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CHAPTER ONE

Hi! Im Fudge Cassidy, and this is my friend, the Cupcake Kid. Shes my bestie!
Theres a photo of us that Cupcakes mum took last year, when wed just started at secondary school. Were showing off in our new school uniforms, which we now wouldnt be seen dead in. Not if we could help it. We are both smiling proudly, looking straight at the camera. Nothing to hide! No guilty secrets. That all came later
Cupcakes the thin one. The one with the long, dark hair tied in a plait. Im the short, stubby one with all the freckles. Not to mention the blobby nose, which Dad always says looks like a button mushroom. Cupcake has a really nice nose! Sort of noble. She complains about it being too long; she says its like a door knocker, but Id sooner have a door knocker than a mushroom. I think people show you more respect.
Another thing Cupcake complains about is her teeth. They are being trained not to stick out, which means she has to wear a brace, which sometimes makes her sort of buzz and click when she says certain words. Mostly ones beginning with S. I have never told her, but when she first had the brace and started buzzing and clicking I thought it was really cool and wished that I could have one! I did suggest to Mum that maybe I ought to, just in case. Mum said, Just in case what? I said, In case my teeth start growing outwards. I think they are starting to look! And I pulled this bunny face with my bottom lip sucked in, just to show her. But Mum never takes me seriously. She says Im too impressionable and always getting these crazy ideas.
Theres nothing the matter with your teeth! Dont be so daft.
I bet Cupcakes mum wouldnt tell her to put her teeth away and not be daft. Well, she obviously hadnt. Shed taken her to the dentist to get a brace put on, which is what any normal mum would do. Not mine! No, she says, when I remind her of it, I am a hard woman.
Cupcakes mum isnt hard; neither is Cupcake. They are both very caring sort of people. In fact, Cupcake is nothing but a great big softie, which is what Im always telling her. If Cupcake takes after her mum, I sppose I ought to be honest and admit that I probably take after mine. I do love my mum (in spite of her not letting me have a brace) but I just HATE it when people look at me and go, Ooooh, dont you look like your mum! I mean, nobody wants to look like their mum, right? If they said, Dont you look like. (fill in the name of your favourite celeb). Well! Thatd be different. But I dont expect anyones favourite celeb is likely to be short and stubby with a button mushroom instead of a nose, and a face covered all over in splodgy brown freckles. Yuck yuck yuck!
Now Ive gone and lost track. Im always doing that! Attention span of a flea. That is what Mrs Kendrick said to me last term, and I guess she might be right. My mind does hop about a bit! What I really meant to do was write about me and Cupcake. Say how we first met. How we got to be friends. That sort of thing.
OK! Me and Cupcake first met when our mums were in the hospital, right next to each other in the ward. How cool is that? Cupcake was born a whole half-hour ahead of me without any fuss at all, and afterwards she just lay there gurgling in her crib, as good as gold, so that everyone ooh-ed and aah-ed and said what a sweet little baby she was. I apparently was all loud and red and screaming and kept sicking up over everything and generally making a nuisance of myself. I dont suppose anyone ooh-ed and aah-ed over me. They probably took one look and jumped back in horror, going Aaaaargh! Save me!
Once, when I was trying to discover a bit more about those ancient times, I asked Mum if she could have told which baby was me and which baby was Cupcake if we hadnt had those little wristband things with our names on  cos, you know, all babies look alike when they are first born. Well, I think they do. I wouldnt be surprised if all kinds of mistakes are made. Mum seemed to find this amusing. She said, We never had the least trouble telling you apart! She said that Cupcake was always such a dear little soul so good and quiet and eager to please. Unlike me, is what she meant! I guess its true, me and Cupcake are just, like, totally different  which doesnt stop us being in-sep-arable. Like, joined at the hip, as people say, though Im not quite sure why. If we are joined anywhere, its at the shoulder. We go round all the time with our arms round each other. Either that, or linked together. Sometimes its like were stuck with glue! Its strange to look back and remember that it hasnt always been like this.
After wed got born, and our mums had taken us back home, we didnt see each other again for ages. Years and years. Nine, to be exact. I was in Year 5 when Cupcake suddenly turned up at my school. We didnt know wed already met! After all, it wasnt like wed been properly introduced or said hi, or anything. So to begin with, the first few days, we didnt really take much notice of each other. I thought Cupcake was a bit boring, to be honest. All mousey and miserable. She didnt ever seem to laugh, or join in any of our games at break time. Just skulked round by herself, looking like a tree had fallen on top of her, with her shoulders hunched and her head way down. No fun at all! She confessed later that she hadnt liked me any more than I had liked her. She said I was all loud and bossy. A right show-off!
Thing is, Cupcake had a reason to feel sad. I didnt have any reason for being loud and bossy. I think my voice just naturally comes out as a bit of a bellow; Mum is for ever telling me not to shout. As for being bossy  well, maybe I sometimes am. But not on purpose! I just get kind of carried away. Same with showing off. I never mean to. No, says Cupcake, you just do. But she has learnt how to squash me! And she has learnt how to laugh, in spite of everything. I like to think this is partly thanks to me.
It wasnt till she had been in school several days that our mums arrived at the same time one afternoon to collect us and surprise, surprise! They recognised each other. That was when we discovered that we had already met. Our mums immediately started swapping memories. Cupcakes mum remembered how I hadnt seemed to want to be born  You were so overdue!  and my mum told us how Cupcake had been such a quiet little baby and how I had been the noisy one.
I remember me and Cupcake exchanging glances. I was thinking, Quiet just means boring, while Cupcake was thinking, She still is noisy. I know this is what she was thinking cos ages afterwards she actually told me.
It turned out that Cupcake and her mum were living just two minutes away from us. I was not exactly overjoyed when I first realised this, and I dont expect Cupcake was, either. I nearly shrieked when we got indoors and Mum said, Isnt that lovely? Meeting up again after all this time! I do hope youll become friends.
I pointed out that I had already got friends.
So? said Mum. Whats to stop you having another one?
I said, I dont want another one! You cant make yourself be friends with just anybody. Simply because their mum happened to have been in the hospital at the same time as yours.
Mum told me not to be such a grouch. Dont be so unwelcoming! Shes new, she doesnt know anyone. Youre not shy! You could at least make a bit of an effort.
I could have, but I didnt. Me and Livy and Claire were quite happy as we were, just the three of us. We didnt need some little mouse tagging on! It wasnt till about a week later that Mum explained to me why Cupcake was so down. It was because she had a little brother who wasnt well and her mum and dad had just split up, and that was the reason shed had to change schools, cos they couldnt afford to go on living where they were.
When I heard that I just felt so sorry for poor Cupcake. No wonder she was sad all the time! If my mum and dad split up, I would be sad all the time. More than just sad, I would be in floods of tears. I couldnt bear it!
It was thinking about her dad that made me start trying to be a bit nicer, like inviting her to join us at break time, and even, once, when Livy was away, going and sitting next to her. I didnt really think about her little brother all that much. I knew he couldn't walk too well, and that sometimes he fell over. I'd heard Mum say to Dad what a terrible shame it was, but it never occurred to me to ask what was wrong. It wasn't something Cupcake ever talked about. She seemed not to want to, and if she didn't want to then neither did I. I suppose I'm a bit of a coward in that way; I would rather not know.
In spite of making an effort to be more welcoming, I still didnt feel that Cupcake would ever really fit in and be one of us. I certainly never dreamt that we would end up best mates! It was her baby brother who brought us together. His name is Joey and he is the sweetest little boy I have ever known. Exactly how I would like my brother to be if ever I had one (instead of my spoilt brat of a sister, Rosie). Hes so bright, and brave, and funny! He could still walk in those days, and even pedal about on his little tricycle. Sometimes his mum used to bring him with her when she came to pick up Cupcake from school. Other times, if he wasnt too well, she would leave him at home and the old lady who lives in the upstairs bit of their house would look after him.
She doesnt mind, Cupcake assured me. She loves Joey.
Everybody loves Joey! You cant not. Even if you are like me, and not at all a gooey sort of person, you still want to put your arms round him and give him a cuddle. He has these huge, dark eyes and curly hair and looks just so angelic! Whenever I say this, Cupcake goes Huh! Thats what you think, making like she finds him as big a pain as I find Rosie. But it is all put on. I was quite shocked the first time she said it, but now I realise it is important to her to pretend that hes no different from anyone elses little brother. In fact, hes full of mischief and manages to get up to all kinds of tricks, like the time he collected a load of slugs from the garden and put them in a dish on the kitchen table. Cupcake screeched. I know, cos I was there! I just went, Yeeeurgh! but Cupcake shot out of her chair going, Take them away, take them away! Thats disgusting!
In this hurt voice, Joey said hed got them for us as a treat. He thought wed enjoy them. He said that French people enjoyed them.
That really cracked me up. Thats snails! I said. Not slugs!
Joey said, Slugs is only snails without any shell. And then he picked up the bowl and ever so politely held it out to me. You could try one!
I said, I dont think so.
Just get rid of them! screamed Cupcake.
Joey sighed and did his best to look hurt, but I knew he was only playacting cos he couldnt help this big, happy grin spreading across his face.
See? said Cupcake. See what I mean? He does it on purpose!
Joey tries ever so hard to behave the same as any normal little boy, only you cant say this to Cupcake cos it gets her really upset. I said it once, when Id tried to help him on to his tricycle and hed pushed me away and struggled on to it by himself. In this small, tight voice Cupcake said, What dyou mean, the same as any normal little boy? He is a normal little boy. You saw what he did the other day! She meant with the slugs. I knew that in spite of her screeching and saying how disgusting it was, she had been secretly quite pleased. Putting bowls of slugs on the kitchen table in the hope of making your sister feel sick is the sort of thing that little boys are supposed to get up to. To make her feel better I told her how I would like a brother like Joey  Cos my sister is just sooo annoying!  and that immediately made Cupcake stick up for Rosie, and we had a long discussion about whether or not she is spoilt. Which she is. Take my word for it! Cupcake said, Yes, but shes only six years old. She said that Joey had been spoilt when he was six years old.
And still is! That was her mum, suddenly appearing through the back door. She said, You two girls between you spoil that boy rotten.
I dont think we do! We just like to make him happy. We like to invent games that he can play, and read to him, and take him up the park. Once, for his birthday, we even wrote a special story for him. It was fifteen pages long, with pictures. We printed it out on the computer and made a proper cover so it looked like a real book that you could buy in a shop. It was called Man on the Moon. It was all about this boy who dreamt of becoming a spaceman only everybody told him he couldnt cos of being in a wheelchair. Then one day some aliens came from outer space and with the help of their advanced technology they turned the wheelchair into a spaceship, and the boy went whizzing off to the moon and it was all over the television,
Wheelie Boy in Moon Trip.
Cupcake said, Wheelie boys can do anything they want!
Joey loved the book so much he read it to pieces and we had to print it out all over again. We thought about getting it published, except we couldnt decide which names to use. Our real names or our nicknames? We tried it both ways:
 		 			MAN ON THE MOON
by Fudge Cassidy & the Cupcake Kid
 		   

 		 	MAN ON THE MOON
by Danielle Cassidy & Lisa Costello

 		 	I thought we ought to use our real names, so as to sound more professional, like proper writers, but Cupcake said that would mean everybody would know who we were.
They might even put our pictures in the local paper!
Personally I would love to have my picture in the local paper. I would love everybody knowing who I am! But Cupcakes not into fame the way I am, and in the end we spent so much time arguing that we never did send the book to a publisher. Which I think is a pity, as it was really good, and we will probably never have the time to write another one. I wish now that I had given in and agreed to use our nicknames, in spite of them not being very professional. I bet the papers would still have found out who we were. I could have been a local celeb!
It was my dad who gave us the nicknames. He is quite a funny man, always making jokes. He laughed and laughed at the idea of me being Fudge Cassidy, though I would like to say right here and now that I am not called Fudge because Im a pudge. And not because fudge does happen to be my all-time favourite treat. Well, practically my favourite food. I would live on fudge if I were allowed to! All kinds of fudge: chocolate fudge, vanilla fudge, cherry fudge. Even fudge with nuts in, though it is a bit of a drag having to pick the nuts out.
Dad was watching me do this one day, spitting out the nuts and gobbling up the fudge, and that is when he cried out Fudge Cassidy! like it was the best joke he had ever made. I suppose its whats called a play on words. See, theres this movie called Butch Cassidy & the Sundance Kid that my dad is kind of obsessed with. Hes got it on DVD and every year on his birthday he sits and watches it. (Like Mum with The Sound of Music.) I watched it with him one year, after he started calling me Fudge, but I couldnt get what he saw in it. Its about these two men who rob a bank and become outlaws and in the end they are shot, which is a bit sad I suppose, cos even though they are bank robbers they are not really bad people, and sometimes they are quite funny. I liked it when one of them rides round on a bicycle singing this song about raindrops. Raindrops keep falling on my head. That is my favourite part!
I told Cupcake about it and taught her the song, and every now and then shed jump on Joeys tricycle and ride round the garden singing it, except she used to change the words to Cupcakes keep falling on my head. I know it sounds a bit childish, but Joey thought it was really funny. He thought it was even funnier when I changed the words to fudge keeps falling on my head. He used to squeal and go, Eeeurgh, bird poo! He was only little, after all. Well, seven years old. That is quite little.
Oh, I nearly forgot about Cupcake and how she became the Cupcake Kid. It was cos once when she came to tea and Mum had bought all these different coloured cupcakes  pink and lemon and strawberry and chocolate, plus some with sprinkles and some with little silver balls  Cupcake greedily went and ate one of each, which made six altogether. Six cupcakes! I have never let her forget it. Cupcake rather boastfully says, And I wasnt even sick! Dad was impressed. He said he had never seen anything like it, and that if I were Fudge Cassidy then she was obviously The Cupcake Kid. Which is what we have been ever since.
Mum says if we dont stop calling each other by our silly nicknames well live to regret it.
Believe me, she says, you wont want to be known as Fudge when youre my age!
I expect that may be true, but it is way too far ahead for me to worry about it. In any case, Mum cant really say that our nicknames are silly; not now that weve lived up to them. Little did we know when Cupcakes mum took that photograph of us in the back garden, showing off our new school uniforms, that we were about to embark on a life of crime. That movie that Dad loves so much, the Butch Cassidy movie? It nearly came true. Me and Cupcake didnt exactly rob a bank, but for a short time we were handling stolen goods
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