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			About the book

				Derrick, Samantha and Michael should be in school. Instead they find themselves in NASA’s space shuttle, which Nanny Piggins manages to blast into outer space. In this thrilling fourth instalment of her adventures, Nanny Piggins wrestles a crocodile, bungy jumps using the elastic from Mr Green’s underpants, and rescues her brother, Boris, from an onslaught of professional wrestlers.

		


	


 




Previously on Nanny Piggins …

Thank you for buying Nanny Piggins and the Accidental Blast-off. You have made an excellent purchasing decision! Don’t worry if you have not read the previous books in the series. Each one of Nanny Piggins’ adventures is a riveting tale in its own right, so you don’t have to read them in any particular order.

But if you don’t believe me, I will now give you a quick summary of everything that has happened so far …

It all started when Nanny Piggins (the world’s most glamorous flying pig) ran away from the circus and took up a job as the Green’s nanny. The Green children, Derrick, Samantha and Michael, fell in love with her instantly. Who could not fall in love with a nanny who thinks she has found the cure to the common cold – lemon cake.

Before long Nanny Piggins’ brother, Boris the dancing bear, came to live in the Green’s garden shed, although Mr Green (the father) still hasn’t realised he is there because Boris is very good at disguising himself.


And that’s all you need to know. There are a lot of other characters – a wicked Ringmaster, thirteen identical twin sisters, a nasty neighbour, a nice neighbour, a retired army colonel, a very silly headmaster, a hygiene-obsessed rival nanny and the two very clean children she looks after (Samson and Margaret Wallace) – but you will pick all that up as you go along.

So now all you have to do is fix yourself a lovely cakey chocolatey snack, find a comfortable place to curl up and enjoy the latest instalment of Nanny Piggins’ wonderful adventures.



Best wishes and happy reading,
 R. A. Spratt, the author
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Nanny Piggins and the children were sitting at the dining table having a very unpleasant meal. There was nothing wrong with the food. (In Nanny Piggins’ opinion you should never blame food for your problems, it would be like blaming a rainbow for the rain.) The problem was that Mr Green was sitting at the head of the table. Their father’s presence had the effect of sucking the fun out of just about any situation. And on this occasion it could not be avoided because it was Father’s Day.

Now Mr Green did not want to celebrate Father’s Day any more than his children did. But he had to because he’d got in trouble the previous year when the senior partner at the law firm where he worked had caught him eating his Father’s Day dinner in the office. Isabella Dunkhurst had been horrified that a man with three children would rather eat a soggy cheese sandwich at his desk than go home to his family. She had told him off thoroughly (and having been a practising lawyer for thirty years she was very good at telling people off. She knew lots of big words for ‘idiot’ and ‘naughty’) and threatened to dock his pay if he did not go home immediately.

This year Mr Green had raced home as soon as the clock struck 5 pm. He lived in such fear and awe of Isabella Dunkhurst that he dared not displease her twice in a twelve-month period.

The children had done the right thing and bought their father presents (even though he was the least deserving father, possibly in the entire world). And surprisingly Mr Green had actually been grateful and almost touched to receive a pair of socks, a bottle of aftershave and a book about the weather. Because you see, the children had included the receipts in the packages (they knew their father well), so he would be able to return the presents the next day and get the money. And Mr Green loved nothing more than money.

And so Nanny Piggins and the children were just forcing down the horrible broccoli stew that Mr Green had insisted he was given as his Father’s Day treat (he had read that there was a glut of broccoli in Nigeria, which was causing that vegetable to be very cheap. Fortunately Nanny Piggins had the foresight to make the children chocolate-coated waffles as a late afternoon snack, so they were unlikely to starve or die of broccoli poisoning) when suddenly the silence was interrupted by a loud knock at the front door.

‘Who could that be?’ demanded Mr Green. ‘Don’t they know it’s Father’s Day?’

‘Perhaps it’s someone from your work come to check that you’re actually here,’ suggested Nanny Piggins.

Mr Green recoiled in fear. ‘Don’t answer the door,’ he said.

‘Then they’ll definitely think you’re not here,’ reasoned Nanny Piggins.

‘Answer it, quick, one of you answer it!’ insisted Mr Green.


Derrick, being the eldest, stood up and hurried out of the room.

‘I haven’t done anything wrong this year, have I?’ asked Mr Green. And actually, he had not. But he had certainly not wanted to come home for Father’s Day, and he was worried that his employers had found some way to read his thoughts.

A few moments later, when Isabella Dunkhurst, the firm’s senior partner, actually did walk in through the dining room door, Mr Green looked like he was going to drop dead of a heart attack and burst into tears all at once.

‘I’m here, I’m here,’ protested Mr Green. ‘I swear I haven’t done any work all evening.’

‘Then what are those figures you’ve jotted on your napkin?’ asked Samantha, whose keen eyesight had spotted the sums her father had secretly been doing under the tablecloth, as he worked out how a client who made a fortune pumping toxic waste into the ocean could get his money offshore before the dead fish started washing up onshore.

‘I’m not here about that,’ said Isabella Dunkhurst.

‘You’re not?’ asked Mr Green, sighing with relief.


‘Although hand me the napkin, I’ll give it to the accounts department tomorrow so they know to dock his pay,’ added Isabella Dunkhurst.

‘Why are you here then?’ asked Michael.

‘To see Nanny Piggins,’ explained Isabella Dunkhurst.

‘Really?’ said Nanny Piggins and the children, all equally surprised.

‘Are you going to arrest her?’ asked Mr Green hopefully.

‘No, I’m going to thank her,’ said Isabella Dunkhurst.

‘What for?’ asked Nanny Piggins. She was used to people being desperately grateful to her, but that was usually when she had given them a slice of cake. And Nanny Piggins could not remember giving Isabella Dunkhurst a slice of cake.

‘Do you remember when you came to the firm’s annual dinner and taught us all how to tap dance?’ asked Isabella Dunkhurst.

Nanny Piggins rubbed her snout as she wracked her memory. ‘No, but I do so many astounding things I sometimes lose track.’

‘You remember,’ said Derrick. ‘Father took you as his date.’

‘I did not!’ protested Mr Green.


‘You wore your sequined gown with the pea-cock feathers and fairy-light headdress,’ Samantha reminded her.

Nanny Piggins shook her head. ‘Still doesn’t ring a bell.’

‘They served orange poppyseed cake,’ reminded Michael.

‘I remember it precisely!’ exclaimed Nanny Piggins. ‘It was delicious! I ate eight or nine slices. Have you brought me some more?’

‘No, I’m afraid not,’ admitted Isabella Dunkhurst.

‘Never mind, I can whip some up myself later,’ said Nanny Piggins, ‘but I remember it all now. After licking the last of the cake off my plate, I borrowed a packet of drawing pins from the head waiter, stuck them in my shoes and taught you all how to tap dance like Fred Astaire.’

‘It was the most wonderful night of my life,’ gushed Isabella Dunkhurst.

‘Really?’ said the children, amazed.

‘I told you it was jolly good cake,’ said Nanny Piggins.

‘No, not the cake,’ said Isabella Dunkhurst. ‘The tap dancing lesson! It inspired me. I have been taking tap dancing lessons seven days a week ever since.’


‘Tap is a wonderful form of dance,’ said Boris. (He was hidden behind the curtains because Mr Green still did not realise that the world’s greatest ballet dancing bear was living in his garden shed.) ‘Tap dancing combines the grace of ballet with the joy of banging saucepans together.’

‘Your curtain is quite right,’ agreed Isabella Dunkhurst, ‘I just love it, which is why I have decided to leave the firm.’

‘What?!’ exclaimed Mr Green, leaping from his seat. He was so horrified at the prospect of losing Isabella Dunkhurst from his life that his eyes started to water and his chin began to quiver. And you have to understand that Mr Green did not even cry when his own mother left him. (She abandoned him at a train station on Mother’s Day to run off with the milkman. Which is not anywhere near as sad a story as it sounds, because Mr Green was thirty-seven years old at the time and the only reason she ran away was because she could not get him to leave home.)

‘You can’t, you can’t leave me,’ protested Mr Green.

Everyone in the room looked at Mr Green for a moment, collectively decided it was best to ignore him and continued on with their conversation.


‘I have decided to leave the firm to become a tap-dancing lawyer,’ explained Isabella Dunkhurst. She positively glowed with happiness as she revealed her decision.

‘What does a tap-dancing lawyer do?’ asked Michael.

‘Do you go into court and tap dance around the other barristers’ legal arguments?’ asked Derrick.

‘Oh no, that would be silly,’ said Isabella Dunkhurst. ‘No, I dance on a stage like a normal tap dancer. Then people from the crowd call out their problems and I give them legal advice.’

‘It sounds wonderful,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘I love going to the theatre and I often get into legal trouble. It would be so convenient to be able to combine enjoying a first-rate night of dance with getting some top-notch legal arguments to yell at the Police Sergeant the next day.’

‘You’ll have to come along to a show,’ said Isabella Dunkhurst.

‘Oh we will, I’m sure it won’t be long before I get into some legal difficulty,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘Any day now Mr Mahmood could discover the hole I accidentally burnt in his hedge.’

‘Well I’ll go and let you enjoy the rest of your Father’s Day,’ said Isabella Dunkhurst. ‘I just wanted to thank you for turning my life around and making me see that there was more to life than telling off a bunch of boring old lawyers every day.’

Mr Green, who had been weeping quietly in the corner this whole time, now let out a wail of despair.

‘What’s wrong with him?’ asked Isabella. ‘Should he be on medication?’

‘I’ve tried medicating him with cake,’ admitted Nanny Piggins, ‘but the sugar only makes him even more boring.’

‘What will I do without you?’ wailed Mr Green.

‘But I only see you once or twice a month to tell you off for being amoral,’ said Isabella Dunkhurst.

‘It is the highlight of my month,’ blubbered Mr Green.

‘Pull yourself together, man,’ scolded Isabella. ‘There will be a new senior partner starting on Monday. I’m sure it won’t take him long to get the measure of you. He’ll be tearing strips off you within a fortnight.’

‘Oh I hope so, I do hope so,’ sobbed Mr Green.
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That Monday was the first time Nanny Piggins and the children had ever waited excitedly for Mr Green to come home (if you do not count the time they put a skunk in his bed). They could not wait to find out if the new senior partner would sack Mr Green. Or worse, revoke his executive bathroom privileges. (Mr Green hated using the same bathroom as the boys from the mailroom, because they insisted on making jovial small talk about football teams.)

When Mr Green came into sight, trudging up the street, it appeared their predictions had come true. He looked so miserable. His face was ashen and he walked as though his shoes were made of lead. Nanny Piggins and the children actually began to feel a little bit sorry for him.

‘Is everything all right, Father?’ asked Samantha as he slumped into an armchair.

‘The worst has happened,’ muttered Mr Green, clearly distraught.

‘The new senior partner sacked you?’ asked Derrick.

‘I wish he would,’ wailed Mr Green. ‘No, it’s much much worse. He is holding a …’ Mr Green paused here as he struggled to hold back tears, ‘… a company picnic.’

‘What’s wrong with that?’ asked Nanny Piggins.


‘Everybody has to take their families!’ explained Mr Green, showing them the written invitation.

‘Noooooo!’ said the three Green children, as equally horrified as their father.

‘The new senior partner believes in modern management techniques,’ moaned Mr Green. ‘He prioritises family values and a work/life balance.’

‘What does that mean?’ asked Nanny Piggins.

‘I don’t know but it sounds awful,’ complained Mr Green.

‘You poor thing,’ sympathised Nanny Piggins. ‘And I suppose someone ratted you out and told him you have three children.’

‘Yes, Smythe from accounts dobbed me in,’ admitted Mr Green. ‘He’s never forgiven me for borrowing his stapler without asking’.

‘It’ll be all right,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘Picnics are a lot of fun. Food eaten outdoors tastes even better than food eaten indoors. And I can arrange some good picnic games if you like.’

‘You will not!’ exclaimed Mr Green, leaping to his feet. ‘It’s bad enough that I am being forced to take my children to a work-related social function. There’s no way I’m taking a pig as well. What will people say?’

‘“Look at that poor pig, imagine having to go to a picnic with him”,’ guessed Nanny Piggins (accurately).

‘I won’t stand for it,’ declared Mr Green. ‘I forbid you to come within 500 metres of the picnic site.’

‘Really?’ said Nanny Piggins, her eyes narrowing. It was always a terrible mistake when Mr Green forbade her to do anything. Pretty much the only way of guaranteeing Nanny Piggins would do something was to forbid her to do it.

‘But it says on the invitation that you have to bring a plate of food,’ read Samantha. ‘You can’t cook that yourself.’

‘She’s right,’ agreed Michael. ‘You can’t make toast without having to fetch a golf club and smash the smoke detector down from the ceiling.’

‘And you know Nanny Piggins is the best cook in the country,’ said Derrick.

Nanny Piggins coughed.

‘Sorry, I meant to say the best cook in the entire world,’ amended Derrick.

Nanny Piggins nodded. The boy was only telling the truth.

‘That’s not your concern,’ said Mr Green, rudely snatching the invitation back. ‘I’ll just hire a chef.’

Nanny Piggins did not say anything further on the subject but the children knew their father was in terrible trouble because of the way she glowered at him. She was clearly making plans.
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When the morning of the picnic arrived, Mr Green made Derrick, Samantha and Michael line up in the hallway so he could inspect them as he marked off a checklist. ‘Clothes starched, check. Shoes shined, check. Nanny safely in house …’ Mr Green looked at Nanny Piggins. He knew his nanny was a master of disguise. But there was no way an imposter could imitate the glare of loathing she was giving him now. ‘Check.’ He put the clipboard away. ‘All right, as soon as the chef arrives with the plate of crudités we can leave.’

‘What’s crudités?’ Michael whispered to Nanny Piggins.

‘It’s just a fancy word for snacks,’ explained Nanny Piggins.

The doorbell rang.

‘That will be him now,’ said Mr Green, throwing open the front door. But he recoiled in shock because there was no gourmet French chef standing on his doorstep. Just a small boy. And Mr Green had an instinctive revulsion towards all children (not just his own).


‘Go away. I’m waiting for an important chef,’ said Mr Green, his foot twitching with the urge to give the child a kick.

‘I’ve come with a message from chef Jean-Luc,’ said the boy. ‘He said to say that –’ the boy took a crumpled piece of paper from his pocket and read – ‘he couldn’t make your crudités because he’s had to make a sudden and unexpected trip to Bolivia.’

‘What?’ exploded Mr Green.

The boy had the good sense to make a run for it at this point.

Mr Green slammed the door shut, then turned to glare at Nanny Piggins. ‘You had something to do with this, didn’t you?’ he accused.

Nanny Piggins smiled. She had never looked more innocent in her life, so the children immediately knew she was guilty.

‘I don’t know what you mean,’ said Nanny Piggins.

‘Don’t you have an aunt in Bolivia?’ asked Mr Green.

‘I do,’ conceded Nanny Piggins, ‘but if she had some sort of French cuisine-related emergency that urgently required her to fly over a top chef, I’m sure there’s no way you could prove that had anything to do with me.’


Mr Green glowered at her and Nanny Piggins smiled back. ‘I do hope the senior partner won’t think badly of you if you turn up empty-handed,’ said Nanny Piggins.

‘I’ll pick something up at the shops,’ countered Mr Green.

‘The shops are closed because it’s Sunday afternoon,’ said Derrick.

‘What a shame,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘If only a world-famous cooking pig was nearby. One that you had not been extremely rude to.’

They all stared at Mr Green. He looked like his head was going to explode with rage, because he knew he was now going to have to negotiate with Nanny Piggins. And he never did well when they negotiated.

‘How much chocolate cake will I have to give you for you to agree to make a plate of crudités to take to the picnic?’ he asked in the calmest and most reasonable voice his rage would allow.

‘Hmmm,’ said Nanny Piggins as she considered the question. ‘No, today I don’t feel like cake.’

The children gasped. They had never heard Nanny Piggins utter such shocking words before.

‘Today I feel like picnic food,’ said Nanny Piggins with a mischievous glint in her eye.


‘What are you saying?’ asked Mr Green, fearing the worst.

‘I will make you a plate of food, and something much better than crudités,’ said Nanny Piggins, ‘but only if you take me to the picnic with you.’

Mr Green considered his limited options. ‘Will you agree not to speak to anyone?’

‘No,’ said Nanny Piggins.

‘Will you agree not to take part in any games?’ asked Mr Green.

‘No,’ said Nanny Piggins.

‘Will you at least agree not to teach any of the partners how to dance or sing or perform circus tricks of any kind?’ begged Mr Green.

‘I’ll try,’ conceded Nanny Piggins, ‘but I can’t make any promises. I’m a natural teacher. When I see people desperately in need of instruction it’s instinctive for me to take them in hand.’

Mr Green looked defeated.

‘You really don’t have any choice, Father,’ said Michael.

‘All right. How long will it take you to whip something up?’ Mr Green asked.

‘Let me see,’ said Nanny Piggins, disappearing into the kitchen. She returned one second later holding a huge five-tiered tea-tray laden with the most exquisitely delicious tea cakes. ‘Oh look, I just happened to have this lying around in the kitchen.’

Mr Green started to go red in the face. (If this had been a court of law he could have entered the tea cakes as evidence, proving just how much advance knowledge she must have had of the chef’s sudden and unexpected need to visit Bolivia.)

‘We should get going,’ urged Derrick, thinking it best if they all went to the picnic before his father engaged Nanny Piggins in another argument he would be sure to lose.
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When they neared the picnic ground, Nanny Piggins and the children started to get excited. They could see colourful bunting strung between the trees, trestle tables packed with food, great big barrels of fresh homemade lemonade and all sorts of equipment set out for the after-lunch games. The new senior partner obviously knew how to throw a party. Even the weather was perfect. It was sunny but not too hot, just right for outdoor fun. Nanny Piggins and the children were twitching to get out of the car as Mr Green slowly and over-cautiously reverse-parked his Rolls Royce, pulling it in and out of the parking space several times.

Nanny Piggins was just about to leap out and sprint towards the food table when Mr Green flicked on the central locking so no-one could escape.

‘What are you doing?’ demanded Nanny Piggins, desperately shaking the door handle. ‘Can’t you see the food!’

‘The food isn’t going anywhere,’ said Mr Green.

‘Yes it is!’ exclaimed Nanny Piggins. ‘It’ll go in other people’s mouths if we don’t get there first.’

Mr Green just ignored her and launched into a speech. ‘Before we join the picnic I want all of you to give me your assurance that you will behave in an exemplary manner for the duration of the picnic and particularly in the vicinity of my co-workers …’

Unfortunately Mr Green made the mistake of closing his eyes while making this speech and when he opened them it was to see Nanny Piggins, Derrick and Samantha standing on top of his car as they pulled Michael up through the sunroof.

‘Quick, run for it!’ urged Nanny Piggins. And the four of them bolted for the food.

What followed was a horrible afternoon for Mr Green. When you are not very good at having fun yourself, there is nothing worse than watching all your most loathed colleagues have the best afternoon of their lives. Particularly when it is thanks to the impossibly glamorous pig you brought along with you.

After eating half the food on the trestle table (Nanny Piggins graciously left some for the other picnic goers), Nanny Piggins turned her attention to the games. Picnic games were just the sort of thing she excelled at.

She easily won the sack race, having perfected her sack-jumping technique the time the Ringmaster bundled her up and shipped her to outer Mongolia. It had taken her four days to hop from Uzbekistan to Kurdistan, so she had lots of experience.

Nanny Piggins also won the egg and spoon race, because, again, she was such a practised hand. Many was the time, in her excitement to bake a cake, she had the batter half mixed before she realised she had run out of eggs, then had to sprint to the shop and back with a fresh carton. (The children had often wondered why she always balanced the carton on a spoon, but now they were glad she did.)

Nanny Piggins even won the three-legged race, which was no easy feat. Being four foot tall, her legs were very short. Also, she was competing with Mr Green (the new senior partner insisted everyone take part). But Nanny Piggins did not let Mr Green slow her down. She had become very good at dragging a dead weight the time she pulled the Ringmaster’s caravan into a swollen creek to teach him a lesson about not providing chocolate biscuits for his staff. So as soon as the starter’s pistol fired she took off like a rocket, dragging Mr Green around the obstacle course with all the care and consideration she would give a sack of potatoes (and Nanny Piggins had very little care or consideration for potatoes).

After the official games were over Nanny Piggins persuaded everyone to go down to the creek for a water fight, which Nanny Piggins won when she filled up the punch bowl and tipped it over the new senior partner’s head.

Then, as a special treat, Nanny Piggins did an impromptu medley of folk songs from every country she had ever been to, with accompanying dances and fire breathing where appropriate (and even more enjoyably, where it was not appropriate).

So when the sun began to dip below the trees and everyone was exhausted from so much fresh air and fun (even Mr Green was exhausted, but in his case, from wanting to go home), the Senior Partner climbed up on an apple crate.


He was a surprisingly hand some man for a lawyer. His eyes crinkled when he smiled, which he did a lot, as well as winking and clapping people on the back. Altogether he looked and sounded more like a rugby coach. But while he was very jovial, there was a glint in his eye as though he might just do something unexpected, like crash tackle you to the ground. So naturally he commanded respect.

‘Thank you all for coming to this wonderful family picnic,’ began the Senior Partner. ‘We should make this an annual event!’

Everyone cheered except Mr Green, who groaned.

‘Now it’s time for me to announce the King and Queen of the picnic,’ continued the Senior Partner, ‘but one picnic goer has been so much fun, I think she deserves to be King and Queen. So I’m going to give her both crowns. Nanny Piggins, these are for you.’

Nanny Piggins stepped forward and the Senior Partner put both crowns on her head.

‘Your athleticism in the games was awesome, your tea cakes were delicious and I’m sure we’re all grateful that you taught us how to yodel,’ continued the Senior Partner. ‘I, for one, am going to book myself in for more yodelling lessons as soon as I get home.’

Everyone applauded except Mr Green, who groaned again. This time he actually was in physical pain.

‘Would you like to say a few words?’ asked the Senior Partner.

‘Oh no,’ begged Mr Green.

‘Yes, I would,’ said Nanny Piggins, climbing up onto the apple crate. ‘I’d just like to say I had a lovely time. You were all much less boring than I thought a bunch of lawyers would be.’

Everyone laughed (which surprised Nanny Piggins because she was not joking).

‘All right, it’s time to head home,’ said the Senior Partner. ‘I expect to see you bright and early at the office tomorrow. But before we go, I have one more announcement. I arranged this picnic because I think families are so important.’

Mr Green rolled his eyes and shuddered.

‘But,’ continued the Senior Partner, ‘I know some of you men out there sometimes put too much emphasis on work. That is why I have decided to hold a Father of the Year Competition. And you all have to enter – that’s an order!’ For a moment the twinkle in the Senior Partner’s eye was replaced with a steely resolve, but then he smiled again. ‘Over the next few months I want you to show me what good fathers you are. Then the winner will be awarded a special prize. A crystal trophy.’

Mr Green gasped. He loved crystal trophies. It made him feel so important to have one on his desk.

‘And …’ continued the Senior Partner, ‘something really good, which I haven’t decided on yet!’

Everyone applauded. The men immediately started eyeing each other up and convincing themselves that while they may not be good fathers, all the others were a lot worse than them.

And so, after the trestle tables and picnic games were packed away, Nanny Piggins and the Green family drove home. The three children were blissfully happy, having had a wonderful day of food, fun and watching their father squirm. Nanny Piggins was delighted to have another two crowns to add to her jewellery box (she had built up quite a collection over the years). Only Mr Green was sad at the prospect of having to pretend to be a good father, at least for the foreseeable future.







[image: image]



Nanny Piggins and the children were sitting on the naughty bench outside the headmaster’s office. It was unusual for a parent or guardian to be sent to sit on this much-feared piece of furniture, but in Nanny Piggins’ case they had made an exception.

The children anxiously fidgeted and fretted, but the situation did not seem to bother Nanny Piggins in the slightest. Her trotters swung happily above the floor as they waited to be summoned by Headmaster Pimplestock. And they had been waiting for a while because he had locked himself in his office so he could think up some really cutting things to say.

‘We’re going to be in so much trouble,’ worried Samantha. She was not a girl who was given to biting her fingernails. But as she sat on the naughty bench (a piece of furniture in her mind associated with the greatest level of sin – like mugging old ladies, or handing your homework in a week late), she seriously considered taking the habit up, just to give herself something to do.

‘Pish!’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘There’s nothing he can do to us. Schools haven’t been allowed to sentence children to hard labour for years. At least I’m pretty sure that’s the case.’

The door suddenly swung open and Headmaster Pimplestock stood glaring at them. He had straightened his tie and combed his hair in an effort to look intimidating.

‘Nanny Piggins, I’ll see you now,’ announced Headmaster Pimplestock, trying (and failing) to sound dignified and important.

They followed the headmaster into his office. He had taken away the chairs that usually sat opposite the desk so Nanny Piggins would not be able to sit down and be comfortable (or climb up on the chair and attack him, as she had on her previous visit when Headmaster Pimplestock told her that the lamington drive had run out of lamingtons).

‘Hello, Headmaster, how are you today?’ asked Nanny Piggins jauntily.

The headmaster scowled, trying to express the gravity of the situation with his facial features. ‘This is a very serious matter,’ he said. ‘Very serious indeed.’

‘Is it?’ asked Nanny Piggins, baffled.

‘I have just had a phone call from the hospital,’ announced Headmaster Pimplestock.

Samantha whimpered. Michael clutched his nanny’s hand.

Headmaster Pimplestock paused for dramatic emphasis as he glared at each of the Green children in turn, then Nanny Piggins (he did not glare at her too long because she was smiling at him in a disarming way).

‘And the hospital says,’ he continued, ‘that the truancy officer will be all right.’

The three children breathed a sigh of relief.

‘I thought so,’ said Nanny Piggins.

‘Although, apparently, psychological damage has been done,’ said Headmaster Pimplestock.


‘Now are you sure that wasn’t a pre-existing problem?’ asked Nanny Piggins. To her mind, you would have to be insane to want to become a truancy officer in the first place.

‘The fact remains,’ said Headmaster Pimplestock, starting to use some of the phrases he had practised, ‘that you wilfully lied to this institution when you rang up and claimed that Derrick, Samantha and Michael all had convection-inhibited sunspots.’

‘But they did,’ protested Nanny Piggins.

‘Convection-inhibited sunspots are meteorological phenomena, not symptoms of a human disease!’ accused Headmaster Pimplestock.

‘Which is why I was so alarmed when they got them,’ said Nanny Piggins, using her most wide-eyed innocent expression.

‘And I put it to you,’ continued Headmaster Pimplestock (now he was using expressions he had picked up from watching courtroom dramas on TV), ‘that you knew full well that Truancy Officer Britches was following you when you decided to enter that swamp.’

‘We weren’t going to let the fact that she is such a shocking busybody alter our plans for the day,’ protested Nanny Piggins.


‘Nanny Piggins planned to take us frog catching long before we knew the truancy officer was after us,’ confirmed Derrick.

‘So you admit that you weren’t sick at all!’ declared Headmaster Pimplestock. ‘You had planned this day trip into the swamp in advance.’

‘Everyone knows that fresh air and alluvial mud are the best cure for sunspots,’ argued Nanny Piggins. ‘I took the children frog catching purely for medicinal reasons.’

The frog in Michael’s lunch box ribbited its agreement.

‘Speaking of which, we really should be getting our frogs home,’ chided Nanny Piggins. ‘The truancy officer might be all right, but it would be terrible if there was a frog fatality.’

Headmaster Pimplestock was starting to sense the telling-off was slipping away from him. The cleverly worded denunciations escaped him and he degenerated to wild accusations. ‘The fact remains that you endangered the truancy officer’s life by leading her into a swamp where she was attacked by a crocodile!’

‘Yes, but then we saved her from the crocodile, didn’t we?’ said Nanny Piggins.

‘Nanny Piggins was really brave when she leapt on the crocodile’s back,’ argued Michael.


‘And shoved a big chocolate cake in its mouth before it could bite the truancy officer,’ added Samantha.

‘Then wrestled the handle of her handbag over its jaws so it couldn’t bite anybody else,’ described Derrick.

‘I thought it showed great personal sacrifice,’ agreed Nanny Piggins, ‘because that was a very nice handbag, whereas the truancy officer is not nice at all.’

‘I can see you are totally unrepentant,’ denounced Headmaster Pimplestock.

‘You’re right, I am,’ admitted Nanny Piggins. (She might not obey the attendance rules but she was not a liar.)

‘Well, you have left me no choice,’ said Headmaster Pimplestock. He allowed himself a smirk here because he had another trick up his sleeve. ‘This morning, head office sent over a new truancy officer.’

‘I hope this one can swim,’ said Nanny Piggins.

‘I’d like you meet Mr Bernard!’ said Headmaster Pimplestock.

With that the door opened and a man entered the room. (I will take a little time now to describe Mr Bernard, because he was such a striking figure it is important for you to have an accurate mental image.) Mr Bernard looked like an army drill sergeant. He was six foot four, very muscly and his buzz cut hair was so short you could see the veins on his head stick out when he got angry (and they always stuck out because he was always angry).

‘Mr Bernard has only recently become a truancy officer,’ explained Headmaster Pimplestock, ‘after twenty-five years of being an army drill sergeant’ (which explained why he looked like a drill sergeant).

‘Did you run away from the army?’ asked Nanny Piggins conversationally. ‘I ran away from the circus. I think it’s good to branch out and embrace new career opportunities.’

‘Silence!’ barked Mr Bernard. ‘I have heard all about you and your tricks and schemes. And I will not have it. Do-I-make-my-self-clear?’ (He had a peculiar way of yelling each syllable individually to emphasise his point.)

‘Crystal clear,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘I have both perfect hearing and a comprehensive understanding of English so there is no need to raise your voice to me.’

‘These three children will attend school every day. With-out-fail,’ barked Mr Bernard. ‘I am not some wishy-washy social worker. I have jumped out of aeroplanes, swum swollen rivers, hiked across deserts and fought enemy agents with nothing but my bare hands. So if you keep these children out of school there is nothing you can do to stop me hunting them down and dragging them back here.’

‘Oh really?’ said Nanny Piggins as she narrowed her eyes and glared at the new truancy officer. The children all took a step back. They had seen that look before. Nanny Piggins did not like to be told she could not do something.

‘Yes, really,’ said Mr Bernard. ‘Don’t try to test me. I am way out of your league.’

‘We’ll see,’ said Nanny Piggins.

‘Yes, we will,’ said Mr Bernard.

They both glared at each other for several minutes, neither wanting to be the first to look away.

‘Um,’ said Headmaster Pimplestock, ‘I do have some paperwork to do. If I could have my office back?’ (The problem with hiring the only truancy officer capable of intimidating Nanny Piggins was that he terrified Headmaster Pimplestock.)

‘All right then,’ said Mr Bernard, ‘you’re dismissed.’

‘Thank you,’ said Headmaster Pimplestock, who actually started to leave the room himself before he realised that Mr Bernard was talking to Nanny Piggins.

Nanny Piggins turned to the children. ‘Come along, let’s go home.’

‘No,’ snapped Mr Bernard. ‘It’s one o’clock.’

‘So?’ asked Nanny Piggins.

‘On a Tuesday. The children can’t go home,’ said Mr Bernard, his voice starting to rise again. ‘They are supposed to be in class right now!’

‘Oh, you want to start this new ridiculously strict regime today? All right, if you insist,’ said Nanny Piggins. She turned to the children, ‘I’ll see you when you get home.’ She then kissed each of them, picked up their frogs and left.
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When the children got back from school they rushed to speak to their nanny. They found her in the kitchen working on her chocolate macaroon recipe.

‘What are you going to do about the new truancy officer?’ asked Derrick.

‘Do? Oh nothing,’ said Nanny Piggins, testing (eating) her seventy-ninth macaroon.

‘Nothing?’ asked Michael. He had fully expected his nanny to have concocted a scheme to dangle Mr Bernard over a swimming pool full of raspberry jelly, or something equally exciting.

‘I did think about punishing him for being rude,’ admitted Nanny Piggins, ‘but then I thought, it’s his first day on a new job, he is probably feeling a little uncertain and a little out of his depth. So it would be much kinder of me to leave him alone for a few weeks while he settles in.’

‘Leave him alone?!’ Derrick was amazed.

‘I don’t take you out of school just to punish the truancy officer, you know,’ said Nanny Piggins.

‘Except that time you wanted to punish the truancy officer for ringing the doorbell in the middle of The Young and the Irritable,’ Samantha reminded her.

‘Oh yes, except for that one time, but she totally deserved it,’ said Nanny Piggins.

The children nodded their agreement. It had been a particularly good episode in which Bethany had discovered that she was secretly her own twin sister.

‘No, I think for a while, just to be kind to Mr Bernard, I will allow you to attend school the full four days a week,’ announced Nanny Piggins.

‘School is five days a week,’ said Derrick.


‘Really?!’ said a shocked Nanny Piggins. ‘That is an awful lot! Oh well, I suppose it won’t hurt you to go for the full five days, for a week or two, if I make sure you have plenty of cake in your schoolbags.’
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And so for three whole days Nanny Piggins allowed the Green children to attend school, provided they each took a huge suitcase full of treats with them, so they would not pass out from hunger or be forced to eat the rubbish (salad sandwiches) sold at the tuckshop.

But then, on the fourth day, something totally unexpected happened. The Green children genuinely got sick. Now the Green children normally got so much fresh air, sunshine and vitamin C (in the form of lemon cake) that they never got ill. So for them to actually catch a cold was very unusual. When the three of them woke up sneezing, coughing and running a fever Nanny Piggins insisted they stay in bed, eat lots of chocolate and watch lots of medicinal television.

‘But what about Mr Bernard?’ protested Michael. ‘We’ll all get in trouble.’

‘Don’t worry about that,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘You are actually sick. I’m sure Mr Bernard will have the sense to see that you can’t go down to a crowded school when you are packed full of dangerous virus cells ready to leap out of your bodies and attack the other children. I’ll take care of it.’

Nanny Piggins went downstairs and rang the school. ‘This is Nanny Piggins,’ she said. ‘I am ringing to inform you that Derrick, Samantha and Michael will not be attending school today because they have caught colds.’

‘Really?’ said the secretary on the other end of the line. She was quite disappointed. You see, there were three secretaries in the school office and when they saw the Green’s home number come up on the caller ID, they always fought over who was going to take the call, because Nanny Piggins had such spectacularly entertaining excuses.

Since she had become the Green’s nanny, Nanny Piggins had rung up the school saying that the children had smallpox, bigpox, cowpox, Mad Cow’s Disease, Bubonic Plague, ESP, athlete’s foot, athlete’s leg, athlete’s dishpan hands, malaria, diphtheria, foot and mouth disease, rickets and temporary blindness due to low blood chocolate levels. So as you can imagine, the secretary was disappointed to hear that the children had contracted something as mundane as a cold. ‘Oh, I’m sorry to hear that. I’ll make a note of it.’

Nanny Piggins had barely placed the telephone back in its cradle before it rang. She picked it up.

‘Hello,’ said Nanny Piggins.

‘I have just been informed of your intentions to blatantly disregard my directive,’ barked Mr Bernard.

‘If you mean that the children have colds, then yes, they have colds,’ said Nanny Piggins. She did not really want to have a protracted conversation with Mr Bernard. The children were running fevers, so she wanted to get back upstairs and tend to them with some cooling chocolate ice-cream.

‘You’re lying!’ accused Mr Bernard.

Nanny Piggins gasped. This was no way to speak to a lady. ‘Would you like me to get a doctor to come and confirm my diagnosis?’ she asked.

‘Ha!’ said Mr Bernard. ‘I have no trouble believing that you have some doctor in your pocket ready to back up your duplicitous schemes.’ (As it happens Nanny Piggins did have a doctor friend who would do almost anything for her, ever since she had agreed to stop ruining his practice with her holistic cake-healing business.) ‘No, I don’t believe it for a moment,’ continued Mr Bernard. ‘I am coming to collect the children. I will be there in thirty minutes.’ With which he slammed down the telephone.

‘Well I never,’ said Nanny Piggins to herself. She was at a loss. That was the problem with arguing with someone over the telephone, she could not end the conversation the way she wanted to because you could not bite someone’s leg via a phone line.

‘Is everything all right, Nanny Piggins?’ asked Samantha. She had struggled out of bed and come to investigate when she heard the phone ring. Nanny Piggins looked up at her. Samantha was white and sweaty and she had her worried face on. There was no way Nanny Piggins was going to let some big bullying truancy officer manhandle this poor sick girl.

‘Everything is absolutely fine,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘Mr Bernard will be popping down for a quick chat. But that won’t be a problem at all. I’m going to get Boris to come and sit with you and tell you Russian folktales while I pop out to get a few things. We must make our visitor welcome.’

So while Boris took care of the children, Nanny Piggins went out to fetch supplies. But she did not go to the bakery to buy a cake as she normally would for a visitor. Nanny Piggins deemed Mr Bernard to be unworthy of bakery cake. Instead, she went to the building site at the end of the block and asked the builders if she could borrow their bulldozer. Naturally they agreed – they all loved Nanny Piggins because she made them flapjacks and put on trapeze shows by swinging from their demolition ball.

When Mr Bernard arrived, precisely thirty minutes after he had issued his threat, he was astonished to discover that the Green’s ordinary suburban house was surrounded by a two-and-a-half-metre-wide moat on all four sides. And Nanny Piggins was leaning out the living-room window as she finished filling up the moat with water from a garden hose. When Nanny Piggins saw Mr Bernard she called out to him, ‘Hello, Mr Bernard, sorry you can’t see the children, they’re infectious.’ Then she slammed the window shut.

Mr Bernard was bewildered. But he had never let a little thing like emotions slow him down in wartime and he was determined to apply the same principals here.

Mr Bernard went to knock on the front door, then realised he could not. For a start, to do so he would have to cross the moat. And secondly, the front door had been entirely covered up by a raised drawbridge (which Nanny Piggins had made herself using the heavy 200-year-old door from the town hall. Technically she had not asked permission before she borrowed it, but none of the public servants going in or out of the building had had the courage to stop her).

For the first time, the thought crossed Mr Bernard’s mind that perhaps he had underestimated this pig. Mr Bernard had heard that Nanny Piggins was tricky, yet he had not expected her to construct a medieval fortress in under thirty minutes. But he soon dismissed this idea as irrelevant. He had chased arms’ smugglers through the jungles of Sri Lanka, tracked rebels through snowstorms in Afghanistan and been the army’s hand-to-hand combat champion three times in a row. He was sure he could handle one petite pig.

Mr Bernard turned his attention to the moat. ‘It’s going to take more than a puddle to stop me!’ he yelled at the house.

‘Sorry, I can’t hear you, I’m too busy looking after sick children,’ lied Nanny Piggins (her ears were perfectly capable of multi-tasking).

Nanny Piggins, Boris and the sick children were really all peering through the upstairs window. They did not want to miss what would happen next.

Mr Bernard put his foot forward and stepped into the moat. This was his first mistake. He had assumed, given the little time she’d had, that Nanny Piggins would have dug a shallow moat that he could wade across. But Nanny Piggins did not do things by half measures. Indeed, there was no need to do so when you had borrowed a giant bulldozer. The moat she had dug was three metres deep, as Mr Bernard discovered when he plunged into the icy cold water all the way up to his buzz cut.

‘Agh!’ he cried involuntarily. Because even battle-hardened soldiers hate being plunged into cold water. He then struggled to scramble out, which was a lot harder than he expected because Nanny Piggins had made the lawn extra specially slippery by smearing gallons and gallons of raspberry jelly on it (while she had decided not to dangle Mr Bernard over a swimming pool full of raspberry jelly, she had prepared the jelly just in case).

So by the time Mr Bernard scrambled up on the grass, he was soaking wet, sticky with jelly and panting to catch his breath. He scanned the house, deciding where he was going to attempt to infiltrate next.

Nanny Piggins pushed open the upstairs window and called down to him, ‘Would you like a towel?’

Mr Bernard shook his fist at her. ‘I’m coming to take those children to school!’


‘It really would be better if you gave up now,’ urged Nanny Piggins. ‘I’d hate to see you injure yourself.’

Mr Bernard did not respond. Instead he went to his van to fetch some equipment.

When he first got this job he had visited the former truancy officer in the recuperation home and she had advised him on the hardware he would need. At the time he had thought that the extensive list of tradesman’s tools she recommended was a product of her traumatised mind, but now he realised that it was excellent advice from a sensible woman. Thankfully he had listened to her, so Mr Bernard had just what he needed on hand. He slid a military surplus inflatable dinghy out of his van, along with a set of bolt cutters and an angle grinder.

Mr Bernard pulled the ripcord on the dinghy so that it inflated immediately and he set it on the moat water. Then he picked up his angle grinder and bolt cutters and started paddling towards the drawbridge. He was just standing up in the dingy (never a particularly stable thing to do) and reaching up to the chains that held the drawbridge in place, about to cut them off with his angle grinder, when suddenly he was hit in the head by a barrage of rock cakes.


Now, naturally, you will be horrified. It is so uncharacteristic of Nanny Piggins to waste her own delicious rock cakes on assaulting something as unworthy as a truancy officer’s head. But rest assured, they were not her own rock cakes. Nanny Piggins’ rock cakes were light, fluffy and delicious and, therefore, totally unsuitable for attacking would-be home intruders. So Nanny Piggins had nipped down to Nanny Anne’s house and borrowed four dozen of her rock cakes, which were full of pureed beetroot and grated carrot, and therefore as hard as actual rocks (and much less tasty).

As a result, Mr Bernard started to wobble and nothing is more wobbly than a big man in a small dinghy. He was soon toppling back into the freezing water and dropping his angle grinder to the murky depths, never to be seen again.

It is at this point that the Police Sergeant arrived, as Mr Bernard splashed about in the moat hurling abuse at Nanny Piggins, and as Nanny Piggins, Boris and the children leaned out of the window, smiling. Even the children were starting to look better. It is amazing the recuperative effect of seeing a big bully make a fool of himself.

‘What have we here?’ asked the Police Sergeant, standing over Mr Bernard in the moat.


‘Arrest that pig!’ demanded Mr Bernard. ‘She is wilfully keeping those children out of school. And she has assaulted me repeatedly.’

‘Really? We have had several complaints from the neighbours,’ said the Police Sergeant, taking out his notebook.

‘Did you hear that, Piggins, you’re in for it now,’ called Mr Bernard.

‘The complaints have not been about Nanny Piggins,’ corrected the Police Sergeant. ‘I think you’ll find that on this street she is a respected member of the community.’ Which was true.

While Nanny Piggins did sometimes steal mail, break into other peoples’ houses in search of cake ingredients and leap into other peoples’ gardens as part of her inexplicably dramatic children’s games, she also made sure there were absolutely no burglaries on the street, no loitering teenagers, and no door-to-door salesmen (her reputation for leg biting was so widespread). She baked everyone on the street a cake for their birthdays, anniversaries, christenings, weddings, funerals and bar mitzvahs (on the condition they shared several pieces with her). And while the neighbours rolled their eyes and despaired of her behaviour at times, she was also beloved. So when the people in the street looked out their windows and saw a great big man yelling at Nanny Piggins and trying to break into her house, they naturally called the police.

‘What?’ blustered Mr Bernard. Having been an army drill sergeant for twenty-five years, he was unused to situations that did not involve him being the bully and everyone else having to put up with it.

‘We have had several reports of a large angry-looking man with an unfortunate haircut yelling threats at this diminutive pig and the three children in her care,’ read the Police Sergeant from his notes. ‘Also that you have used power tools in your attempts to break into her home.’

‘But I’m the truancy officer,’ spluttered Mr Bernard.

‘That does not give you the right to trespass or vandalise private property,’ chided the Police Sergeant.

‘She started it,’ whined Mr Bernard. Like all bullies, he fell apart when someone who was not bobbing about in a moat stood over him and told him off.

‘I’m afraid I’m going to have to arrest you for being a public nuisance,’ said the Police Sergeant.
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‘We are going to be in so much trouble on Monday,’ said Derrick, as he watched the truancy officer get dragged away by the police.

‘Oh I don’t think you’ll ever see him again,’ said Nanny Piggins.

‘Really, why not?’ asked Samantha.

‘Well, after he’s dried off and washed the jelly out of his clothes, I suspect he will look back on this whole incident and decide he’s much better off going back to the military,’ predicted Nanny Piggins.

And she was entirely right. By the end of the day the truancy officer could not wait to get back to the army, because he felt much safer in a war zone than in Nanny Piggins’ front yard.

The next day Headmaster Pimplestock summoned Nanny Piggins back to his office. ‘You do realise that by driving off Mr Bernard I will have to re-hire Miss Britches,’ complained Headmaster Pimplestock.

‘I think it’s for the best,’ said Nanny Piggins. ‘True, she did follow us and peer in our windows at the most inconvenient times. But on the whole we got along with her very well.’

‘She never caught you. Not once,’ said the headmaster.

‘Exactly,’ agreed Nanny Piggins.
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