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			About the book

				Can Nanny Piggins handle jail-time? Can the criminal justice system handle Nanny Piggins? Can tightrope walking really be a crime?! In this scintillating sixth instalment of her adventures, the world’s greatest flying pig sinks her teeth into 5000 hours of community service, impersonating pirates, kidnapping the school bus and battling amnesia along the way.

		  

		

	
		
			
				

Previously on Nanny Piggins . . .

			  Here we are at the sixth book. If this is the first Nanny Piggins book you’ve picked up you’re probably wondering – What’s going on? Who are these characters? Why did Great Aunt Gertrude buy me the sixth book in a series? (Just be grateful she got you this and not hand-knitted underwear.)

			  Anyway, let me assure you that it doesn’t matter if you haven’t read any of the previous books. They are all separate stories and you’ll easily pick up who the characters are. If you don’t believe me, here are a few handy pointers to get you started . . .

				In the beginning, Nanny Piggins (The World’s Greatest Flying Pig) came to live with the Green family after running away from the circus. Fortunately for the Green children – Derrick, Samantha and Michael – she was even better at nannying than she was at being blasted out of a cannon. Who could not love a nanny who thought attending school five days in a row was a danger to your health?

				But their father, Mr Green, did not think so highly of Nanny Piggins, because he found it embarrassing that she was a pig (even worse, she was a startlingly attractive pig who terrified him).

				Then Nanny Piggins’ brother, Boris (a ten-foot-tall dancing bear) also ran away from the circus and came to live in the garden shed. Mr Green still has not noticed this. He is not an observant man.

				There is also a lovely police sergeant, a highly acclaimed tap-dancing lawyer, a hygiene-obsessed rival nanny, identical fourteenuplet sisters, Hans the baker, Princess Annabelle (his royal wife), a retired army colonel and a whole swag of arch-nemeses. 

				I know it sounds confusing but trust me, you’ll figure it out as you go along, because I always explain who people are as they appear (my publishers force me to). So just sit back, have a big bite of chocolate cake and start reading.

 

Best wishes,
 R. A. Spratt, the author
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				‘You ought to be thoroughly ashamed of yourself!’ yelled Nanny Piggins.

				Nanny Piggins and the children were sitting outside the editor’s office at their local newspaper. They were waiting for him to turn up so that Nanny Piggins could tell him off for the terrible suggestions given in his paper’s advice column. And while they waited, Nanny Piggins was practising what she was going to say.

				‘I wouldn’t use your newspaper to line the bottom of a budgerigar’s cage!’ hollered Nanny Piggins. (She enjoyed a good telling off once she got into full swing.) ‘You aren’t good enough to lie beneath budgie poop!’

				‘Don’t you mean “your newspaper isn’t good enough to lie beneath budgie poop”?’ asked Derrick.

				‘I mean exactly what I say,’ declared Nanny Piggins, before turning to Samantha. ‘Did you get that all down?’

				‘I think so,’ said Samantha, looking up from her notepad, ‘but how do you spell budgerigar?’

				‘If you’re not sure, just put “parrot”,’ suggested Nanny Piggins.

				The rest of the newspaper staff were enjoying Nanny Piggins’ visit tremendously. They were even chipping in with suggestions of mean things she could say. ‘Tell him he’s lazy,’ suggested the editor’s secretary.

				‘No, tell him everybody knows he wears a toupee,’ suggested a girl cadet journalist.

				‘But he doesn’t wear a toupee,’ argued the senior copy editor. (She knew this because she’d had occasion to pull the editor’s hair very hard during her last contract negotiation.)

				‘I know,’ said the girl cadet journalist, ‘which is why telling him we know he wears a toupee will really freak him out.’ 

				‘I won’t have time to talk to the editor about his hair, no matter how bad it may be,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘I will be too busy denouncing him for the terrible advice your paper gives big-boned readers.’

				Boris wept loudly here, because he was one of those bigger-boned readers. (And that is not just a figure of speech. Being a ten-foot-tall dancing bear, his bones really were a lot larger.)

				‘Telling people to “stop eating cake”!’ ranted Nanny Piggins. ‘I’ve never heard such terrible advice! Everyone knows if you want to lose weight the best thing to do is exercise. And if you are going to take up exercise, obviously you need to eat more cake to give you the energy for all that running around.’

				The staff in the open-plan office nodded at the wisdom of this. Nanny Piggins had brought a large caramel cream cake with her to provide tangible evidence for her argument. And the office staff had to agree that since having several large slices each they all felt considerably perkier.

				‘Now where was I?’ asked Nanny Piggins.

				Samantha read back over her notes. ‘You had just finished telling him he had the intellectual capacity of a lump of lichen and had moved on to telling himhe was unworthy of being covered in parrot droppings.’

				‘Ah yes,’ said Nanny Piggins, regaining her train of thought. ‘Had I told him I had a good mind to bite his shins yet?’

				‘Um . . . shins, no,’ said Samantha, scanning the notes.

				‘Good,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘I don’t want to give him any forewarning.’

				At this moment the hapless editor returned from lunch. As it turns out he was actually a big-boned man himself, so eating lunch was the highlight of his day. And Friday lunch was the highlight of his week, because that’s when he would take an important advertiser with him to a fancy restaurant and charge the whole thing to the newspaper’s credit card. So at three o’clock on Friday afternoon, after a four-course lunch with three extra side dishes, he was looking forward to getting back to the office, closing his door and having a nice long nap.

				‘That’s him,’ hissed the copy boy.

				Nanny Piggins watched the editor as he lumbered along the central aisle of the open-plan area. ‘Good gracious!’ she exclaimed. ‘His hair really is dreadful. I’m amazed any of you ever get any work done when you could spend all your time staring at it, or trying to poke it to see if it’s a well-trained rodent sitting on his head.’

				‘Who’s this?’ asked the editor, mopping his brow. (The combination of eating an enormous lunch and then walking all the way from the lift had made him work up a sweat.)

				‘I am Sarah Matahari Lorelai Piggins,’ announced Nanny Piggins, puffing up to her full four feet of height, ‘and I have come here today to denounce you, sir! For –’

				Nanny Piggins suddenly stopped talking.

				‘What’s wrong?’ asked Michael.

				‘Shhh,’ said Nanny Piggins as she carefully sniffed the air.

				‘What’s the meaning of this?’ asked the editor. He was beginning to get upset because Nanny Piggins was blocking his path to the large comfy sofa in his office. ‘I demand to know – mmpfff!’

				The editor stopped talking here because Nanny Piggins had whipped a chocolate chip cookie out of her handbag and shoved it into his mouth to silence him.

				‘Be quiet,’ she urged. ‘I can smell something.’

				Now everyone in the open-plan office was sniffing about.

				‘What is it?’ whispered Derrick.

				Nanny Piggins sniffed some more. A few short exploratory sniffs, then one long deep sniff, sucking in so much air around her that papers rustled and the editor’s secretary had to grab the desktop photograph of her children to stop it being sucked into Nanny Piggins’ nose.

				‘I smell cake,’ whispered Nanny Piggins. All thoughts of the editor and revenge were now totally forgotten.

				‘Of course you do,’ said Samantha. ‘You brought in a lovely caramel cream cake when we arrived.’

				‘And it was delicious, thank you,’ said the crime reporter.

				‘Yes, but it’s gone now,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘Now I smell another cake. It’s got chocolate, cherries –’ she sniffed some more – ‘cream, sprinkles and –’ She sniffed again – ‘strawberry jam!’

				‘That sounds tasty,’ said Boris. The prospect of cake had made him stop weeping for a moment.

				‘We must have some,’ declared Nanny Piggins.

				‘But where is it?’ asked Michael.

				Nanny Piggins was sniffing side to side in a tracking pattern as she slowly made her way in the direction of the cake. She climbed over desks and journalists as she tracked down the delicious smell, until her snout was pressed hard against a sheet glass window.

				‘There it is!’ exclaimed Nanny Piggins, pointing to the high-rise building opposite. ‘Quick! Someone bring me something to smash the glass.’

				‘Couldn’t you just open the window?’ suggested Samantha.

				‘Oh yes,’ said Nanny Piggins, ‘I suppose that would work too.’ She lifted the sash and leaned out into the fresh air, inhaling deeply. ‘I was right! Chocolate cream cherry cake with a strawberry jam centre. And . . .’ she inhaled deeply again, ‘the words Happy Birthday written in solid chocolate on the top.’

				‘Come on,’ said one of the more cynical journalists. ‘How can she possibly sniff that?’

				‘Nanny Piggins,’ Michael informed him seriously, ‘can do anything.’

				There was a crowd gathered around Nanny Piggins now as they stood looking out the window. In the building opposite they could see a lovely cake sitting on the table in the break room as a young woman put candles on the top.

				‘Candles! Definitely a birthday cake!’ declared Nanny Piggins.

				‘You see,’ said Michael proudly.

				‘There’s no time to lose,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘We must get over there or we’ll miss out.’

				‘It’s just a cake,’ said the bloated editor.

				Nanny Piggins grabbed him by the lapels and shook him. ‘Get a grip of yourself, man,’ she said. ‘Do you know what you’re saying?’

				‘Sorry,’ said the editor.

				‘I need a rope and a grappling hook,’ declared Nanny Piggins. ‘Do any of you keep those things in your desks?’ 

				The newspaper employees all shook their heads. 

				‘No wonder you publish such a dreadful newspaper,’ said Nanny Piggins, turning to the editor once more. ‘You obviously haven’t trained your staff properly if they aren’t equipped to launch an assault on a neighbouring building without a moment’s notice.’

				‘Sorry,’ said the editor again.

				‘Never mind,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘I’ll just have to improvise. Derrick, fetch me the fire hose from that wall over there. Michael, fetch me the largest hole punch you can find. And Samantha, fetch me the plate the caramel cream cake was on so I can lick it clean. If I’m going to get to that chocolate cake I’ll need all the energy I can muster.’

				A few moments later Nanny Piggins had entirely unravelled the fire hose, tied the hole punch to the end and was swinging it in large circles about her head as she leaned out the office window.

				‘Wouldn’t it be easier just to go downstairs inour lift, walk across the road, then go upstairs in their lift to get to the cake,’ suggested the editor.

				‘There’s no time for that!’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘They’ll start singing Happy Birthday soon, and once the candles are blown out, it’s all over. I know what office workers are like. They’re so bored out of their brains, they’ll fall on that cake like a swarm of locusts. Anything to break the monotony.’

				Nanny Piggins threw the hose-tethered hole punch and then watched as it sailed high through the air, smashed in through the window opposite and caught on the window frame. 

				‘Aaaagggghhh,’ screamed the young woman preparing the cake.

				‘You there!’ Nanny Piggins called to her. ‘Tie my hose to the door handle of your refrigerator. I’m coming over.’

				The young woman did as she was told. Fortunately she had been a Girl Guide so she knew the knots for everything from rigging a sailing ship to detaining a terrorist with nothing but your shoelaces.

				‘What do you mean you’re going over there?’ panicked Samantha. ‘This is a twelve-storey building.’

				‘Yes,’ said Nanny Piggins, ‘but it’s only twenty metres from here to there. I’ll just tightrope walk over and back. It’ll take no time, and I’ll bring you back a slice of cake.’

				‘But you can’t tightrope walk across that,’ protested Derrick.

				‘Why not?’ asked Nanny Piggins.

				‘It’s a hose,’ said Derrick.

				‘I know,’ agreed Nanny Piggins, ‘and therefore it is wider than the tightropes we used at the circus. But hopefully the tightrope purists won’t hold it against me when I explain that it is for a good cause – eating cake.’

				‘But it’s not like tightrope walking inside the Big Top,’ said Michael. ‘This is outside. And it’s a windy day.’

				‘Don’t worry,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘I don’t mind if my hair gets a little windswept.’

				‘But what if you fall?’ wailed Samantha.

				‘Oh, I’ll deal with that when it happens,’ said Nanny Piggins as she stepped out onto the hose.

				‘I can’t look,’ said Samantha, hiding her face in Boris’ fur.

				‘Don’t worry,’ said Boris. ‘There’s no way Nanny Piggins would fall on the way to getting a slice of cake.’

				‘She wouldn’t?’ asked Samantha hopefully.

				‘No,’ said Boris, ‘although she might fall on the way back if she was too busy licking her fingers.’

				‘Quick, Nigel,’ called the editor. ‘Fetch the photographer. We’ll need pictures of this.’

				‘For the newspaper?’ asked Derrick.

				‘No, in case she falls,’ explained the editor. ‘For occupational health and safety.’

				But they need not have feared. Nanny Piggins progressed slowly but confidently across the hose. Despite the gale-force gusts of wind, screams of horror from pedestrians below and being hit in the head by a chocolate bar that Boris had thrown at her as encouragement, she soon made it to the other side. 

				Everyone cheered. 

				‘Clear the front page!’ yelled the editor, finally snapping out of his calorie-induced stupor. ‘We’ve got a new lead story!’

				‘What’s the headline?’ asked the senior copy editor. ‘High Wire Hog Heroics?’

				‘No,’ said the editor. ‘Potty Pig Defies Death.’

				Meanwhile in the building opposite, Nanny Piggins was having a lovely time leading the office workers in the singing of Happy Birthday and cutting up the cake herself to make sure that everybody, especially Melanie from accounts (the birthday girl) got a really big slice.

				Unfortunately, at that moment Nanny Piggins’ luck turned. The wonderful adrenalin-induced hysteria of the impromptu party was ruined by a team of police officers bursting into the break room and telling Nanny Piggins she was under arrest.
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				And so a few short hours later Nanny Piggins, Boris and the children were sitting outside a courtroom waiting for Nanny Piggins’ case to come up before the local magistrate. Nanny Piggins was using the opportunity to practise.

				‘This is ridiculous!’ yelled Nanny Piggins. ‘It’s a miscarriage of justice!’

				‘You’re not going to say that to the judge, are you?’ asked Derrick.

				‘The Police Sergeant did warn you that he was going on a two-week holiday,’ Samantha reminded her, ‘and that you should try to stay out of trouble while he was away.’

				‘But how was I to know that his replacement would be such a stickler for the rules?’ protested Nanny Piggins.

				‘Police officers usually are,’ said Michael. ‘It’s kind of the whole point of their job.’

				‘Please don’t let them send you to jail,’ sobbed Boris. ‘If you’re put away, who is going to brush all the knots out of my fur in those hard-to-reach places?’

				‘Pish! They’re not going to send me to jail!’ declared Nanny Piggins. ‘I rang Isabella Dunkhurst’s office. She’s the best courtroom lawyer in the country, plus she can tap dance (for further information, see Chapter 1 of Nanny Piggins and the Accidental Blast-off), so I’m sure she’ll have us home in time to watch The Young and the Irritable.’

				‘Ahem.’ A man behind them pretended to cough to get their attention. ‘I’m afraid Ms Dunkhurst could not be here today.’

				Nanny Piggins, Boris and the children turned to see a very pompous but smartly dressed man, with slicked-back hair and a self-important air about him.

				‘Who are you?’ asked Nanny Piggins rudely. She did not care for men who put more oil on their hair than their salad dressing.

				‘My name is Montgomery St John,’ explained Montgomery St John. ‘Ms Dunkhurst is touring Central Africa with her little dancing show at the moment. Apparently she has a large fan base in Botswana, but she left strict instructions about what to do if you should call and need legal help.’

				‘She did?’ asked Nanny Piggins. ‘But how did she think that sending a pompous man with greasy hair would help me?’

				‘I am the firm’s leading barrister,’ said Montgomery. ‘I have not lost a case in nine years. Rest assured I won’t have any trouble getting you out of this little difficulty.’

				‘Why did you lose nine years ago?’ asked Nanny Piggins shrewdly.

				‘What?’ asked Montgomery. He clearly had not been expecting this question.

				‘Why did you lose the last case you lost?’ asked Nanny Piggins again.

				‘Oh, there wasn’t anything wrong with my arguments,’ said Montgomery.

				‘Then what happened?’ pushed Nanny Piggins.

				Montgomery was starting to look a little embarrassed. ‘I had a cold and I kept sneezing when I should have been saying “Objection!”’

				‘Hmm,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘Then I suppose you’ll do, as long as we keep plenty of antihistamines handy.’

				‘The People vs Piggins,’ called the bailiff.

				‘That’s us,’ said Montgomery. ‘We’d better go in.’

				They all filed into the courtroom.

				‘What defence are you going to use?’ Derrick asked Montgomery.

				‘Temporary insanity,’ said Montgomery. ‘I’ll tell the judge that she is a pig and that the smell of cake makes her insane.’

				‘What?!’ exploded Nanny Piggins. ‘You’ll say no such thing! The smell of cake does not make anybody insane. On the contrary, it makes you more sane. It puts everything in perspective and makes sense of the world. One whiff of that buttery cocoa-laden bliss and instantly you know there is nothing more important in the entire universe than putting that in your mouth.’

				‘Yes yes, you can say that when they put you on the stand,’ encouraged Montgomery. ‘It will support my argument nicely.’

				‘Hold my handbag,’ Nanny Piggins said to Samantha. ‘I’m going to bite him.’

				Fortunately for the trouser legs of Montgomery St John’s Armani suit, Nanny Piggins never got the opportunity to bite him because at that very moment the bailiff called out, ‘All rise for the Honourable Judge Birchmore.’

				Everyone stood up, except Montgomery. He went very pale and started to shake. ‘That bailiff didn’t say Judge Birchmore, did he? Perhaps he said Judge Darmon or Judge Hsu?’

				‘No, he definitely said Birchmore,’ Michael assured him.

				‘Oh no!’ said Montgomery, beginning to tremble.

				‘What’s wrong?’ asked Michael.

				‘She’s awful,’ whispered Montgomery. ‘She’s so mean to everyone. The only reason I got to be senior defence counsel at our firm is because she made the last two senior defence counsels cry and quit the law forever.’

				‘What did she do to them?’ asked Nanny Piggins.

				‘Make rude comments about their weight?’ guessed Boris. (That always reduced him to tears.)

				‘Or force them to do extra maths homework,’ guessed Michael. (That would certainly break his spirit.)

				‘No, she was just plain mean,’ shuddered Montgomery. ‘The way she can yell and scream at a lawyer is horrifying. I don’t know how she does it. I think it involves circular breathing and excellent voice projection.’

				Just then there was a shuffle of movement behind the magistrate’s desk.

				‘She’s coming,’ said Michael.

				‘You’ll have to excuse me a moment,’ said Montgomery. ‘I left my chapstick in the car.’

				‘What?’ protested Nanny Piggins.

				But Montgomery St John had already sprinted out of the courtroom.

				‘He is coming back, isn’t he?’ worried Samantha.

				‘Of course,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘He’s a professional lawyer. He can’t just run away from the courtroom.’

				Unfortunately Nanny Piggins’ words were immediately contradicted by what they all saw out the courtroom window. They saw Montgomery run to his expensive Italian sports car, jump in and speed away.

				‘He said he left the chapstick in his car, not his house, didn’t he?’ said Nanny Piggins.

				‘Silence in the court,’ called the bailiff.

				They turned and looked at Judge Birchmore. She seemed harmless enough to the children. She was a small wizened old lady of at least 75, perhaps even 80 years old. But Nanny Piggins was not so confident. ‘Idon’t like this,’ she whispered.

				‘You’re worried because your defence lawyer just ran away,’ guessed Michael.

				‘No, I’m worried that the judge is so thin,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘She clearly hasn’t had a slice of cake in decades. And if she doesn’t eat cake, how can I bribe her?’

				Judge Birchmore looked up from her papers and peered out at the courtroom, her gaze resting on Boris. ‘Why is that bear crying?’ she demanded.

				Nanny Piggins stood up. ‘Because he is worried that I may be sent to jail, your Justiceness.’

				Judge Birchmore peered over her glasses at Nanny Piggins. ‘Well he’ll be sent to jail himself if he doesn’t stop blubbering in my courtroom.’

				‘Michael, perhaps you’d better take Boris outside,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘Being Russian, I don’t think he is capable of going through a whole court case without crying. And I don’t think prison food would agree with him. I doubt they would supply bear-sized portions.’

				Michael led the weeping Boris away.

				‘Where’s your lawyer?’ demanded Judge Birchmore.

				‘He ran away,’ said Nanny Piggins truthfully.

				‘Hmm,’ said Judge Birchmore reading over her papers. ‘Given the litany of charges against you, that seems only sensible.’

				‘Don’t worry, your Honourableness, I am fully prepared to defend myself,’ said Nanny Piggins confidently.

				Judge Birchmore peered over her glasses again. ‘Really?’ she asked, smiling the way a crocodile might smile just before it bites off your leg. ‘You are aware of the saying that anyone who defends themself has a fool for a client?’

				‘Well that wouldn’t be true in my case, would it?’ said Nanny Piggins, ‘because clearly I’m not a fool, I’m a pig.’

				‘Yes, well I’ve reviewed your case. It seems like a fairly simple matter of recklessly endangering the public, needlessly causing panic and violently trying to bite the shins of three separate policemen,’ said Judge Birchmore.

				‘In my defence,’ interrupted Nanny Piggins, ‘my mouth was so full of cake, even if I had been able to get hold of their legs, I don’t think I could have fit their shins in my mouth.’

				‘Do not interrupt me when I am telling you off!’ snapped Judge Birchmore.

				‘I thought as defence attorney I was meant to defend myself,’ protested Nanny Piggins.

				‘Only when I say so,’ yelled Judge Birchmore so loudly that everyone in the courtroom flinched. (It was really extraordinary that such a small and wizened woman could generate such a loud and unpleasant noise.)

				‘Then that isn’t much of a defence, is it?’ argued Nanny Piggins. ‘In boxing, if someone hits you you’re allowed to hit them straight back. You don’t have to wait until they finish and tell you it’s your turn.’

				‘This is not a boxing match!’ hollered Judge Birchmore.

				‘I wish it was,’ muttered Nanny Piggins. ‘I know who would win.’

				‘I’ve never heard such insolence!’ exclaimed Judge Birchmore.

				‘Then you obviously haven’t been listening properly,’ said Nanny Piggins.

				‘I was going to let you off with a warning,’ screamed Judge Birchmore, ‘but now I’m going to give you one hundred hours community service!’ 

				‘But you haven’t let Nanny Piggins present her defence yet!’ protested Derrick.

				‘Haven’t I?’ Judge Birchmore looked at the bailiff.

				The bailiff looked intimidated, but he was a brave man, having been in the marines for twenty years, so he found the courage to shake his head ever so slightly.

				‘Very well,’ said Judge Birchmore. ‘What’s your defence?’

				‘My defence against the charge of public endangerment is that it is all a load of piffle,’ stated Nanny Piggins.

				‘That is not a proper legal argument!’ berated Judge Birchmore.

				‘But it’s the truth,’ Nanny Piggins assured her. ‘I am an international circus megastar. There’s no way I’d ever fall off a tightrope onto the heads of the crowd beneath and crush them to death, no matter how windy it was. Especially not when there was a delicious chocolate cream cake to be eaten.’

				‘The deliciousness of the cake is immaterial to this court case,’ yelled Judge Birchmore.

				‘You only say that because you didn’t get a slice,’ argued Nanny Piggins. ‘If you let me whip up a replica cake I’m sure I can convince you otherwise.’

				‘Just get on with your argument!’ screamed Judge Birchmore.

				‘Do you think the judge is so cranky because she is worried she’ll miss The Young and the Irritable too?’ wondered Derrick.

				‘My defence against the charge of resisting arrest,’ continued Nanny Piggins, ‘is that the police really should be thanking me for the opportunity I gave them. Arresting an elite athlete like me actually proved to be an invaluable training exercise for the officers involved, and a much better use of their time than hanging out in the doughnut shop chatting up the cashier, which I happen to know was all they were doing at the time, because I saw them when I was up on the tightrope.’

				The police officers, who were sitting in court waiting to give evidence, all blushed. They had indeed been in the doughnut shop, but it was not their fault. There is something universal about wearing a blue uniform that makes a person crave deep fried, jam-filled cake.

				‘All right, I’ve heard enough!’ shrieked Judge Birchmore. ‘I sentence you to 200 hours community service.’

				‘I know maths isn’t my strong suit,’ said Nanny Piggins, ‘but didn’t that figure just go up?’

				The children nodded.

				‘But that’s unfair!’ protested Nanny Piggins. ‘All I did was walk across a hose pipe and eat a slice of cake. Since when is that a crime?’

				‘Since I said it is!’ yelled Judge Birchmore, ‘and I’m adding contempt of court to your list of misdemeanours! So that’s 300 hours community service.’

				‘I don’t have contempt for the court!’ declared Nanny Piggins. ‘I only have contempt for you!’

				Everyone in the room gasped.

				‘You obviously have no idea how to bake a cake yourself,’ continued Nanny Piggins, ‘or you wouldn’t be so short and skinny.’

				Judge Birchmore was now shaking with rage. ‘That’s it!’ she declared. ‘I am giving you five thousand hours community service!’ 

				Now everyone in the courtroom gasped. Even the blushing police officers. They had actually quite enjoyed arresting Nanny Piggins. It was much more exciting than telling off shoplifters or giving out speeding tickets. They did not want to see her get in that much trouble.

				But the Judge’s decision was final. She slammed her gavel onto her desk.

				Fortunately for Nanny Piggins, Judge Birchmore immediately got up and turned to leave the room so she did not see Nanny Piggins lunge across the court in a last minute attempt to bite her scrawny shins, or that it took all three children, Boris and the bailiff to drag her out of the courtroom.

				[image: Dinkus.png]

				‘At least she didn’t send you to jail,’ said Samantha later that afternoon, as they all sat around their kitchen table feeling gloomy.

				‘Hah!’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘A jail sentence is nothing! You’re forgetting I escaped from the circus. So it would take much more than a twelve-foot-high electrified cyclone fence and guards with machine guns to hold me.’

				‘But what about the community service?’ said Michael. ‘Five thousand hours is a lot. Even if you worked ten hours a day it would still take you a year and a half. How will you find time to look afterus?’

				‘You don’t suppose there’s any chance the judge might just forget about it all?’ asked Nanny Piggins, looking a little worried. 

				They all shook their heads sadly. Nanny Piggins looked depressed. But then she put a very large slice of cake in her mouth, and you could almost see the chemical transformation it had on her body. She sat up straight, colour returned to her cheeks and a sparkle to her eye. She licked the icing off her trotters. ‘Piffle!’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘I’m sure it will all work out. These things always do. Terrible things are never as bad as you think they are going to be. Except for carrot cake. That is always atrocious. As long as they don’t expect me to eat carrot cake, I’m sure this community service will fly by.’

				The children were not so confident. They loved their nanny very much. But seeing sense was not her strong suit. So they suspected that the following months would not be easy at all.
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				Now this is the incredibly dangerous stage!’ whispered Nanny Piggins. ‘Is everyone wearing their protective gear?’

				The children nodded. They were all wearing cricket gloves and swimming goggles as they peered over Nanny Piggins’ shoulder and watched the brown liquid she was stirring start to bubble.

				‘It doesn’t look very dangerous,’ said Michael dubiously.

				‘That is exactly why it is so hazardous,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘You think, because fudge is so wonderfully delicious, what harm could such a scrumptious treat do, don’t you?’

				The children nodded.

				
					‘

				

				‘That is exactly how fudge lures you into a false sense of security!’ declared Nanny Piggins. ‘While set fudge is wonderful, yummy happiness in a lump, cooking fudge is seriously unsafe! Molten sugar is both super boiling hot and super sticky on your skin. So it doesn’t just burn you, it keeps burning you while you run around the kitchen howling, “Get it off, get it off, get it off!”’

				‘The army could use hot fudge as a weapon,’ suggested Michael.

				‘They did!’ said Nanny Piggins, ‘but they had to stop because it caused such terrible burns.’

				‘But surely that’s what they wanted?’ said Derrick.

				‘The fudge didn’t burn the enemy,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘It burnt the soldiers using it because they couldn’t resist licking the delicious fudge and they got terrible burns on their tongues.’

				‘Really?’ said Derrick.

				‘Yes, the dangers of fudge would be more widely known except, like so many military secrets, the truth remains classified,’ said Nanny Piggins.

				‘So how can we tell when it’s ready?’ asked Samantha.

				‘By the ploppiness of the bubbles,’ said Nanny Piggins.

				The children all peered into the pot again. The bubbling fudge looked like any bubbling liquid to them. But they didn’t like to say so in case this led to a three-hour lecture on comparative ploppiness. (Derrick had made the mistake of questioning Nanny Piggins’ opinion on the runniness of honey once, and he could now write a book on the viscosity of bee-regurgitated nectar as a result of all the information his nanny had forced him to learn to cure his lamentable ignorance.)

				‘As the fudge gets hotter and more moisture evaporates,’ explained Nanny Piggins, ‘it becomes thicker and the bubbles don’t pop open like water bubbles, they plop and flop like fudge bubbles. Then you know it’s ready and it is time to start testing the fudge.’

				‘By eating some?’ asked Michael hopefully.

				‘Of course not!’ exclaimed Nanny Piggins. ‘Do you want to get horrible fourth-degree burns to your tongue like those poor soldiers?’

				Michael did not.

				‘No, you get a saucer of cold tap water,’ continued Nanny Piggins, ‘then drop one drop of the boiling fudge into the water. If it immediately sets and becomes hard to the touch, the fudge is ready.’

				‘Then can you taste it?’ asked Derrick. 

				Nanny Piggins sighed. ‘Samantha, fetch your brother a chocolate bar. He is clearly becoming delirious with fudge longing.’

				But Samantha did not hear her nanny. She was too busy staring at the boiling fudge. (Samantha had a flashlight strapped to her head for maximum analysis of the liquid.) ‘Nanny Piggins!’ she exclaimed. ‘The fudge! It’s starting to plop!’

				‘It’s time!’ yelled Nanny Piggins. ‘Quick, fetch me a saucer of water. We mustn’t dillydally; the window of fudge perfection is a short one.’

				Michael rushed over with a saucer of cold water. He was getting good at running with containers of liquid, so he only spilled half of it on the floor.

				Nanny Piggins put the saucer on the countertop and carefully, using a teaspoon, scooped the smallest portion out of the pot.

				‘Couldn’t you just use a cooking thermometer?’ asked Derrick. ‘Samson Wallace says that’s what Nanny Anne uses.’

				Nanny Piggins paused and glared at Derrick out of the corner of her eye. (Nanny Anne was Nanny Piggins’ arch nemesis. To be strictly accurate, one of her arch-nemeses. She had quite a few, but Nanny Anne was definitely in the top three. She was a woman so puritanically obsessed with hygiene that she often gave poor Samson Wallace soap sandwiches in his lunch box, just in case he was thinking of saying something naughty.)

				‘Sorry,’ said Derrick. ‘I’ll fetch myself a chocolate bar. I’m obviously not thinking straight.’

				Nanny Piggins returned her concentration to her half-teaspoon of fudge. She held the precious confectionary over the saucer and dropped the brown liquid in. Everyone leaned forward for a closer look. The fudge had not flattened or gone runny. It had formed a nice round mound.’

				‘Excellent,’ muttered Nanny Piggins. ‘Pass me the wooden spoon, please.’

				Michael handed her a wooden spoon.

				Using the handle, Nanny Piggins slowly and carefully prodded the lump of fudge. The brown mixture crumpled slightly but still stayed in one piece.

				‘Perfect!’ whispered Nanny Piggins. ‘We have made the perfect vanilla fudge.’

				DING-DONG! 

				‘I thought I told you to disconnect the doorbell,’ said Nanny Piggins.

				‘I did,’ protested Derrick. ‘It’s Father. You disconnect the doorbell so often that he has taken to secretly installing back-up doorbells.’

				‘Why?’ asked Nanny Piggins.

				‘Because he doesn’t like to miss it when salesmen or market researchers come to the door,’ explained Derrick. ‘He likes rudely telling them to go away.’

				‘It’s the only social contact he has with real people,’ added Samantha.

				DING-DONG DING-DONG DING-DONG! 

				‘Do you want me to tell them to go away?’ asked Michael.

				‘No,’ said Nanny Piggins, putting down her wooden spoon. ‘Your father and I do have one thing in common. Rudely telling people to leave is something I enjoy too.’

				She marched to the front door, the children following close behind in case they needed to grab her and prevent her from adding to her newly established criminal record.

				Nanny Piggins flung open the front door, drawing breath as she did, so she could immediately launch into her tirade. But when she saw who it was on the doorstep, she paused. It was the editor from the newspaper and the girl cadet journalist (who looked much too small for her oversized notepad).

				‘What are you doing here?’ demanded Nanny Piggins. ‘Have you come to apologise for not helping defend me in court, when it was the lack of a rope bridge between your office and the adjacent building that forced me to engage in apparently illegal tightrope walking in the first place?’

				‘Um . . .’ said the editor. ‘No.’

				‘Then give me one good reason why I should not slam this door in your face right now,’ demanded Nanny Piggins.

				The editor eyed the door warily. ‘We’re here strictly for professional reasons, nothing to do with your legal problems.’

				‘Which your negligent building design caused,’ said Nanny Piggins petulantly.

				‘Hmmm,’ said the editor, not wanting to agree (for legal reasons) but too frightened to disagree. ‘Anyway, the real reason we’re here is because we want a quote for a story about something else entirely.’

				‘Ahhh,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘You want my opinion about the mayor’s dress sense. Well I think it is dreadful. You can quote me on that. And Piggins is spelled P-I-G-G-I-N-S.’

				‘No,’ said the editor. ‘Although we will make a note of it.’

				The young journalist nodded and scrawled in shorthand furiously.

				‘We’re here because there is a new pig in town, on a speaking tour to promote his book,’ explained the editor. ‘It is a very exciting book in which he tells the story of all his amazing feats and accomplishments.’

				‘What’s that got to do with me?’ asked Nanny Piggins suspiciously.

				‘Well,’ continued the editor. ‘Among the many achievements listed in his book, he describes, in great detail, how he became “The World’s Greatest Flying Pig”.’

				‘What?! WHAT!! WHATTT!!!!’ yelled Nanny Piggins.

				The editor and the cadet journalist took several steps back. 

				‘He says he is “The World’s Greatest Flying Pig”,’ repeated the editor, as he turned, ready to run in case Nanny Piggins took after him.

				‘Who would dare utter such a lie?’ asked Nanny Piggins.

				‘Eduardo the flying armadillo?’ suggested Derrick.

				‘No,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘True, he was deluded enough to think he was the world’s greatest flying animal. But he never claimed to be a pig. He seemed very proud of his armadillo heritage.’

				‘Perhaps it’s one of your identical fourteenuplet sisters,’ suggested Samantha. ‘Several of them are evil.’

				‘Yes,’ agreed Nanny Piggins, ‘but they are all brilliantly evil in their own right. They’d have no need to steal credit for my accomplishments.’

				‘He’s also claiming –,’ said the cadet journalist, reading from her notes – ‘to be the first pig to climb Mount Everest, the first pig to win the Nobel Prize, the first pig in space, the greatest pig international super-spy, the greatest pig international jewel thief . . .’

				‘But that is a list of all my sisters’ and my achievements,’ interrupted Nanny Piggins. ‘Who would be stupid enough to claim such an unbelievable litany of things?’

				‘An egomaniac?’ suggested Derrick.

				‘An attention seeker?’ suggested Samantha.

				‘A delusional egomaniacal attention seeker?’ suggested Michael.

				‘Or,’ said Nanny Piggins, ‘no, it can’t be. Not my idiot older brother, Bramwell?’

				‘Yes, that’s him,’ agreed the editor. ‘Bramwell Piggins. In his book, he claims he has allowed his sisters to get credit for his achievements to help boost their self-esteem.’

				‘I’ll boost his self-esteem when I see him,’ muttered Nanny Piggins, ‘by giving him a good hard whack on the –’

				‘Nanny Piggins! The fudge!’ yelped Samantha, suddenly reminding them all of the much more important matter in the kitchen.

				When they returned to the stove (the editor and the young journalist came with them in case something newsworthy had happened. And indeed it had), the fudge was a sorry mess. It had now boiled down entirely and the wooden spoon was set hard in the blackened mass at the bottom of the pot.

				Nanny Piggins burst into tears.

				‘Don’t cry,’ pleaded Samantha. ‘I’m sure your brother didn’t mean to betray you.’

				‘I’m not crying about that,’ sniffed Nanny Piggins. ‘I’m crying about the fudge. Now I’ll have to go to the shop and buy some.’

				‘Among his other claims,’ said the editor, ‘Bramwell Piggins also says he is the world’s greatest fudge maker.’

				‘Right, that’s it,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘My older brother needs to be taught a lesson.’

				‘He’s signing his book at the local bookshop tomorrow,’ smiled the editor. ‘We’ll send a photographer if you’re turning up.’

				‘Send two,’ said Nanny Piggins ominously.
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				At five minutes to nine the next morning, Nanny Piggins and the children were sitting in the front row of their local bookshop waiting for Bramwell to arrive for his book signing. Nanny Piggins glowered at a large promotional poster for Bramwell’s book, which read:

				The Adventures of Bramwell Piggins

				(World’s Greatest All-Round Pig) 

				Volume One

				A full night of thinking about her brother’s wicked treachery had only made Nanny Piggins madder. And while she looked even more beautiful and glamorous than usual in her knee-length designer dress and bejewelled headband, the children knew she had her hot pink wrestling leotard on underneath. 

				‘Nanny Piggins?’ asked Samantha carefully (she did not want her nanny to launch into a premature rage). ‘Why did you never mention that you had a brother? We’ve always known about your identical fourteenuplet sisters, but in the whole time we’ve known you you’ve never mentioned Bramwell before.’

				‘You wouldn’t understand,’ said Nanny Piggins, ‘because you have two perfectly lovely brothers. But trust me, if you had a brother like Bramwell, you’d do your best to forget he existed as well.’

				‘Is he evil?’ asked Derrick.

				‘Hah!’ snorted Nanny Piggins. ‘He isn’t interesting enough to be evil. He’s just so . . . so . . . I don’t think there is a word for him – pathetic, annoying, inadequate, whining, ungrateful, blubbering, waste-of-space – none of them quite covers it.’

				‘What does he do that’s so awful?’ asked Michael.

				‘That’s just it,’ explained Nanny Piggins. ‘He does nothing! All my sisters, even the evil ones, have a considerable work ethic and dedication to principles. Wendy may be a villainous international super-spy but she has worked hard and she is a very talented villainous super-spy. Anthea may be an incurable jewel thief but her dedication to apricot danishes rivals Mother Theresa’s dedication to the poor. And even Katerina, with her insatiable love of vegetables, even she has an admirable work ethic, getting up at 4am every day to water her zucchinis. But Bramwell – he does nothing. He gloms from one job to the next, being fired for incompetence, gluttony and oversleeping. And to make matters worse, when he is between jobs he goes around claiming to be a . . . a . . . I can’t say it, it’s too mortifying.’

				‘A terrorist?’ asked Derrick.

				‘Worse,’ said Nanny Piggins.

				‘A used car salesman?’ guessed Michael.

				‘Much worse,’ said Nanny Piggins, hiding her face in shame.

				‘A truancy officer?’ guessed Samantha.

				‘No,’ whispered Nanny Piggins, dabbing away tears of shame. ‘He tells people he is a . . . poet.’

				‘No!’ exclaimed all three horrified children.

				Nanny Piggins nodded her head and closed her eyes tight, trying to block out the disgrace. ‘He even tries to read his poetry to you if you can’t run away from him because you’ve broken your ankle or got your foot caught in a giant clam.’

				‘No wonder you try so hard to disown him,’ said Samantha, giving her nanny a supportive hug.

				Just then a long limousine pulled up outside the shop.

				‘He’s here!’ exclaimed Derrick.

				An anxious publicist rushed over to open the passenger door. The children were shocked to see Bramwell for the first time. They had assumed he would look like his sisters, but he did not. True, his facial features were similar, but there was one shocking dissimilarity. Bramwell was enormously fat. All Nanny Piggins’ sisters were extremely lean and athletic. But Bramwell was as round as he was tall. Admittedly, like his sisters he was only fourfoot tall, but still it was unusual to see someone who was also four foot wide.

				‘Oh yes, I forgot to mention,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘That is the other shameful thing about Bramwell – he has a slight weight problem. Now, as you know, I am not normally one to judge a person for that. Eating is such a priority. But in Bramwell’s case, he is a pig, and it is such a cliché for a pig to be as fat as a pig.’

				Bramwell waddled across the store, smiling smugly and posing for photographs as he was waylaid by fans. Eventually he made his way to the front, and with the help of a good hard shove from his publicist, he managed to climb up onto the podium.

				‘Good morning,’ said Bramwell, smiling down at his audience. ‘It is wonderful to see your adoring faces.’

				The audience clapped.

				‘And ladies, no marriage proposals please,’ smirked Bramwell. ‘At least not until after my speech.’

				The women in the audience giggled.

				Bramwell took out his notes, winked at the audience, cleared his throat and began his speech. ‘People are always asking me, Bramwell Piggins, how did you come to be so wonderful at everything? Adventurer, inventor, medical breakthrougher, heroic rescuer, pastry chef extraordinaire . . . Does your talent know no bounds? And I’m afraid the simple answer is “no”. Even as a young piglet, my little sisters would sit and watch in awe as I explained particle physics, demonstrated jujitsu or whipped up a delicious batch of authentic Lebanese baklava. Obviously it was too much for them to ever emulate. But in their own simple way they enjoyed watching me be brilliant.’

				Nanny Piggins could bear it no longer. ‘Stop it!’ she shrieked. ‘Stop it at once before I am sick all over this cheap synthetic carpet.’

				Bramwell peered over the edge of his podium. He was too fat to see the front row, so he could not see who was yelling at him.

				‘You should be thoroughly ashamed of yourself!’ denounced Nanny Piggins. ‘If Mother were alive today she would sit on you to teach you a lesson about stealing better people’s identities.’

				‘Mother?’ yelped Bramwell. ‘She’s not here, is she?’ He looked about in a panic.

				‘Of course not, you twit,’ condemned Nanny Piggins. ‘She’s been dead for years.’

				Bramwell heaved a sigh of relief. ‘Oh yes, of course, thank goodness.’

				Nanny Piggins was now shaking with rage. ‘Leaving aside your pleasure in our mother’s death – I shall bite you for that later – first things first, how dare you steal my identity and the accomplishments of all our sisters just to flatter your own ego and sell books!’

				‘Sarah? Is that you?’ asked Bramwell. While his fourteen sisters were physically identical, from much experience Bramwell was able to identify them by their own unique way of yelling at him.

				‘It certainly is,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘And how dare you come to my home town claiming to be “The World’s Greatest Flying Pig”.’

				‘I didn’t know you lived here,’ protested Bramwell.

				‘Balderdash!’ exclaimed Nanny Piggins. ‘When you drive into town there is a great big sign saying “Welcome to Dullsford. Population 66,782. Home of Nanny Piggins, World’s Greatest Flying Pig.”’

				‘In his defence,’ whispered Derrick, ‘the last bit is hard to read because it is in Boris’ handwriting.’

				‘There is no excuse!’ yelled Nanny Piggins. ‘How dare you, who have achieved so little, take the credit for we who have done so much.’

				Bramwell winked at his audience. ‘You’ll have to excuse my little sister. Her imagination runs away with her from time to time.’

				‘What?!’ exclaimed Nanny Piggins.

				‘Don’t judge her,’ continued Bramwell (while surreptitiously trying to shove copies of his own books into his socks for protection). ‘It is hard for a tiny sapling to grow in the shadow of a great oak.’

				‘Did he just patronise me?’ exclaimed Nanny Piggins. ‘Right, that’s it. I’m taking my frock off. It’s shin-biting time.’

				‘Sarah, my dear,’ said Bramwell, clutching the podium tightly and keeping it between him and his sister. ‘There is no need for that.’

				‘Then immediately admit that your whole book is just a pack of lies,’ demanded Nanny Piggins.

				Bramwell paused. He thought about how much he liked getting great big royalty cheques from his publisher, and then he thought about how a few shin bites would soon heal and go away. ‘No I won’t,’ said Bramwell. ‘Every single word is true and you can’t prove otherwise.’

				The audience cheered. Bramwell looked proud of his cleverness.

				But Nanny Piggins was baffled by his stupidity. ‘Of course I can prove you’re a fraud, you great big idiot. Nothing would be easier. For a start I can show that I am the world’s greatest flying pig by challenging you to a dual. Right here tomorrow morning, let’s both get blasted out of cannons and see who flies further. That’ll soon settle that.’

				‘What a brilliant idea!’ exclaimed the publicist, who got out her mobile phone so she could tell all her journalist friends.

				‘Now hang on,’ protested Bramwell. ‘I am an author now. Um . . . it would be unseemly and . . . er . . . besides, I don’t have a cannon.’

				‘Don’t worry,’ said the publicist. ‘I’ll arrange it all. Publicity like this is unbeatable. Your books will fly off the shelves.’

				‘Good, it’s settled then,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘Prepare to be belittled right here tomorrow morning at 9 am.’

				Nanny Piggins then grabbed hold of her brother, gave him a noogie, a wedgie, a wet willy and several other physically unpleasant things siblings do to each other, before storming out of the bookshop with the children. The audience again clapped. They had expected a rather dull book reading, but instead they had apparently been treated to a dramatic morning of improvised theatre.

				During the night Nanny Piggins and Boris went down to the local war museum and borrowed the largest Howitzer. (The war museum had become used to this and in fact had given Nanny Piggins her own key so she would not disturb the security guard’s nap schedule.) 

				Nanny Piggins then had a brief but thorough training workout, eating 50 pounds of chocolate-covered caramels to increase her density and therefore velocity through the air.

				At nine o’clock the next morning she arrived at the bookshop in her favourite suede lemon-coloured body suit (with black and red stripes), as Boris pulled her 25-tonne cannon into position. There was a huge crowd already gathered to watch the display.

				‘We’re here!’ announced Nanny Piggins. ‘Now where is that good-for-nothing Bramwell so we can get started?’

				‘He’s right here,’ said the publicist, turning round to point at . . . an empty space.

				‘Where?’ asked Samantha.

				‘But he was right here a second ago,’ protested the publicist.

				Nanny Piggins looked at Derrick’s watch. It ticked over from 9.00 to 9.01. ‘Of course,’ she said, ‘he’s not coming back.’

				‘But surely not,’ panicked the publicist. ‘Look at the crowd. He can’t let them down. Some of them have pre-bought books, expecting him to signthem.’

				‘Well, I must confess I have underestimated my brother,’ admitted Nanny Piggins. ‘In my haste to condemn him for stealing credit for the talents of his sisters, I had forgotten his one great talent.’

				‘He has a great talent?’ asked Derrick.

				‘He is a Piggins,’ Nanny Piggins reminded them. ‘So yes, he does have one extraordinary ability.’

				‘What is it?’ asked the publicist optimistically. ‘Ihope it sells books.’

				‘He has a unique and unparalleled talent for running away from angry people,’ said Nanny Piggins.

				‘Is that a talent?’ asked Samantha.

				‘Oh yes,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘Think about it. Ifyou were so inadequate and your sisters were so brilliant and you had a tendency to claim credit for their accomplishments, you’d learn to be good at running away too.’

				‘But Nanny Piggins, how can he run when he’s so . . .’ Derrick did not like to say the word.

				‘Fat?’ supplied Nanny Piggins. ‘Yes, I know. But he is still a pig and therefore a gifted athlete compared to a mere human. Plus he somehow manages to use his greater weight to his advantage by doing lots of plunging, plummeting and sinking when he is on the run.’

				‘So that’s it?’ asked Samantha. ‘It’s all over?’

				‘Not at all,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘Now we have to find him and punish him.’

				‘But how?’ asked Derrick.

				‘Luckily I had the foresight to bake a GPS tracking device into a shortbread cookie that I slipped into my brother’s pocket yesterday while Iwas giving him a noogie,’ said Nanny Piggins.

				‘Could you bake me a whole batch of those cookies so I can keep track of all my authors?’ asked the publicist.

				Nanny Piggins retrieved a handheld radar device from the pocket of her dress. (She had broken the heart of many a European designer by insisting they include pockets in their couture frocks.) She switched it on and a green blip appeared on the screen. ‘That’s him!’ exclaimed Nanny Piggins. ‘Bramwell is the green blip. Follow me.’

				And so Nanny Piggins followed the blip, the children and the publicist followed Nanny Piggins and the crowd of Bramwell fans followed them all, determined to get their books signed.

				They tracked Bramwell down the road, over a fence (or more accurately through a fence, which had collapsed when Bramwell tried to climb it), along a wall, under shrubbery, out onto another road, into a cake shop (with particularly delicious lamingtons) and down an alley, where they reached a dead end.

				‘Do you think he climbed one of these buildings?’ asked Samantha, looking up at the six-storey walls surrounding them on three sides.

				Nanny Piggins looked at her monitor and the blip clearly moving away from them. ‘No,’ she said. ‘When you have the physique of my brother you never go up when you could go down.’

				They all looked at Nanny Piggins’ feet. She was standing on a manhole.

				‘Into the sewers?’ asked Derrick. ‘But that’s disgusting.’

				‘As is my brother,’ said Nanny Piggins sadly.

				‘It’s so unhygienic,’ said Samantha.

				‘And stinky,’ added Michael.

				‘My brother is no stranger to stink,’ revealed Nanny Piggins. ‘He once went an entire calendar year without taking a bath.’

				‘What happened?’ asked Derrick. (He had long wondered what would happen if he never took a bath, aside from having much more time to read comics.)

				‘The stench became so unbearable that my sister Wendy waited until he was asleep, taped a high-powered hose to the inside of his trouser leg, then turned the hose on,’ remembered Nanny Piggins. ‘He was blasted with water from the inside out. Eventually his clothes swelled up with the pressurised water until they exploded off and he was left clean as a whistle.’

				‘I bet that taught him a lesson,’ said Samantha.

				‘No, actually it taught Wendy a lesson. Because then Bramwell didn’t go and buy new clothes for three weeks,’ said Nanny Piggins, ‘and the only thing worse than a stinky brother is a naked brother.’

				‘So are you going to let him disappear into the sewers?’ asked Michael.

				‘Of course not,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘I brought a bag of marshmallows in anticipation of precisely this eventuality.’

				‘How will eating marshmallows help?’ asked Derrick.

				‘I’m not going to eat them,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘I’m going to shove them up my nose, and I suggest you do the same if you are coming with me.’ And with that Nanny Piggins shoved two pink marshmallows into her snout and heaved the manhole cover aside. As the first wave of stench wafted up, the children and Boris hastily shoved marshmallows into their own noses. The crowd of Bramwell fans backed away, realising they did not want their books signed by someone who would willingly climb down into that odour. Only the publicist lunged forward, catching Nanny Piggins by the sleeve.

				‘Before you go,’ said the publicist, ‘is there any chance I could sign you to a multi-book deal? Because if your brother does prove to be a huge fraud and we have to pulp all his books for legal reasons, we will be looking to sign a new pig adventurer.’

				‘Me write books!’ scoffed Nanny Piggins. ‘Don’t be ridiculous! I’m far too busy having adventures to waste my time writing about them.’

				‘But we could get you a ghost writer,’ argued the publicist.

				‘I absolutely refuse to work with ghosts,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘Just because they are trapped for eternity between worlds doesn’t give them the right to go around waking people up with their wailing.’

				And with that she disappeared down into the black stinking hole.

				The sewers turned out to be every bit as unpleasant as you might imagine. They were smelly, slimy and wet. The absolute last place you should go if you happened to be wearing a suede, lemon-coloured bodysuit. But Nanny Piggins was on a mission and therefore heedless of her appearance. 

				‘This way,’ she whispered. (You should always whisper in a sewer so as not to attract the attention of the rats.) They set off following the blip, only now they moved more slowly and cautiously. (The sewer is one place you really do not want to fall over.)

				As the morning wore on they got closer and closer to the blip. Bramwell actually moved quicker than his sister, because he dived into the sewers like they were waterslides, slipping and sliding from one tunnel to the next. But he also stopped to rest all the time and that is how Nanny Piggins and the children gained ground on him.

				After several hours they finally had him within reach. ‘He’s just up ahead,’ whispered Nanny Piggins excitedly. ‘Down this tunnel and around the bend.’ 

				They crept forward quietly until they got to the corner. Then Nanny Piggins leapt out to confront her brother.

				‘Aha! There’s no escaping now!’ she yelled. 

				But Bramwell was not there. 

				‘Where’s he gone?’ asked Nanny Piggins, looking down at her monitor. The blip had disappeared.

				‘Look,’ called Derrick. He was pointing to a shower of shortbread cookie crumbs on the floor.

				‘Oh no,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘He found the shortbread cookie and ate it.’

				‘Won’t the tracking device still work in his stomach?’ asked Michael.

				‘I doubt it. Mother taught us to chew all our food 32 times,’ said Nanny Piggins forlornly.
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				And so Nanny Piggins and the children had to abandon their pursuit of Bramwell. They climbed out of the sewers and made their way home. Which was almost as unpleasant as being in the sewers, because everyone they walked past leapt away in horror, or fainted from the stench of their now ruined clothes. Nanny Piggins’ beautiful suede bodysuit was certainly not lemon-coloured anymore.

				After they got home and had scrubbed themselves vigorously with several bars of soap for a considerable amount of time, Nanny Piggins, Boris and the children gathered in the kitchen to cheer themselves up with a few serves of banoffee pudding (a wonderful confection of banana, toffee and cream that is excellent for restoring spirits).

				‘Are you terribly disappointed that you didn’t catch Bramwell?’ Michael asked his nanny.

				‘Not really,’ said Nanny Piggins, between bites. ‘I’m sure he’ll turn up again some day – posing as someone incredibly glamorous like an astronaut, or a race car driver, or a nanny – and when he does, I’ll bite him.’ (Eating pudding always made her feel philosophical.)

				‘I’m exhausted,’ said Boris. ‘When they built those sewers I don’t think they had ten-foot-tall bears in mind. I banged my head so many times.’

				‘I told you not to do so much leaping in the air,’ said Nanny Piggins.

				‘I can’t help it. I’m a ballet dancer,’ said Boris. ‘Ialways do a grand jeté when I see a rat.’ 

				Boris took a bucket of honey from the cupboard and trudged out to his shed. The children and Nanny Piggins were just helping themselves to their seventh servings of banoffee pudding when their munching was interrupted by a bloodcurdling scream.

				‘Yaaaaaaggghhhhh!’

				‘That sounded like Boris,’ exclaimed Nanny Piggins, leaping to her trotters.

				But then there was a second even more blood- curdling scream.

				‘Wwaaaaaagggghhhhh!’ said another screamer.

				They all burst out the back door just as Boris burst out of the shed. (Unfortunately he missed the doorway and smashed out a bear-shaped portion of wall.)

				‘Sarah, save me!’ Boris squealed. ‘There’s someone in my bed.’

				‘Not that Goldilocks again!’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘Why won’t she leave you poor bears alone and take a nap in her own house for once?’

				‘I don’t think it is Goldilocks this time,’ said Boris, ‘unless she has gained weight.’

				Nanny Piggins and the children peered through the large hole in the shed wall. On Boris’ bed they could see an enormous lump, not unlike a huge beach ball covered in a blanket.

				‘That lump looks familiar,’ said Nanny Piggins as she climbed into the shed and picked up a garden trowel. She then gave the lump a sharp whack. And lo and behold her brother leapt up, screaming.

				‘Bramwell!’ exclaimed the children.

				‘Why on earth would he go to so much trouble to run away from you, only to come here?’ marvelled Samantha.

				‘Because he might have a genius for escape,’ said Nanny Piggins, ‘but he is still a nitwit.’

				‘I had nowhere else to go,’ blubbered Bramwell, still rubbing his bottom. (Which was not easy because his arms were barely long enough to reach it). ‘I spent all my book advance on cupcakes. And no hotel will take me. I have been blacklisted from anywhere that serves a buffet breakfast.’

				‘But why come here?’ asked Derrick.

				‘I didn’t think anyone would notice me in the shed,’ said Bramwell.

				‘Normally that is true,’ said Boris. He certainly had gone unnoticed living there for the longest time. And a ten-foot-tall bear is even more eye-catching than a four-foot-wide pig.

				‘Well, you can’t stay here,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘You’ll just have to go back to your old job.’

				‘Bramwell has a job?’ asked Michael.

				‘Yes, he is a waste disposal technician at a factory,’ said Nanny Piggins.

				‘He takes out garbage?’ asked Derrick.

				‘Not exactly,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘He eats it.’

				‘What?!’ exclaimed the children, thinking that Bramwell was even more unhygienic than they had imagined.

				 ‘It’s not as bad as it sounds,’ explained Nanny Piggins. ‘Bramwell works at a chocolate factory, so if someone accidentally ruins a batch of chocolate by burning it, curdling it or adding a coconut filling, Bramwell comes in and cleans it all up. He’s a much more environmentally friendly alternative than putting it in landfill.’

				‘It’s not very glamorous though,’ sulked Bramwell.

				‘But you’re not very glamorous, are you?’ Nanny Piggins pointed out. ‘And the sooner you accept that, the happier you’ll be. The whole world can’t be filled with impossibly glamorous incredibly talented pigs. It would be exhausting. No, there are fourteen of us, and that is just the right number.’

				So Nanny Piggins sent Bramwell packing (with twelve large chocolate cakes and a crate of sherbet lemons to sustain him on his bus ride home). And everything returned to normal. Well, almost normal. The publicist did still call twenty times a day begging Nanny Piggins to sign a book deal. 
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