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  There was a boy so disgusting


  they called him Yuck
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  “Stop picking,” Mum said.




  “I wasn’t.”




  Mum looked round from the front seat of the car.




  “Yes you were. I saw you.”




  “I wasn’t doing anything,” Yuck said.




  Polly Princess was sitting next to him.




  “You’re disgusting, Yuck,” she said.
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  Dad was driving. Polly reached over and tapped him on the shoulder.




  Dad glanced in his mirror. “Yuck, stop picking your nose!”




  Yuck wiped his finger on the car seat.




  Just one more pick and...




  “Use a tissue!” Mum told him.




  “But Mum...”




  Mum opened her handbag and rummaged for a tissue.




  Yuck had just enough time to slip his finger up his nose.




  Nearly got it. Just a little bit...
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  The bogey was on the end of his finger.
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  The bogey was in his mouth.
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  “Yuck! That’s revolting!” Polly said. She turned away and looked out of the car window.




  Nice, Yuck thought, rolling the bogey with his tongue.




  “You are absolutely the most repulsive brother ever,” Polly muttered.




  Chewy, Yuck thought, pressing the bogey between his teeth.




  “Dad, did you see what Yuck just did?”
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  But Dad was busy driving.




  Mum reached round from the front seat with a tissue in her hand. She pinched it over Yuck’s nose.




  “Blow,” she said.




  Yuck groaned.




  “Yuck, do as your mum tells you,” Dad said, turning the corner into their street.




  Yuck huffed once into the tissue.




  “Blow properly,” Mum said.




  Yuck huffed again.




  “It’s not fair,” he complained, as they pulled up at the house. “Why can’t I pick my nose?”




  “Because I said so,” Mum told him.




  Yuck decided that when he was EMPEROR OF EVERYTHING, everyone would have to pick their nose – it would be THE LAW. He’d collect all the bogeys in a great big bogey pit, and anyone

  found with a tissue would be dunked into it head first on a big bogey bungee jump.
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  Mum opened the car door and marched Yuck to the house.




  At home that evening, she kept a close eye on him.




  She caught him picking his nose behind the sofa.




  She caught him picking his nose in the treehouse.




  She caught him picking his nose in the cupboard under the stairs.




  And when it was time for bed, she burst in on Yuck in his bedroom. He was hiding under the covers in the middle of an experiment, trying to get two fingers up one nostril. They were halfway up

  and about to pull out a long stringy bogey.
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  “Don’t you dare!” Mum said, lifting his duvet.




  Yuck groaned and pulled his fingers out slowly, trying not to snap the bogey as it stretched. It pinged loose from his nostril. But just as he was about to eat it, Mum wiped his hand with a

  tissue.




  “Skids!” Yuck swore. He’d been growing the bogey for an hour.




  “Put these on!” Mum said.




  She handed him a pair of red mittens.




  “But I’m not cold,” Yuck told her.




  “They’re not for the cold. They’re for nose pickers.”




  Yuck put the red mittens on. His fingers were trapped.
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