Abandon Starbucks!

Monday morning. The first proper day of the
Christmas holidays. A day Chloe had been
dreading. She didn’t have any friends she could
text or email or SMS or Facebook or Twitter or
whatever, but there was one person she wanted
to see...

By the time Chloe got to the bench it was
raining heavily, and she wished she’d at least
paused to pick up an umbrella,

“The Duchess and I weren’t expecting to see
you again, Chloe,” said Mr Stink, Hig eyes

twinkled at the surprise, despite the rajy,
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ry I ran off like that,” said Chloe,

QH am sor . )
¢ wOITY, you are forgiven,” he chuckled.
:UQD -
hloe sat down next to him. She gave the
Chloe

stroke, and then noticed that the palm
a ’

nd was black. She surreptitiously wiped

her trousers. Then she shivered, as a
it on

back of her neck.
d!” said Mr Stink. “Shall

raindrop ran down the

’ |
«Oh, no, you re co

take shelter from the rain in a coffee shop
we
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mms&rmraobﬁm

“Err... €S, good idea,” said Chloe, not sure if

taking someone quite sO stinky into an enclosed

space really was a good idea. As they walked

1 i ost
into the town centre, the rain felt icy, alm

becoming hail.

When they arrived at the coffee shop Or_ﬁwm
d-up glass window. “I

peered through the steame v
it down,” she

1 > where to sl
don’t think there’s any
the nommm mrov wa

s full to

said. Unfortunately
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avoid the cruel Brigish weather > Wying o

We can but try,” said My Stink

the Duchess and Attempting to cop
c

his tweed jacket.
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cal her under

The tramp opened the door for Chloe

squeezed herself inside. and she

- As Mr Stink entered, the
pleasing aroma of freshly-brewed coffee keeled
. . eele

over and died. His owp special smel] replaced j¢
There was silence for 5 moment |

Then panic.
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people started running towards the door,
€0

hing serviettes tO their mouths as makeshift
n—ﬁﬁh

gas masks.
« Abandon Starbucks!” screamed a member of

staff, and his colleagues immediately stopped
making coffees or bagging muffins and ran for
their lives.

«It seems to be thinning out a little,”
announced Mr Stink.

Soon they were the only ones left in the shop.
Maybe smelling this bad has its advantages,
thought Chloe. If Mr Stink’s super-smell could
empty a coffee shop, what else could it do?
Maybe he could clear the local ice rink of skaters

50 she could have it all to herself? Or they could

e to
go to Alton Towers together and not hav
e? Better still, she could take

f single rid
queue for a sing e

nto school one day,

him and his smell 1
dmistress would

y stinky the hea

was particularl

T
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have to send ¢veryone home and she Ccould by,
(S
the day off!

“You take 3 seat here

» child,” 454 Mr Stink .
“Now, what would you like 1o drink 3>
“Er... a “appuccino, please,”

replied Chj, N
trying to sound grown.

up.
“I think 1’ have one too.”

The machines hissed and spat for a few
moments, and then Mr Stink pottered back over
to the table with tWo mugs of , dark,
unidentifiable liquid. Op closer msmvmnmonu it
aPpeared to be some king of black slime, but

Chloe was 100 wel| brought up o complain and
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is solid liquid with a dainty
: irred his solid liqui
Mr Stink stir

from his breast
he w::& out

) . spoon

jittle silver

it and noticed it
tole a glance at it an
ket. Chloe s
poc

rammed, with three little letters
imw Bﬂsow:maﬁnm on the handle. She tried to
mm:nmmn an look, but he put it away before she
i Mm an what the letters were. What could &aw
meuw Or was this simply another item Mr Stunk
had purloined during his career as a gentleman
H__‘_—Mmmwov Miss Chloe,” said Mr Stink, vno&ﬁ.ﬂm her
train of thought. “It’s the Christmas rorﬁ“ww.
isn’t it?” He took a sip from his nwmmﬁ rmaq”w
his mug elegantly between his m_:wﬁ”.nr -

aren’t you at home mmnon_m:maﬁrm tree W
family or wrapping presents? "
“Well, T don’t know how to M,H it

one in Chloe’s family was §0°

best
ings were at

lings. To her mothes feeling

their feelings.

» No
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an embarrassment, at worst a sign of weakness

“Just take your time, young lady.”

Chloe took a deep breath and it all came
flooding out. What started off as a stream soop
became a rushing river of emotion. She told him
how her parents argued most of the time and
how once she was sitting on the stairs when she
heard her Mother shout, “I am only staying with
you for the sake of the girls!”

How her little sister made her life a misery.
How nothing she did was ever good enough.
How if she brought home some little bowl she
M»m made in pottery class her Mother would put
pmwﬁnﬂ.rm wwnn_“u .m ncv_u.oﬁm. never to be seen

.  if her little sister brought an
piece of artwork home, ho . 4
» however awful, it was

put in prid 1
" pride of place behind bulletproof g
111t was the Mong Lisq T
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always trying to force her to lose weight. Up until

Mother had described her as having

recently;

“puppy fat

rather cruelly sta
as if she was

» But once she turned twelve, Mother

rted calling it “flab” or even worse

aT—CUTmﬂuu

some species of whale.

Perhaps Mother

e

was trying to )

shame her into \\\ . .

Josing weight.

In truth, it only

made Chloe more miserable, and being miserable

Filling herself up with

only made her eat more.
chocolate, crisps and cake felt like being given a
much-needed hug.
She told Mr Stink
would stand up to her mo

she didn’t find it easy to mak

how she wished her dad
ther somerimes. How
e friends, as she was

so shy. How she only really liked making up
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stories, but it made her mother so angry. And
how Rosamund ensured that every day at schog|
was an absolute misery.

It was a long, long list, but Mr Stink listened
intently to everything she said as jolly Christmas
songs played incongruously in the background.
For someone who spent every day with only a
little black dog for company, he was surprisingly
full of wisdom. In fact, he seemed to relish the
opportunity to listen and talk and help. People
didn’t really stop to talk to Mr Stink — and
he seemed pleased to be having a proper
conversation for once,

He told Chloe, “Tell your Mother how you
feel, I am sure she loves you and would hate you

to be unhappy,” And, «_ -try and find something

fun you ¢ i .
you can do with your sister. » And, “

...why
not talk to your dad aboyt how you feel?”

Finally, Chloe to]q Mr Stink about how

Abandon Starbucks!

Mother had ripped her vampire story to shreds.

She had to try very hard not to cry.
«That’s terrible, child,” said Mr Stink. “You
must have been devastated.”

«] hate her,” said Chloe. “I hate my mother.”
«you shouldn’t say that,” said Mr Stink.
“But I do.”

«you are very angry with her, of course, but

she loves you, even if she finds it hard to show

it.
“Maybe.” Chloe shrugged, unconvinced. But

alked everything through she felt a little

“Thank you so much for listening

having t
calmer now.

to me,” she said.

“I just hate to see a young girl like you

looking sad,” said Mr Stink. “I may be old, but

can remember what 1t was like to be young. I just
hope I helped a little.”

“You helped a lot.”
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Mr Stink smiled, before _masm the lagt m_:mm
e

of his volcanic gloop slip down hj throg;

“Delicious! Now, we’d better leave Some mopey

»
for our beverages.” He searched around in hie

pockets for some change. “Oh, bother, T can’
read the board without my spectacles. I’l] Jeaye
six pence. That should be enough. And ,
tuppence tip. They will be pleased with that.
They can treat themselves to one of those
new-fangled video cassettes. Right, I think you’d
better be heading home now, young lady.”

The rain had stopped when they left the coffee
shop. They sauntered down the road as cars

Tﬂaam& past.

“Let’s swap places,” said Mr Stink.
“Why?»
“Because a lady should always walk on the

inside of the pavement and » gentleman on the
outside.”

Abandon Starbucks!

»” said Chloe. “Why?”

«Reall o
H/M»:M replied Mr Stink, “the outside is more
«“ m "

hat’s where the cars are. But

erous because t

e ginally because in the olden

I believe it was orl

he contents of their
le used to throw t
ﬁmm.%m @mOﬁ

.. . m
ber pots out of their windows and into th
chambe

tside was more
son on the ou

r. The per

gutte

likely to get splattered!”
«What’s a chamber pot?” said Chloe.

«well T don’t wish to be crude, but it’s a kind

of portable toilet.”
«Ugh! That’s gross. Did people do that when

»
you were a boy?

Mr Stink chuckled. “No, that was 2 little

before my time, child. In the sixteenth century, 1n

fact! Now, Miss Chloe, etiquette demands we
swap places.”
His old-world ga

made Chloe smile,

[lantry was sO charming 1t

and they changed places.
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They strolled side by side, Passing high
“Street

shop after high-street shop, all trying to |
erald

the approach of Christmas louder thap th
€ nex
After a few moments Chloe saw Rosa -
. mund
walking towards them with a small flotilla of
0

shopping bags.

Abandon Starbucks!

M »
«Can we Cross the road, please? Quickly,

loe anxiously.

E%Qmm Ch
«Why, child? Whatever is the matter?”

«1¢’s that girl from school I just told you

W

ﬁm. »
about, Rosamunc
«The one who stuck that sign to your back?”

«Yes, that’s her.”

«you need to stand up to her,” pronounced
Mr Stink. “Let her be the one to cross the road!”

“No... please don’t say anything,” pleaded
Chloe.

“Who is this? Your new boyfriend?” laughed
Rosamund. It wasn’t a real laugh, like people do
when they find something funny. That’s a lovely
sound. This was a cruel laugh. An ugly sound.

Chloe didn’t say anything, just looked down.

“My daddy just gave me £500 to buy myself

whatever 1 wanted for Christmas,” said

Rosamund. “I blew the lot at Topshop. Shame
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Chloe?” said Mr Stink,

a .
What’s it to you, Grandad?”

said R
mockingly. e

“Hanging around with smelly o]q

tramps n %% Yy
P ow, are ou OWLOQ.U %OS are tragie! |
gic!

How long did it take you to find that sign o
n

your back then?”

“She didn’t find it,” said Mr Stink, slowly
and deliberartely. “I did. And I didn’t find i
amusing,”

“Didn’t you?” sajd Rosamund. “All the other
girls found it really funny!”

Well, then they are as vile a5

. you,” said Mr

ot e

n Starbucks!

Abando

. ’,)” he
s vile as you,
4 ‘then they are :

:H mﬂm . )
uder this ume. You are a nasty

mnmmv even lo

rep® » OT~O@ TvOW@Q

fietle bully:

d confrontation:

on anxiously. She

hate
To mak
o forward and stoo

¢ matters Worse Rosamund took 2

d eye to eye with Mr

pac

Stink.
Fo

opened his mouth and let out the deepest darkest

«“Gay that to my face, you old stinker!”

¢ 2 moment Mr Stink fell silent. Then he

dirtiest burp.

«“BBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBB
BBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBEB
BRBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBB
BBBRBRBUUUUUUUU
GCGCCCGGCCCGCG
GCCCQGGGGCGCCG
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s face turned green. It was as if a

Wommac:&-
ncim tornado had engulfed her. It was the smell
of coffee and sausages and rotten vegetables
amnoﬁn& from bins a1l rolled into one.
womm:ﬂu:m turned and ran, hurtling down the
high street in such a panic that she dropped her
TopShop bags o the way.

laughed Chloe.

«That was SO funny!”
«1 didn’t mean to belch. Most impolite. It was

just that coffee repeating on me. Dear me! Now

next time I want to see you stand up for yourself,

Miss Chloe. A bully can only make you feel bad

about yourself if you let them.”

«OK... I'll try,” said Chloe. “So... see you

tomorrow?”

“If you really want to,” he replied.

«] would love to.”
1” he said, his eyes

« And 1 would love to 100
inkling as the |

twinkling and tw ast golden glow

Scanned with CamScanner



<

Mr Stink

of the sunlight splintered through the sky.

At that moment a 4x4 thundered past. [y
giant tyres sloshed through a huge puddle by the
bus stop, sending up a wave that soaked Mr Stink
from dirty head to dirty foot.

Water dripping from his glasses, he gave
Chloe a little bow. “And that,” he said, “is why
a gentleman always walks on the outside.”

“At least it wasn’t a chamber pot!” chuckled

Chloe.

Soap-Dodgers

The next morning Chloe pulled open her
curtains. Why was there a giant ‘O’ and a glant
v stuck to her window? She went outside in her
dressing gown to investigate.

«VOTE CRUMB!’ was spelled out in giant
letters across the windows of the house.
Elizabeth the cat pattered out with a rosette
emblazoned with the words ‘Crumb for MP’
attached to her jewel-encrusted collar.

Then Annabelle came skipping out of the

rulatory joy that

house with an air of self-congra

was instantly annoying.
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