



  [image: cover]






  




  

    [image: ]

  




  





  [image: ]




  SIMON AND SCHUSTER




  First published in Great Britain in 2006


  by Simon & Schuster UK Ltd


  A CBS COMPANY




  Africa House 64-78 Kingsway London WC2B 6AH




  Text © Matthew Morgan and David Sinden 2006


  Cover and inside illustrations © Nigel Baines 2006


  This book is copyright under the Berne Convention.


  No reproduction without permission.




  All rights reserved.




  The right of Matthew Morgan and David Sinden to be identified as the authors of this work has been asserted by them in accordance with sections 77 and 78 of the Copyright,

  Designs and Patents Act, 1988.




  A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library




  ISBN 1-416-91092-1


  EAN 9781416910923


  eISBN 978-1-471-12512-6




  Typeset by Nigel Baines


  Printed and bound in Great Britain by


  Cox & Wyman Ltd, Reading, Berkshire




  www.simonsays.co.uk




  





  Contents




  YUCK’S FART CLUB




  YUCK’S SICK TRICK




  





  




 





[image: ]












  

  

  



  

[image: ]






  Polly Princess sniffed.




  Mum sniffed.




  Dad sniffed.




  “Who’s farted?” Mum asked.




  “It wasn’t me,” Polly said. “I never fart.”




  “It wasn’t me,” Dad said. “I almost never fart.”




  “Well, it certainly wasn’t me,” Mum said.




  Mum, Dad and Polly looked at Yuck.
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  Yuck scooped a spoonful of beans into his mouth.




  “What?” he said.




  “No farting, Yuck,” Mum told him.




  Yuck chewed his beans.




  PARP!




  Tomato sauce dribbled down his chin.




  BRRAAMP!




  “Perhaps you shouldn’t have any more beans, Yuck,” Dad said.




  Yuck scooped another spoonful of beans into his mouth.




  He shifted in his seat.




  RRRRRRIIIIIPPPPP!




  “Yuck!” everyone yelled. “That’s disgusting!”
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  Polly covered her nose and mouth with her hands.




  “Right, Yuck! That’s enough beans for you!” Mum said, grabbing his plate.




  “But I like beans.”




  Yuck decided that when he was EMPEROR OF EVERYTHING, he would have a swimming pool full of beans. Every morning he would dive into it, swimming and eating and farting, farting and eating and

  swimming.
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  “No more farting!” Mum said.




  But Yuck had other ideas...




  That afternoon his friends were coming round to play.




  Polly Princess stood outside Yuck’s bedroom door spying through the keyhole.




  Yuck, Fartin Martin, Tom Bum and Little Eric were sitting in a circle around a big metal box.




  Polly opened the door.




  “What are you doing?” she asked.




  “Mind your own business.”




  





[image: ]












  “What’s in that box?”




  “Go away, Polly,” Yuck said.




  “Not until you tell me what’s in the box.”




  “It’s a secret. This is a secret club. Go away.” And Yuck sat on the box so she couldn’t open it.




  “It won’t be a secret for long,” Polly said.




  She turned and stomped out of the room.




  Yuck waited until he heard Polly’s bedroom door click shut, then he gave the signal, picked up the big metal box and crept downstairs. Fartin Martin, Tom Bum and Little Eric followed him

  through the kitchen and out the back door.




  Polly watched from her bedroom window as Yuck and his friends ran down the garden to the treehouse. They climbed up the rope ladder and hurried inside.




  Yuck was carrying the big metal box.




  He leaned out of the treehouse, pulled the rope ladder up so no one could follow them, then closed the rickety door.




  Polly went to fetch Dad’s binoculars.




  Inside the treehouse, Yuck, Fartin Martin, Tom Bum and Little Eric sat around the big metal box.




  “Is everyone ready?” Yuck asked.




  Everyone nodded.




  A spider scurried across the floor.




  “Then welcome to Fart Club,” Yuck said.




  He lifted the lid on the big metal box and a golden-orange glow lit up the treehouse. The box was filled to the brim with cold, wet, glistening beans.
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  Fartin Martin dipped his hand in.




  “Not so fast,” Yuck said. “First we’ve all got to swear by the rules.”




  “What rules?” Fartin Martin asked.




  Yuck lowered his voice.




  “Show me some skin,” he said.




  He held out his hand.




  Fartin Martin, Tom Bum and Little Eric placed their hands on top of Yuck’s.
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