to parents’ evening with her.




  But Wally knew what she’d say if he asked her. She’d say he had to go with...




  No. Oh dearie me, no!




  But who else was there?




  The postman!




  That was it! Wally would ask the postman to go with him to parents’ evening. He had a nice face. Actually, Wally had never seen the postman’s face, but he had to have a nice face,

  didn’t he? There was only one way to find out. Wally opened the front door, but it was too late. The postman had gone.




  There was nothing for it. He would just have to go to parents’ evening with...




  ‘Where are you, Wally boy?’ It was his uncle, calling him from the kitchen. ‘Breakfast’s ready!’




  Wally’s heart sank.




  ‘Coming,’ he said glumly.




  ‘Sit yourself down, lad,’ said his uncle, who was rubbing his hands and smiling broadly. ‘I’ve got a thumping great treat for you this morning.’




  Wally’s uncle, Foulpest, looked after him when his parents were away. He was kind and generous and good-hearted and Wally loved him very much, but there was a problem. A big one.




  Foulpest was an ogre – a real one, with warts and great big pointy ears with hairs sticking out of them and everything. Foulpest tried his best to fit into the human world, Wally knew

  that, but he was big and clumsy and just a little bit revolting.
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  Anything he went near ended up getting sat on or squished or covered in goblin pong.




  Imagine going to parents’ evening with him. Wally went cold just thinking about it.




  ‘I can’t wait to see your face when you tastes this,’ said Foulpest as he lugged his cooking bucket down off the stove.




  Wally told himself not to be so horrible. Foulpest had been kind enough to make him breakfast and he should be proud to go with him to parents’ evening.




  ‘What is it, Uncle?’ Wally asked politely.




  ‘Porridge,’ said Foulpest and he started to dish it out.




  There you are, then. Foulpest had made him porridge. Something normal and ordinary and not at all yucky and disgusting. Everything was going to be fine.




  Then Wally looked at it.




  ‘But Uncle,’ he said, ’this porridge is purple. And hairy.’




  ‘Well of course it is, silly,’ said Foulpest. ‘It’s purple hairy troll porridge. Made from only the finest hairs from out of a purple troll’s nose. That’s the

  treat. What are you waiting for? Tuck in!’




  Wally didn’t feel very hungry all of a sudden, but he didn’t want to hurt Foulpest’s feelings so he picked up his spoon. Then he froze.
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