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What on Earth?


Hamish Ellerby’s eyes were the size of satsumas as he sat completely still in his chair.


And he sat completely still because he was totally, utterly petrified.


This was so strange.


What on earth was going on?


Seriously – what on earth?


It had all happened in an instant. The scariest, coolest, most awful, most brilliant, most horrible, most wonderful thing.


Hamish wanted to get up and look around. But he couldn’t. He was too frightened even to move a single muscle.


This was incredi-weird!


Just a matter of moments ago, gangly Mr Longblather had been leaning forward onto a desk using just his knuckles, the way he always did when he was about to ask Class 4E of Winterbourne School a question.


‘Who can tell me about soil erosion?’ he’d said, and everybody’s hearts had sunk at once, because if there’s anything more boring than soil erosion then no one’s told me about it. Mr Longblather was one of those particularly boring teachers, with a particular talent for making particularly boring things even more particularly boring than normal. In this respect, at least, Mr Longblather was absolutely extraordinary.


When the question had been asked, Hamish had stared down at his pencil case and made his special ooh-let-me-think face. He ran his hand through the thick black hair his mum called ‘The Mess’ and squeezed his huge greeny-brown eyes shut, like he was really trying to come up with an answer. Sometimes he found this was enough to convince people he was thinking about soil erosion. (Fact: Hamish had never really thought about soil erosion. It was not something he was all that concerned about. To be honest, he didn’t even really know what soil erosion was.)


‘Soil erosion!’ Mr Longblather had repeated, now looking a little peeved. ‘Come on, 4E! Soil erosion!’


Mr Longblather had then put his hands on his hips and sighed a deep sigh. Hamish kept looking at his pencil case.


‘Surely SOMEONE knows SOMETHING about—’


And there he had paused . . .


And Mr Longblather’s pause continued.


This was quite a dramatic pause, Hamish had thought. It would be a good pause to have in a soap opera or a TV talent show, he decided. But the pause would be over soon, because pauses always end, don’t they? That’s why they’re a pause and not a stop.


But this pause went on.


And on.


And on.


And then on some more.


In fact, no one said anything for ages. The class had never been so quiet. It was reeeeally very awkward.


So finally, Hamish raised his head and put his hand up.


But nothing happened.


Mr Longblather didn’t say, ‘Hamish Ellerby, you wonderful pupil, please tell us everything you know about soil erosion.’


And he didn’t say, ‘Hamish Ellerby, you are the saviour of this school, the greatest child in all the land, and possibly a future world-famous expert in the field of soil erosion.’


He didn’t even say, ‘Come on then, Hamish, spill the beans!’


Mr Longblather didn’t say anything at all.


And that was when Hamish realised something was just a little bit wrong. Because when he finally looked up, Hamish could see that Mr Longblather was completely and utterly still.


Frozen.


A statue.


Immobile.


Not moving.


Stuck.


Stuck stuck.


Well, this is odd, thought Hamish. He frowned and studied his teacher a little closer. Mr Longblather’s mouth was wide open, his fat pink tongue hovering near his two front teeth. Mr Longblather had a very thin, very droopy moustache that sort of looked quite sad to be there. It was so long it looked like it was trying to escape from his face. Hamish could see some drool glistening between its thin, brown, wiry hairs.


And then Hamish noticed something even odder, if that was at all possible.


A tiny ball of spit was hanging in the air just a few centimetres from Mr Longblather’s mouth. It caught the sunlight and glistened like a miniature star.






[image: image]







It wasn’t unusual for Mr Longblather to shower his class with spit, of course. He was one of those teachers who spits when he talks. You know the type. The teacher that makes everyone fight over the seats at the back of their class. In fact, Mr Longblather was such a repeat offender of unwanted spittle-distribution that Astrid Carruthers’s mum even let her bring an umbrella to class. But it was unusual for a blob of the icky liquid to be stuck in mid-air.


How was it just hanging there? It was fascinating! It made Hamish want to reach out and touch that little wet ball. This was probably the first time in his life he had ever actually wanted to touch someone else’s spit.


He turned to see if the rest of 4E had noticed this little spit-star too, which is when he saw what really shocked him.


They were all perfectly still too!


Nobody was moving.


The school bully, Grenville Bile, had one grubby, tubby little finger halfway up his nose and was making a face like he’d just smelled some really awful cheese.


But he wasn’t moving.


Colin Robinson had one skinny leg raised slightly off the ground and a very guilty look on his face.


But he wasn’t moving.


Brainy old Astrid Carruthers had her hands tightly gripped around the umbrella under her desk, ready to press ‘Open’ – just in case Mr Longblather turned to ask her a question and showered her in a monsoon of spittle.


But Astrid Carruthers did not move one centimetre.


Hamish started to sweat.


‘Hello?’ he said, but no one said hello back. His voice sounded enormous in this deathly silent classroom. ‘Hello . . . ?’ Next to him, his friend Robin was mid-blink. He looked like a photograph you’d probably want to delete.


Hamish was starting to panic now. He looked out of the window and saw the school caretaker, Rex Ox. Maybe he could call out to him . . . But then Hamish realised Rex Ox’s feet seemed to be planted to the ground and his broad shoulders were perfectly still. The bright orange leaf blower he had in his hands was silent.


And my goodness, look! Leaves were stuck in the air all around him!


And there – over there, by the bins – a cat was leaping between two walls, except it was just sort of floating in mid-air!


It looked like some kind of weird cat balloon.


And then Hamish pressed his hands up against the window and stared up into the sky . . . because there was a plane! Stopped still! Like it was pinned to two clouds that weren’t moving either!


Hamish’s eyes struggled to take everything in. They were getting wider and wider and wider and wider . . .


What should he do? What do you do when the whole world stops?


His mind raced. Come on, Hamish, think! He was a bright kid. He read a whole book about gravity once. He could spell ‘malovalent’.


I mean ‘melovelant’.


I mean ‘milevolunt.’


Never mind! What I mean is, Hamish could spell loads of words.


So was this a test? Or a dream? Or a joke? April Fool’s Day was last month.


But was everyone in on this? Was Hamish Ellerby being made a fool of?


Surely this weirdness was too much for a ten-year-old to deal with? So Hamish made a very important decision indeed. He knew just what to do.


He would just do what everybody else was doing.


Which was absolutely nothing at all.


So Hamish just sat there. Quietly. Confused. Every now and again glancing at the clock on the wall, which was actually completely pointless, because the clock had stopped too.


And the longer the pause became, the more Hamish began to realise that he was very, very afraid.


What if the world never starts again? he thought, alone in the silence. What if this lesson about soil erosion just goes on and on forever?


He noticed his hands had begun to gently tremble. He felt a bit like crying now. If the world never started again, he would be the only boy who could move in the whole of Starkley. Who would he play with? Would he ever be able to speak to his mum again? What if she’d stopped still too? Who’d make him sausage and mash? Who’d give him money for Chomps? But wait – worse than that . . . what if this was the end of the world?


Hamish’s tummy turned and swirled like it had a badger in it. A very turny, swirly badger. One with a severe nervous condition and no real control of its legs.


And still he waited.


And then, after what could have been a minute or an hour or a whole month later . . .


‘—SOIL EROSION!’ Mr Longblather shouted, which startled Hamish so deeply his knees slapped against the roof of his desk. Then he felt that little shooting star of spit finish its journey and slop right on the end of his nose.


But Hamish didn’t care! There was movement!


The clock ticked again like nothing at all had happened. Somewhere a bell rang. One of Mr Longblather’s hairy knuckles cracked on the desk.


Hamish glanced at Grenville, who was still foraging in his nostrils, trying to find what he always called the ‘fruits of my nose’. Outside, cars motored by. The cat landed safely and dashed behind some bins which rattled and rocked as she knocked them. Fat brown leaves danced around Rex Ox’s head as the leaf blower roared.


Hamish felt such relief. Trees were swaying, shadows shifting, planes flying, clouds floating, wind blowing . . . and Mr Longblather still waited for his answer.


‘I am perfectly happy to keep asking until the end of time!’ he said, grumpily.


And then everybody laughed as Colin Robinson farted.
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Boring!


The best thing to do, Hamish decided, was just not to think about it.


Why dwell on it? Dwelling on it was too worrying. Especially because . . . well . . . weird things like pauses that lasted forever didn’t happen in Starkley.


In fact, exciting things never really happened in Starkley.


An interesting fact about Starkley is that there are no interesting facts about Starkley.


It was a small town right on the coast, meaning most of the cars that came into Starkley simply did a U-turn and drove off again. You could sit on the bench by the big clock and just watch cars arrive in town and then turn round again. Lots of people sat and did that on Saturdays, because there wasn’t that much else to do.


To be honest the most exciting thing that had ever happened in Starkley was when it was voted Britain’s Fourth Most Boring Town. This was a great day in Starkley.


‘Fourth Most Boring!’ people had said. ‘We’ve arrived!’


Someone had suggested having a party in the church hall to celebrate. But it was cancelled, because someone else didn’t fill out the correct health and safety forms.


Booooring!


But what’s more is that everyone agreed being voted fourth most boring town actually made Starkley even more boring than the town that won first prize. Because at least that town had won an award and winning an award is pretty exciting. That made the town that won a billion times less boring than Starkley! Everyone seemed quite proud that Starkley wasn’t even boring enough to be named the most boring town in Britain – and that made it incredibly boring.


In fact, do you know what? If you think your hometown is boring, here are the three top news stories on the Starkley Post’s website:


LOCAL MAN ACCIDENTALLY


WALKS INTO SOMEONE


ELSE’S PHOTOGRAPH


This was the story of a man who had accidentally walked into someone else’s photograph. He had dipped his head slightly when he did so, which he seemed to think meant he wouldn’t show up in the picture. But he did.


Boring!


MRS PIPPERKIN SLIGHTLY


BURNS CAKE (BUT IT’S FINE


AND ALMOST NO ONE NOTICED)


This one had kept the town talking for a while, because Mrs Pipperkin did not normally burn her cakes, so everyone was quite relieved that it had turned out okay.


Bo-ring!


BOY SEES FLY, OPENS WINDOW


Hamish didn’t bother reading that one. He felt like he could probably guess what it was about.


Super-ultra boring!
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So Hamish just decided to try and ignore the fact that the world had stopped earlier that day. It would blow too many people’s minds. No one would know how to cope. And anyway, ignoring it had worked perfectly well the first time it had happened.


Yes, that’s right. I said ‘the first time it had happened’ . . . Because Hamish had a secret. Something he didn’t even really want to admit to himself.


Hamish had noticed the world stop once before.


He hadn’t told his mum. And he didn’t want to tell his older brother Jimmy, who was fifteen and was far too busy trying to grow a wispy moustache and take pictures of himself looking cool and moody on his phone to listen to anything Hamish had to say. So the first time Hamish thought he’d seen the world stop, he’d kept it to himself. He was worried it might make him sound odd. Some of the kids at school already thought he was odd, without him telling them about strange world-stopping things.


The first pause he’d noticed had been two weeks ago. He had been in his garden at thirteen Lovelock Close. It was evening, the sky was dark purple and the only light was from the windows inside.


Hamish had seen a strange shape hanging in the air. It was maybe six feet off the ground.


Hamish knew what six feet was, because his dad was six feet tall. His dad was always saying ‘I’m the tallest man in the world!’ and stretching himself even further. Hamish loved that, but he knew his dad wasn’t the tallest man in the world. That was Mr Ramsface next door. He looked like a big string bean.


Hamish had stared at the mysterious shape in the garden, then moved slowly towards it. He wondered what on earth could be so quiet and still like that.


He moved closer, treading gently on the grass in case he disturbed whatever it was.


And when he got really close, he was amazed.


It was a blackbird.


Its mouth was open. Its wings were spread. But it did not move.


Hamish had quietly studied its dark yellow beak and the grooves on its feet. He could see his own reflection in its shining eyes.


It was beautiful.


And for a second it seemed as if Hamish and the blackbird were simply staring at one another.
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And then . . .


FAF-FAF-FAF-FAF-FAF-FAF-FAF. . .


The bird flapped away and rose high into the sky, gliding up over the trees and across the moon.


Hamish had watched it go, then walked inside. His mum had been asleep on the sofa after another long day at work. A fine line of drool trailed from her mouth to a cushion like a slimy rope bridge and she was making that exhausted snorey noise mums make, but pretend they don’t. Jimmy was on the sofa next to her, but barely looked up. He was too busy pretending to know all the answers on Britain’s Brainiest Boffins and Brainboxes.


So no. Hamish had not told anybody about the magic blackbird. The only person he would have told was his dad. He knew his dad would have been amazed. His dad would have been delighted.


He really missed his dad.


‘HEY YOU!’ shouted someone, very loudly indeed.


Hamish stopped thinking about the blackbird incident and looked around. He was maybe halfway home from school, just past Slackjaw’s Motors.


‘YOU! HAMISH!’


Hamish saw who it was.


Oh, no. Keep walking!


‘C’MERE!’ shouted another voice. ‘I WANT TO TALK TO YOU, YOU LITTLE PIGSWIGGLER!’


It was stinky little Scratch Tuft. And lolloping behind stinky little Scratch Tuft was the awful Mole Stunk.


They were the worst. They were slippy, snidey, slimy little snakes with cruel eyes and pinched faces. And worse still, if Scratch and Mole were here, that meant Grenville Bile wouldn’t be far behind.


Grenville Bile, who thought all his flab was pure muscle.


Grenville Bile, who was always after the ‘fruits of his nose’.


Grenville Bile, who thought he was so good at wrestling he could probably go to America and earn billions and billions, but said he wanted to stay at school so he could get his geography GCSE first.


Grenville Bile . . . the Postmaster’s son!


‘YOU LITTLE WORMPIDDLER!’ yelled Mole.


‘STAY WHERE YOU ARE!’


Hamish stopped walking and straightened his back to make himself look braver. He hated Scratch and Mole. Why wouldn’t they just leave him alone? Scratch and Mole were the type of kids who trap spiders in jars and shake them while their skinny little legs clack together in glee. They were the type of kids who pee in bottles and leave them at bus stops in case anyone’s thirsty.


They were the worst girls ever.
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And Hamish knew what they wanted. They wanted his Chomp bar.


Hamish always carried a Chomp bar with him and Scratch and Mole were always trying to steal it. Sometimes they’d take it straight to Grenville as an offering. Scratch worshipped Grenville so much she had a poster of him on her wall. Mole worshipped him so much she’d found her birth certificate, scribbled out ‘Mole’ and written ‘Grenvilla’ on it instead, but apparently that didn’t count.


Sighing, Hamish felt in his pockets, ready to give up his chocolate bar. But disaster! It was nowhere to be found! Then he remembered – he’d eaten it at lunchtime. His Chomp had been chomped!


Seconds later, they were right in front of him. Even stretching out on their spindly little legs, they only came up to his nipples. Hamish caught a whiff of them. The rumour was that they smelled so bad that even stink-flies flew away from them, coughing and trying not to inhale.


‘I’m afraid I ate my Chomp already,’ explained Hamish, who couldn’t stop himself being helpful even at times like this.


‘SHUDDUP!’ yelled Mole.


‘SHUT YER MOUTH HOLE!’


Their tiny hands were rifling through his bag now.


Then his pockets.


Then his other pockets.


Hamish started to wish the world would stop again. He could escape, like the blackbird, if that happened. The girls would think he had simply vanished.


Wait . . . what if . . . ?


Hamish shut his eyes. If he could stop the world, that would be the coolest thing ever!


So as Mole Stunk and Scratch Tuft pulled at his sleeves, checked in his socks and turned him right the way around . . . Hamish wished.


He wished hard.


He wished that the world would stop.


He wished that the world would stop right now!


He wished and wished and wished and suddenly all was very, very quiet indeed . . .


He kept his eyes squeezed shut. Had he done it? Was he in control? Could it be true?


Then he heard someone clear their throat.


‘Ach-eeeeeeeeeeem.’


He opened one eye. Mole and Scratch were just staring at him.


‘WHY YOU GOT NO CHOMPS?’ spat Scratch. ‘YOU BETTA GETTA LOTTA CHOMPS TOMORROW!’


‘YEAH!’ yelled Mole. ‘YOU BETTA GET LIKE TWO MILLION CHOMPS BY TOMORROW BREAKTIME! OR ELSE WE’LL SQUIDDLE YOU LIKE A DIDDLER!’


‘THASS RIGHT!’ screeched Scratch. ‘WE’LL MUFFLE YOU UP LIKE A PING-PONG BALL!’


Hamish just stood there and blinked while the stinky little girls grunted their way around him. Two million Chomps? That was loads! That was more than he could eat in a week!


And two seconds later those dreadful, horrific little things ruffled his hair until it was all messed up and ran off cackling.


Hamish knew they were probably going to tell Grenville Bile all about it.


Tomorrow at school would not be fun, he decided.


Little did he know it then, but tomorrow at school would be something else entirely.
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The Explorer


At 13 Lovelock Close, Hamish’s mum was sitting down with the Starkley Post and eating her favourite biscuits.


The story on the front page was


MAN LEAVES TOWN,


WILL PROBABLY COME


BACK IN A BIT


‘Would you like a chocolate Mustn’tgrumble, Hamish?’ she asked.


No way, thought Hamish. Mustn’tgrumbles are disgusting. They taste like sawdust and soil. Hamish couldn’t work out why more people didn’t grumble about Mustn’tgrumbles.


‘Do we have anything else?’ he asked, innocently, walking to the cupboard. Maybe Mum had gone mad and bought two million Chomps. You never know.


But the cupboard was bare.


‘I need to run to Shop Til You Pop,’ said his mum, looking annoyed at herself. She’d just been so busy lately. Hamish’s mum worked at Starkley Town Council, in the Complaints Department – and that used to be the easiest job in the world, because no one ever had much to complain about in Starkley.


But lately, for some strange reason, things had been getting a lot busier. Only slowly at first. But, more and more, people were finding things to be grumpy about.


Mr Slackjaw of Slackjaw’s Motors kept complaining, because he was sure that someone kept borrowing his mopeds at night.


And Madame Cous Cous, who ran the sweet shop, kept complaining that people sometimes asked for one sweet and then changed their mind and asked for another and THAT MEANS THEY SHOULD BE FORMALLY CAUTIONED AND THEN THROWN INTO JAIL.


Hamish’s mum thought that might be taking things a bit far. But she had to take every complaint seriously. Although there was so much paperwork to do that sometimes she felt like lodging a complaint herself.


(She never did, because she knew that would just mean even more paperwork.)


Hamish’s mum ruffled his hair.


‘I’ll get you a couple of Chomps if that’s what you’re after. Or you could use your pocket money?’


Hamish got £4 a week for doing odd jobs around the house.


This is what he usually spent it on.


40p: two Chomps from MADAME COUS COUS’S INTERNATIONAL WORLD OF TREATS.


£1.50: the latest issue of the Captain Beetlebottom comic. Captain Beetlebottom was awesome. He had a beetle’s bottom! Though he also had the nose of a pony – so Hamish often wondered why he wasn’t called Captain Ponynose instead.


£1: a ride on the Gap-toothed Otter. That was the greatest rollercoaster since the legendary Vomit Comet! Because Starkley was right by the sea, it was always the last place the travelling funfair stopped. It always parked up in a field by the woods, next to Farmer Jarmer’s sunflower field. And the Gap-toothed Otter was the biggest, tallest, spindliest, scariest ride of them all. Hamish would save all year round so he could go on the Gap-toothed Otter as many times as possible whenever the fair came to town. His record last year was twelve rides! It would have been thirteen, but he was sick in a bin and had to go home.


£1: a charitable donation to the elderly gentleman who looked after the town clock and who had fought in the war.


And 10p he saved for his old age. Hamish was pretty sensible like that.


This week, though, he knew he was going to have to spend the whole lot and even maybe dip into his old-age fund too. All to make sure Scratch and Mole didn’t squiddle him like a diddler.


Hamish glanced out of the window.


His next-door neighbour, Mr Ramsface, was playing cricket on his driveway with the two miniature Ramsfaces. The Ramsfaces were a strange little family who all played the ukulele together at night and sang unusual songs about boats. Sometimes it was the last thing Hamish heard at night. He would pretend he found it annoying, but actually he thought it was quite lovely.


Little Billy Ramsface really only talked about giant squid, which made conversation quite tricky. Little Betty Ramsface really only talked about hens and why they all should wear little hats. Mrs Ramsface wrote very long folk songs about nothing in particular, while Mr Ramsface made weird costumes out of household rubbish, just to make his children laugh. Hamish sometimes watched from his window. Especially when he was missing his dad.


Hamish glanced at his own driveway. It was empty as usual. He felt a quick wave of sadness wash over him as he looked at the spot where his dad’s car would once have been.


‘I suppose I better get the dinner on!’ said his mum, trying to keep things cheerful. She was only too aware how tough these last five months had been on the Ellerby family, ever since Boxing Day. ‘Chips and beans and squash tonight! Go and tell Jimmy, will you, chicken?’


Jimmy was upstairs in his room as usual. He was listening to terrible music far too loudly.
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‘Jimmy?’ said Hamish, standing at his door.


Jimmy sighed.


‘My name is James?’ he said, sniffily, like it was a question. ‘And I would greatly appreciate it if this family would please refer to me as such?’


Hamish blinked at his brother. When had he become so pompous? Oh, that’s right – when he turned fifteen.


‘Sorry, Jimmy,’ said Hamish. ‘I mean, James?’


‘Yes?’ his brother said, all snippy. ‘What is it? I’m very busy?’


Why did he always say everything like it was a question? And anyone could see he wasn’t busy. Jimmy spent most of his time playing on his Xbox or trying to Skype with his girlfriend, lanky old Felicity Gobb. He’d go all soppy when he thought of her, like he was lost in a fog of Felicity Gobb. A Gobb-fog, Hamish called it. She always said everything like it was a question too, so Hamish actually preferred it when Jimmy and Felicity talked on Skype, because that meant she must be quite far away.


Sorry – I mean, that must mean she must be quite far away?


Also, whenever Felicity came round to the Ellerby house, she brought her little brother, Ratchett, and he was always burping and asking if he could take things home with him.


Like: ‘Can I take this home with me?’


‘No, Ratchett. That’s our telly.’


Or: ‘Can I take this home with me?’


‘No, Ratchett. That’s our Uncle Adrian.’


Or: ‘Can I take this home with me?’


‘Ratchett – you are literally pointing at our house.’


Didn’t stop him trying, though. So Hamish was much happier when Felicity and Jimmy spoke on Skype.


‘Mum says it’s chips and beans tonight. Is that okay?’ said Hamish.


Jimmy sighed heavily.


‘Tell Mother I suppose if chips and beans must be forced upon me, I will bear it somehow?’


And then he slammed his door shut in Hamish’s face and turned his music right up.


For a second, Hamish just stood there staring at the door. He and Jimmy used to do everything together. They’d get into adventures. They’d pretend the garden was a tropical island and they were dastardly pirates. They’d ride their bikes through the woods, acting like they were in a high-speed car chase. They were inseparable. And do you know what? In the old days, if Jimmy had found out Mole and Scratch were giving Hamish a hard time, he’d have stepped in like a proper big brother. He’d have stepped in like Captain Beetlebottom. And he’d have definitely wanted to help Hamish understand why the world seemed to keep stopping . . .


Now it was like Jimmy – I mean, James – didn’t have time for Hamish at all. It was all just . . . Gobb-fogs. Mum said Jimmy was hurting. That he missed Dad as much as Hamish did. She said that maybe he was being distant because he didn’t want to get hurt again. But Hamish still felt Jimmy had decided that his little brother was too young and immature to be interesting any more. And a small part of Hamish wondered that if he dealt with problems like Scratch Tuft and Mole Stunk himself then maybe Jimmy would be impressed. Maybe he’d even want to hang out with him again.


Hamish went into his own room and sat down on his bed. He stared at the sunflower on his windowsill. Even that made him think about his dad. He was the one who’d put it there in the first place and now Hamish looked after it carefully, helping it thrive and grow, even though his dad wasn’t there to see it. How come everything had changed recently?
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Slackjaw’s Motors last

Motors

Prepare for Tuesday '“.I\MIM
hn moth or a small piece
MAGEDRON! of beige plastic.” says
Starkley resident Lorna
Vespas Boom. 1 didn’t really

isappearing | n»ﬁv‘ ;g;m‘l‘lu‘(m
{ atitas had a hai
fastt i appointment at British
Popinfora | [l winbine
pdbil i who usually cuts it bul
test drive

she was on holiday so

today!!

from holiday just this

morning but was una
vailable for comment

plastic, because she
o stay in and wait for
a small piece of bei

plastic to be deliver
(She recently lost one
while test-driv
second-hand Volvo)

news8cooking

ULL IN MI-
NI-MART
There were no shop-

: en o’clock on

Tt was an unusual
evening for Starkley
denist Eric Fussbun-
dler last Monda

answered his tc

he
phon

atele

ear a woman asking
Monday. although a i
o for “Maureen
e L But the;
justa few minute

aurcen in the house,”
sy Maureen in
“He bou

ins Eric. “Sc
pla
A Choe Ice and two

had to tell her she must
have dialled the wron;
number! She was cver
so apologetic and 1
didn't hear from her
1. s0 1 can only

. 1just sta

athim

Everything was
back to normal by
Tuesday.

again
assume she finally

through to the Mau-
reen in question. You
just don't expect s |
Kind of thing 1o happe
round here. They mus|

\6il have had ever such &
i Jaugh about it

The big clock in Starkley
Town Square is still run.
ning fast, an expert with
@ watch has revealed.
“I'stood there,
completely stil, for wha
seemed to be a very long
time ~ and the minute
hand just shot forwardr

he said. “Something mus
be done!

There are no plans to do
anything

A pencil was found
near a bin on Monday
“We're hopeful
we can get it back 1o

s owner, whoever that
may be!” said PC Sax-
on Wix. “We will stop
al nothing to make sure
itis retumed?”
The pencil is de.
scribed as yellow with

esident Tinky
Patel thought readers might
be interested in a picture he
100k of a small potato he
$ays looks like a dog.

“It looks like a doy
says Mr Patel. “Even
though it’s just a potato,
Wait there, I'll get jt.”

Mr Patel couldn’t find
the photo in the end, but
says the potato really does
Took like a dog.

W Starkle

January 21st Wednesday 2015 vo1 7 jssue Xii

Neate from
Alumroot Alley mean;

an eraser on one end
and s pencil-shaped
Ttis standard pen-
cil-length,” says pe
Wix, “and has the name
MANIIT SINGHDAL-
IWAL down one side.”
The police are

appealing (0 the public
for any information that
might help

e ———

{0 walk into the bakers

today ~ but walked into
the butchers instead

“As soon as I real-
ised my mistake
I walked into the

bakers,” said Old My
Neate, laughin

The story certain-
1y made the rounds. 1¢
even became the most
popular story of all time
on the Starkley Post

website
ing UM

ven beat-

and WHAT'S THAT
SMELL?

ING NEW

PRINTER
Five years ago s

Kley Council bought

new office printer from
Alan Cartridge in Frin

y Post

USUAL YEL-
LOW CAR IN TOwn

T LUV

PRICE 65p

Kley and plans are afoor
0 replace it

“IU’S very early
stages but I can confirm
that we are considering
the possibility of may
be investing in a new
colour printer,” sajd
spokesperson Tiffany
Ramp. “But of course
We may not as the cur-
rent priner is absolutely
fine.”

Last year the
Council invested in
@ new mouse mat —
luxury that local teacher

Ever Longblather called
madness”
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