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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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  Wally woke up.




  ‘Oh dear,’ he thought.




  He didn’t feel at all well. His throat was dry. His head throbbed. His whole body ached. There was no way he was going to be able to go to school today. Wally loved school. School made him

  feel normal and, with an ogre for an uncle, normal was important. So Wally couldn’t bear the idea of missing a day.




  Wait a minute, though. What was he thinking? Today was Saturday!




  So that was okay. He’d just have a nice cup of tea and stay in bed. He was sure to feel better by Monday.




  Then he remembered.




  If today was Saturday, that meant Tommy’s party was this lunchtime!




  Wally had been looking forward to the party for weeks. Everyone would be there – including Sam, Wally’s best friend.




  Tommy was a girl – her real name was Thomasina – and one of the reasons Wally liked being her friend was that she always had brilliant parties. Last year, she’d had a pirate

  party and there’d been peg-leg races and sword-fighting and an actual plank you could walk – into a big tub of goo!




  The year before, she’d had a space party and everyone had come as aliens and Tommy’s mum and dad had decorated their whole garden so that it looked like a different planet: there

  were purple plants, and giant toadstools you could sit on, and the shed was painted to look like a crashed rocket ship.




  And this year would be best of all, because this year Tommy’s party was going to be a. . . a. . .




  Hmm.




  Wally couldn’t remember!




  ‘Blimey!’ he thought. ‘I must be ill.’




  But whatever kind of party it was, it was bound to be wonderful.




  And he was going to miss it!




  Maybe he wasn’t as ill as all that. . .




  Maybe he was just feeling a bit peaky. He might still get better in time for the party.




  Wally staggered into the bathroom to get a look at himself in the mirror.




  Oh no.




  His face and body were covered in little blisters that itched like crazy.




  There was no doubt about it. He had chicken-pox.




  ‘Oh, rats!’ Wally cried.




  ‘What’s the matter, boy?’ asked his uncle Foulpest as he came into the bathroom. Foulpest was an ogre – a real one, with warts and great big pointy ears with hairs

  sticking out of them and everything.




  ‘Just look at me!’ said Wally.




  ‘Ooh, yes,’ said Foulpest. ‘Those blisters! All disgusting and crusty and bulging with gunge. I know just the thing. Don’t move.’




  ‘What are you going to get?’ said Wally. ‘Some medicine?’




  ‘No, my camera,’ said Foulpest.
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  ‘I haven’t seen boils this brilliant for months! Scab magazine would pay a fortune for a picture of them.’




  Ogres love great big scabby blisters.




  ‘You are NOT sending a picture of my blisters to Scab magazine!’ said Wally.




  ‘How about Spot Weekly?’ said Foulpest.




  ‘No,’ said Wally.




  ‘Beautiful Boils?’ said Foulpest.




  ‘No,’ said Wally.




  ‘Junior Pimple Burster?’ said Foulpest.




  ‘No, no, no!’ said Wally.




  ‘I’ll share the money with you,’ said Foulpest.




  ‘I don’t want money,’ said Wally, ‘I just want to go to Tommy’s party.’




  ‘Is that today?’ said Foulpest. ‘What kind of party is she having this year?’




  ‘I don’t know!’ said Wally. ‘I can’t remember!’




  ‘Blimey!’ said Foulpest. ‘You must be ill. That’s a shame. Course, when I were a lad, I dreamed of being covered in blisters. Every year, me school gave a prize to the

  young ogre who’d grown the most disgusting boils. Me Gran even cooked me up a chicken-pox mixture so I’d get extra ones. Oh, I was a right perishing sight after I drunk that, I can tell

  you!’




  ‘Did you win the prize?’ asked Wally.




  ‘No,’ said Foulpest bitterly. ‘I got beat by Scroffcheeks in me class. Lucky devil got some really horrible disease the day before the award was given out. It turned his whole

  head into one ginormous pimple! It was not blooming fair!’
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  Suddenly, Wally felt even more unwell.




  ‘You’re not looking too good, Wally boy,’ said Foulpest. ‘You need to get tucked up in bed this minute. Rest, that’s what you want, and plenty of it.’
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  Wally flopped down on his bed, feeling exhausted, but it was very difficult to get to sleep. For a start, he was far too hot. As he tossed and turned, trying to get comfortable,

  he kept thinking about his friends and all the fun they’d be having at the party this lunchtime.




  It wasn’t fair!




  But there was nothing he could do about it.




  At long last, his eyes started to close . . .




  Then Foulpest burst into the room.




  ‘Wally boy!’ Foulpest cried. ‘Don’t go to sleep, I’ve had a perishing idea! You will go to that party, after all!’
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  ‘Why are we standing out here by the back door, Uncle Foulpest?’ asked Wally.




  ‘Because this is where the bins are, silly,’ said Foulpest.
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