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  It was Saturday morning. The sun was sparkling like fizzy lemonade.


  Ugenia got a phone call from Bronte, one of her best friends.


  Ugenia, I have to go shopping with my mother, said Bronte. Please can you come with me?


  Sure! replied Ugenia.


  Shopping with Brontes mum? That sounds important, Ugenia thought.
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  Ugenia knew that Brontes parents were divorced when Bronte was a baby, and that Bronte lived alone with her mother. Although Bronte and Ugenia had been friends for a while now, they only
  ever hung out at Ugenias house. Bronte had never invited Ugenia round to her house, so Ugenia had no idea what Brontes mum was like. She thought it was a bit odd, but that maybe
  Brontes mum was just a bit shy, like Bronte.


  Granny Betty, Im going shopping with Bronte, called Ugenia. Granny Betty had been left in charge while Ugenias parents were out at the DIY shop.


  Ugenias mum was a presenter on Breakfast TV. Professor Lavender, Ugenias father, worked at the Dinosaur Museum in town, and he loved anything old and dusty. At the weekends 
  if Professor Lavender wasnt working  they both loved doing up their house, 13 Cromer Road.


  Granny Betty was actually Ugenias great-grandmother, but she was not your average great-grandmother. In fact, she was more than great  she was extraordinary!


  Things you need to know about Granny Betty:


  1. She was 101 years old.


  2. She treated every day like Christmas.
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  3. She gave karate chops to anyone who annoyed her.


  4. She did wheelies on Ugenias mountain bike.


  Be a love and pick me up some big white pants at the shops, grinned Granny Betty, handing Ugenia a five-pound note. I really need some new undies  I turned my other
  big white pants pink in the wash. Oh, and you can keep the change, Ugenia. My little treat.


  Thanks, Gran, maybe Ill get us some jelly beans as well, smiled Ugenia gratefully.
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  Fifty-five minutes later, a shiny red convertible sports car with its roof down and an engine that sounded like it was clearing its throat, skidded into the small drive of 13 Cromer Road,
  knocking over a flowerpot.


  HURRY UP, UGENIA! HURRY! shouted a very thin woman from the driving seat. She had a peroxide-blonde beehive hairdo and bright red lipstick.
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  This is my mother, said Bronte, cringing with embarrassment and trying to hide in the back seat.


  Darling, dont call me that! It makes me sound old! Ugenia, do call me Pamela, said Brontes mum as she looked into the car mirror and applied even more bright red
  lipstick.


  Hello, Pamela, said Ugenia, climbing over the black leather seat and into the back of the car to join Bronte.


  You do realize that today is the most important day of the year? said Pamela. Its the Garrods summer sale and there will be bargains galore! Youll soon
  discover, Ugenia, that I love to spend, spend, spend!


  Garrods was a very large department store that sold everything.


  Im so excited! shrieked Pamela, speeding off down Boxmore Hill towards the town centre.


  Three and a half minutes later, Pamela, Ugenia and Bronte whizzed past the twenty-four-hour, bargain-budget, bulk-buyers supersized supermarket and finally screeched to a halt outside the
  large, purple-coloured department store.


  Be a good boy and park it, purred Pamela as she threw the car keys at a doorman wearing a matching purple coat and top hat.


  Pamela  and her now windswept beehive hairdo  marched through Garrods gigantic glass doors as fast as her six-and-a-half-inch spiky stiletto heels would allow, with Ugenia
  and Bronte tagging along behind her.


  I want to see the owner  Alfred, Pamela announced to an assistant. Tell him his perfect Pammy is here!
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  Before the assistant could move, a tiny, smiling moonfaced man in a purple tailored suit suddenly appeared at the top of a golden escalator.


  Welcome to my universe! How glorious to see my favourite shopaholic once again! beamed Alfred, descending majestically and giving Pamela an air kiss on both cheeks.


  Alfred, meet my daugh I mean, my SISTERS  Bronte and Ugenia, said Pamela.


  Nothing wrong with a little white lie to make you look good, whispered Pamela to Ugenia.


  Ladies, declared Alfred, lets shop till we drop. Follow me!


  And with that, Bronte, Ugenia and Pamela followed Alfred up the golden escalator.


  Ugenia gazed around the store with amazement. This wasnt just any old shop . . . Garrods was spectacular. It sold everything from shoes to sofas, celery to satchels, books to baggage,
  pants to potatoes. It even sold scented purple toilet paper to wipe pet pooches bottoms.


  There were crowds of people pushing and shoving each other, all trying to reach for the same shiny handbags. It felt like a mad jumble sale, with a mishmash of arms and legs.
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  This looks like a nightmare, thought Ugenia, staring at Granny Bettys five-pound note. I wont get much change out of this. Everything looks very expensive.


  I want shoes  lots of shoes! announced Pamela as they entered the shoe department.


  I want every style in every colour! she purred. A girl can never have too many shoes!


  Alfred snapped his fingers. Consider it done, he declared as a mountain of shoeboxes were brought to Pamelas feet.


  I feel fabulous! shrieked Pamela, parading around the crowded shoe department.


  Now, I want undies  lots of undies! she announced as they entered the very frilly ladies underwear department.


  I want every style in every colour, she purred. A girl can never have too many undies!


  Alfred snapped his fingers. Your wish is my command! he laughed, presenting her with an array of multicoloured undies.
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  I feel sensational! gushed Pamela, beaming at herself in the mirror and hugging the rack of frilly, lacy undies.


  Ugenia stared at Pamelas teeny-weeny, dainty panties on their pretty little hangers.


  And then she remembered Granny Bettys request.


  Excuse me, Alfred, but do you have any big white pants? enquired a rather embarrassed Ugenia. Theyre not for me, she added quickly.


  Alfred, I need you! interrupted Pamela, who had marched on to the nighties and was stroking racks of pink silk and satin and lace.


  Bronte, I can see why you wanted my support on your mothers shopping trip, muttered Ugenia, frowning. We might as well not be here!


  Bronte rolled her eyes. I think my mums gone mad, she whispered to Ugenia. Shes always slightly crazy, but she cant afford to pay for this stuff 
  were on a budget.


  Ugenia felt quite sorry for Bronte. She stared at Granny Bettys five-pound note again.


  Suddenly a man with a silver moustache and a giant cigar strolled in. A pair of green-eyed, identical twin girls with white-blonde hair accompanied him.


  Bronte . . . meet Mr Ronald Brump! shrieked Pamela. WERE ENGAGED TO BE MARRIED! Surprise!


  Bronte looked at Ugenia. Ugenia looked at Bronte. They both looked at Pamela.


  Isnt he totally, absolutely fabulous? announced Pamela, beaming at Bronte.
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  Dont you just adore him, sweetie? Hes a generous billionaire and he just loves to buy me mountains of shoes and handbags, which of course makes me so very happy.
  Pamela giggled, clapping her hands joyously.


  Were getting married very soon, so meet your new stepsisters, Vera and Violet! added Pamela, pointing at the snow-white twins.


  Very nice to meet you, lied Bronte politely as she went to shake hands with the twins, who were scowling at her coldly.


  I dont think so, said Vera and Violet in unison.


  I know its a bit of a shocker as we only met last week, but its love, Bronte, true love! said Pamela, throwing her arms around Ronald. And hes going to
  buy me a whopping, huge diamond. Hes promised me its going to be as big as a cherry tomato.


  Daddy! You said you were going to buy us each a new puppy! snapped Vera and Violet.


  Yes, of course, my lovely princesses, gushed Ronald. Alfred, can you help my sweet girls, while I escort Pamela to the jewellery department?


  With the greatest of pleasure! Follow me! said Alfred, striding into the pet department followed by Vera, Violet, Bronte and Ugenia.


  I want that one, said Violet, pointing to a fluffy white poodle.


  No, I want that one! said Vera.


  I said it first, hissed Violet.


  Well I thought it first, snarled Vera.


  Hes mine! shouted Violet, grabbing the poodle.


  Give me that! screamed Vera, snatching the nervous poodle from Violet.
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  Now now, girls, there are plenty of poodles for everyone, said Alfred.


  What kind of dog have you got? sneered Vera at Bronte.


  Bronte said nothing; her mother would never allow dog hair on the carpet.


  She has a Dalmatian called Dante, lied Ugenia quickly, desperate to stick up for her friend. He has black and white spots, long legs and a very elegant body. He is totally,
  absolutely fabulous!


  Bronte gave Ugenia a confused look.


  Nothing wrong with a little white lie to make you look good! whispered Ugenia to Bronte.


  I WANT A DALMATIAN! GET ME A DALMATIAN! demanded Vera and Violet in unison, shoving the now terrified poodle into Alfreds arms.


  We dont have any Dalmatians at the moment, said Alfred hastily, leading the girls away from the puppies and into the garden department.


  How about some lovely roses or lilies? Alfred asked.


  Im allergic to roses, said Violet crossly.


  Im allergic to lilies, snapped Vera, glaring at Violet.


  We have an Olympic-sized swimming pool in our back garden! sneered Vera, turning to Bronte. What have you got in your back garden?
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  Bronte said nothing. She only had a garden hose and two broken deckchairs in her back garden.


  Bronte has a sheep in her back garden, lied Ugenia. Shes called Shirley. Shes all woolly and makes lovely jumpers and shes totally, absolutely
  fabulous!


  Bronte gave Ugenia a stern look.


  I WANT A SHEEP! GET ME A SHEEP! demanded Vera and Violet in unison.


  Sorry, no sheep in stock at the moment, said Alfred, ushering the girls rapidly into the music department.


  Do you like pop or rock music? he asked.


  I dont like pop, said Vera crossly. I dont like rock, said Violet, glaring at Vera.


  We play our own music at home, they said in unison.
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  I play the violin, said Vera.


  I play the viola, said Violet. What kind of instrument do YOU play, Bronte? sneered Vera.


  Bronte said nothing. She had never played any kind of instrument, as her mother always had a headache.


  Bronte plays the drums, lied Ugenia. Shes actually in a band called the Sugar Snaps, and they have a lead singer called Elvis. They are totally, absolutely
  fabulous!


  Bronte gave Ugenia a horrified look.


  I WANT TO PLAY IN A BAND WITH A SINGER CALLED ELVIS! yelled Vera and Violet in unison.


  Im sorry, lovely ladies, your personal shopping time is up and its back to your devoted parents, Alfred said, hurrying them along.


  He led them back to Ronald Brump who was paying for all of Pamelas new things  including her gigantic, humongous diamond engagement ring, which sparkled like a star as she waved
  her hand around proudly.


  Look at the time! gasped Pamela. I must make it to my next appointment. Im having liposuction on my toes!


  Bronte and Ugenia  say goodbye to Vera and Violet, said Pamela, marching off down the golden escalator with twenty bags of shopping. Youll see them again next
  Saturday for the engagement party at our house.


  Bronte looked at Ugenia with horror.


  Goody, well get to meet Dante the Dalmatian and Shirley the sheep, said Violet, sniggering.


  Perhaps we can see you perform in your band, the Sugar Snaps, with the singer called Elvis, if were really lucky, sneered Vera.


  Bronte said nothing.


  Fine  youll love everything. Its all totally, absolutely fabulous, gushed Ugenia to the twins. Bronte, meet me at the escalators. Im just going
  to give the lovely twins a secret special top tip on how to get along with their new stepmother, Pamela, said Ugenia.


  Bronte wandered away as Ugenia began talking intensely with Vera and Violet.


  Two minutes later, Ugenia and Bronte were charging down the golden escalator and climbing into the back of the red convertible sports car. The car was stuffed so high with bags they could hardly
  move.


  Pamela, Bronte and Ugenia sped off back up Boxmore Hill.


  I hope you didnt tell any more lies to the horrid twins? And what do you mean, Its all totally, absolutely fabulous? Bronte whispered furiously. I
  dont have a Dalmatian called Dante or a sheep named Shirley. I dont play the drums in a band called the Sugar Snaps! And who on earth is ELVIS? Bronte scowled, trying to keep
  her voice down.


  I just told a few little white lies to make you look good, Ugenia whispered back. Bronte hardly ever got cross, but right now she was very, very angry.


  But when Vera and Violet find out its all lies, theyll be vicious, groaned Bronte. And worse still, my mother is going to marry their dad and theyre
  going to be my horrid stepsisters just like in all those fairy tales!


  Bronte, you cant believe everything you read, said Ugenia, realizing that this was a lot more serious than she had originally imagined. And Vera and Violet WERE absolutely
  vile.


  What am I going to do? whimpered Bronte as they approached 13 Cromer Road.


  Leave this to me, Ill fix it, said Ugenia, who was not really sure how she was going to fix it. As the car pulled up at the house, Ugenia gave Bronte a hug, said
  goodbye to Pamela and leaped out.


  Hello, dear, said Granny Betty, opening the front door. Did you get my big white pants?


  Big white pants? Oops! Sorry, Gran. I didnt get a chance, said Ugenia, wondering how on earth she was going to get Bronte out of the pickle she had landed her in.


  Thats OK, dear, said Granny Betty, maybe I can get a pair from my friend Mrs Wisteria. She bulk-buys enormous knickers from the undies stall in the market.


  Then suddenly, like a thunderbolt of lightning, Ugenia had a brainwave.


  INSPIRATIONAL! she thought. Ill get some help from my friends too! We can make all my white lies true!


  Thanks, Granny Betty! cried Ugenia, legging it upstairs.


  Ugenia immediately rang Rudy and told him everything  all about Dante the Dalmatian, Shirley the sheep, and the Sugar Snaps who had a lead singer called Elvis.


  Whos Elvis? asked Rudy.


  Oh, hes just some guy I saw singing on my mums Breakfast TV show last week, explained Ugenia.


  So what are we going to do? asked Rudy.


  Rudy, I have a plan. Its a bit of a tricky mission impossible called Borrow to Believe in Bronte! said Ugenia in her best action-hero, Hunk Roberts voice. I need the
  best people for the job. I need dedication and loyalty. Call Trevor and Bronte right away.


  Im on it, said Rudy.


  Lets all meet tomorrow, said Ugenia.


  Rudy quickly made a couple of calls. Then he pulled out a pack of coloured marker pens and a large vision board and got to work.
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  First thing next morning, Ugenia showed Trevor and Bronte up to Rudys bedroom.


  Welcome to our world! announced Rudy, who was talking on two phones, scribbling on a clipboard and firing off an email on his laptop.


  Troops, take note! declared Rudy, pointing to his vision board, which read:


  
    BORROW TO BELIEVE IN BRONTE

  


  
    WHITE LIE 1: BRONTE HAS A DALMATIAN DOG CALLED DANTE.

  


  ACTION: TREVOR TO BORROW DALMATIAN DOG CALLED DAPHNE  SLEEK, BLACK
  AND WHITE, GORGEOUS PEDIGREE  FROM NEIGHBOUR DAVID DAVENPORT.


  
    WHITE LIE 2: BRONTE HAS A SHEEP IN HER BACK GARDEN CALLED SHIRLEY.

  


  ACTION: UGENIA TO BORROW A SHEEP  FROM BOXMORE HILL
  PARK.


  
    WHITE LIE 3: BRONTE PLAYS THE DRUMS IN A BAND CALLED THE SUGAR SNAPS, WITH A SINGER CALLED
    ELVIS.
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  ACTION: BRONTE TO BORROW DRUM KIT FROM NEIGHBOUR MR MARLEY AND LEARN TO
  PLAY DRUMS.


  EXTRA ACTION: UGENIA TO BORROW ELVIS FROM HER MUMS TV
  SHOW.


  TOP TIP: BE VERY CHARMING WHEN BORROWING . . . YOU GET MORE FROM HONEY THAN VINEGAR.


  EXTRA-SPECIAL TOP TIP: LIE IF NECESSARY.


  
    WE HAVE EXACTLY ONE WEEK TO BE READY!


    Like it? asked Rudy.

  


  Love it! said Ugenia.


  Very nice said Bronte.


  Er . . . yeah, OK, said Trevor.


  We have lots to prepare for Saturday! announced Rudy as he slammed shut his notebook and offered everyone a tarberry juice.


  Im the designated party-planner, he added, so report to me. Everything must be ready by three oclock for the party at Brontes.
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  The next Saturday came round very quickly. Ugenia, Rudy, Bronte and Trevor all got up extra early and began to put the Borrow to Believe in Bronte plan into action.


  Trevor knocked on David Davenports door. David owned the Dalmatian dog called Daphne.


  But there was no answer.


  Hmm, thought Trevor, Ill try my other neighbour, Spike. Hes got a white dog, but no one will notice the difference. A dogs a dog, innit?


  Spike was a builder who loved his dog, Savage, very, very much. Savage was a British bulldog. He was extremely chunky, with a squashed-in face that looked like hed walked into a door.


  Spike yanked open his front door and glared down at Trevor. Yeah? he grunted.


  Er . . . Id love to take Savage out for a long walk today, if thats all right with you? said Trevor.


  Spikes glare immediately changed to a smile. Sure, he replied, but mind you take good care of him. He gets really grumpy if his coat gets messy.


  Thats not a Dalmatian! said Rudy when Trevor turned up with Savage. They have black spots and theyre tall and slim.


  No probs, replied Crazy Trevor, taking the animal over to Rudys garage, where he found a big tin of black paint and some brushes among Mr Patels DIY tools. Crazy
  Trevor began to paint dainty black spots on Savages chunky tummy.
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  Savage growled.
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  Boxmore Hill Park had big playing fields with swings and, in one area, peacocks, donkeys and sheep.


  But when Ugenia got there the gate was shut and she saw a sign.


  
    CLOSED FOR THE WEEKEND


    GRASS BEING FERTILIZED


    WITH MANURE

  


  Ugenia peered over the gate and saw only mounds of horse poo.


  Oh no! No sheep, only poo! Where are all the animals? They must have gone on holiday. Where am I going to get Shirley the sheep from? What am I going to do? thought Ugenia. Maybe I should ask my
  dad. After all, he is a professor and he is very clever and he knows pretty much everything.


  Professor Lavender was working that Saturday, so Ugenia jumped back on her red bike and sped down Boxmore Hill, past the twenty-four-hour, bargain-budget, bulk-buyers supersized
  supermarket and into the town centre.


  She went straight to the Dinosaur Museum, where her dad worked. It was an old grey building with two stone gargoyles peering down from the roof.


  Ugenia wandered through the large, stone building, under the huge diplodocus skeleton, past a stegosaurus horn, down the stairs and along a dusty, dark corridor.


  She tiptoed quietly past three men in white coats  including Charlie Darwin, her fathers assistant. The men were wearing their do-not-disturb frowns and peering intently down at a
  tiny piece of what looked like a dinosaur toe.


  Ugenia knocked on her fathers door, which said:
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  But there was no reply. Then she saw a note stuck on the door:


  
    OUT OF THE OFFICE  BACK SOON! Prof. L.

  


  Injustice! What am I going to do now? thought Ugenia as she wandered back down the corridor, past the three men who were now staring at an animal with a woolly coat and two big
  curly horns that was lying on a table.


  Ah, gentlemen, as you can see, we are looking at a very fine specimen of a ram, said Charlie Darwin. Now, our task is to find out whether he could possibly be related in any
  way to the later dinosaurs.


  Are rams and dinosaurs related? enquired Ugenia.


  Well, obviously hes from the sheep family, but this particular breed is very ancient, and we dont yet know when the first specimens walked the earth, replied Charlie
  Darwin, looking up at Ugenia.


  Suddenly, like a thunderbolt of lightning, Ugenia had a brainwave.


  Incredible! This ram is actually just a boy sheep with horns! thought Ugenia.


  Actually, Charlie, Ugenia said importantly, my dad has told me that he needs the ram for a special experiment. Hes asked me to take it home with me right now.
  Ugenia decided that this was only a little white lie and it was only to make Bronte look good, right?


  Really? asked Charlie, looking unsure.


  Oh yes, its extremely important! insisted Ugenia. Thats why he sent me down here.


  OK, but be gentle. Hes quite fragile. He died last week and hes only just been stuffed, said Charlie.


  Before Charlie Darwin could change his mind, Ugenia heaved the huge ram into her arms and dragged it out of the museum. She strapped the ram on to her bike and cycled as fast as she could back
  up Boxmore Hill to 13 Cromer Road.


  Now, I just need to borrow Elvis! she thought as she hid the ram with her bike at the back of the garage.
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  Ugenia went into the kitchen. Granny Betty was swinging her hips and gyrating on the kitchen table to some hip-hop music.


  Granny Betty, wheres Mum?


  Ooh, shes gone to return some wallpaper to the DIY store.


  Oh no! groaned Ugenia, I need her help to borrow Elvis.


  Granny Betty stopped dancing. Ugenia, she said softly, Elvis is dead. Hes gone to the great Heartbreak Hotel in the sky.


  Dead! exclaimed Ugenia. He cant be. I saw him on Mums breakfast show last week. I need to borrow him for Brontes band!


  That wasnt the real Elvis, said Granny Betty, climbing down from the table. It was just someone doing an impersonation of him. And if anyone knows about Elvis, it
  would be me. Elvis used to be an old friend of mine. We used to write songs and jam together. Have a look in my handbag.


  Ugenia peered into Granny Bettys enormous handbag and found a photo of her gran, looking very young and standing beside a man in a white jumpsuit. His hair was in a big quiff and he had
  sideburns down each side of his face. He and Granny Betty were smiling at the camera and holding up jars of peanut butter at Boxmore Market.


  Suddenly, like a thunderbolt of lightning, Ugenia had a brainwave.


  IMPERSONATION! cried Ugenia. If he was an old friend of yours, Granny Betty, YOU could pretend to be Elvis!


  Granny Betty thought about this for a quarter of a second. Sure! She beamed  shed do anything for Ugenia. Ill just have to apply a little black hair
  dye, but I think your mums got some in the bathroom cupboard and it washes out easily. What exactly is this for, Ugenia? Granny Betty asked curiously.


  Its for Brontes mothers engagement party Ugenia said. Her names Pamela.


  Ugenia took Granny Betty outside and pointed at the large ram strapped to her bike. I have this surprise engagement pressie for her.


  Thats lovely, dear, said Granny Betty, not looking the least surprised as she admired the ram tied on to Ugenias bike. I know Pamela a little. Im so
  glad to hear that shes found love again after she split up with her one true love, Derek. Hes a local fireman, but he didnt have enough money to buy all the shoes and handbags
  she wanted, so they fell out. It was such a shame because he really loved her.


  Wow! gasped Ugenia. Thats such a pity. OK, wed better get you ready fast, Granny Betty. Were going to be late. Its ten past three!


  Ugenia desperately wanted Vera and Violet to believe in Bronte. But with all the little white lies, anything could go wrong. Thank goodness Ugenia had another special secret plan up her sleeve .
  . .


  
    [image: star]

  


  To Ugenias surprise, when she turned up at Brontes house with her new friend Elvis (Granny Betty disguised in a white jumpsuit and with her hair dyed black), the party was in full
  swing and going splendidly.
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  Rudy was handing out trays of cheese and crackers, and crystal glasses, some filled with champagne and some with sparkling tarberry juice.


  Bronte was playing the bongo drums with her band the Sugar Snaps. Mr Marley, Brontes neighbour, was playing bass guitar and Trevors older sister, Mercedes, was on keyboards. But
  best of all, Granny Betty started singing with the band, swinging her hips and curling her top lip . . . doing a fantastic impersonation of her friend Elvis.


  Everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves.


  Ronald Brump with his big cigar and Pamela with brand-new shoes and a gigantic, sparkling engagement ring were dancing together. Even Violet and Vera seemed to be very impressed and believing in
  Bronte.


  But five minutes later, Vera tapped Bronte on the shoulder. Why is Shirley the sheep not moving? she demanded, staring out into the garden.


  Oh, shes very, very tired. Shes been working very hard making jumpers all day, explained Ugenia.


  I didnt know sheep had horns, said Violet.


  Duh, replied Ugenia, of course they do. Its a male sheep  didnt you know they could be distant relatives of the dinosaurs?


  No, I didnt, said a very puzzled Violet.


  At that moment there was a bark at the front door. It was Crazy Trevor with Savage.


  Aah, said Ugenia, thats Dante the Dalmatian. Hes just back from the poochie parlour  all specially groomed for the party!


  Hes very fat for a Dalmatian, said Vera, staring at Savage/Dante, who was salivating at the sight of Pamela and Ronalds enormous, pink seven-layered engagement
  cake.


  Oh, he has to eat a lot as hes a champion weightlifter. You have heard of the new doggy weightlifting shows, havent you? asked Ugenia. Theyre totally,
  absolutely fabulous.


  No, I hadnt, said a very puzzled Vera, accidentally spilling chocolate mousse all over Savage/Dantes coat.


  Savage/Dante growled hysterically at Vera for messing up his coat, and ran furiously into the garden.


  Oooooh noooo! screamed Violet, running into the garden. Dantes attacking Shirley!
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  Ugenia, Trevor and Vera followed Violet into the garden to find the ram lying on its side, stiff as a board. Its stuffing was all over the patio  and hanging from Savage/Dantes
  mouth!


  Dantes murdered Shirley! screamed Vera.


  Lets go inside, said Ugenia quickly, trying to distract Vera and Violet. We dont want to upset the party.


  Ugenia ushered them inside to where Bronte was still playing with Elvis/Granny Betty, Mr Marley and Mercedes.


  Ronald was just handing Pamela one last gift in a small and beautiful box.


  Diamonds! Is it more diamonds? I love diamonds! shrieked Pamela excitedly.


  No, sweetness, its something quite different for you, said Ronald, smiling and sucking on his cigar. He clearly felt very pleased with himself.


  The girls  Vera and Violet  told me this is exactly what you wanted.
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  Pamela opened the beautiful box and unwrapped the pink tissue paper  to find a large pair of BIG WHITE PANTS!


  Is this what you think Im worth? shrieked Pamela angrily. Vera and Violet giggled with delight. Thanks for that special top tip you gave us last week, Ugenia!
  whispered Vera. What a brilliant way to break up Dad and Pamela!


  Youre welcome, smiled Ugenia, who had suggested the big pants present back in Garrods, knowing full well how furious Pamela would be.


  Still furious, Pamela threw the pants at Ronalds face and they landed on his big cigar.


  He brushed them away, tangling them up with his cigar as they few across the room.


  Bronte! yelled a very cross Ronald Brump. This is all your fault, leading my darling daughters astray with your stupid friends!


  Ugenia and Bronte didnt answer. Suddenly they had noticed a very strong smell of smoke coming from the corner of the room. Ugenia and Bronte peered behind the sofa.


  THE PANTS ARE ON FIRE! cried Bronte as the big white pants started smouldering and burst into fames. Fire began to climb up the curtains and smoke began to drift across the
  room.


  OH, DO SHUT UP, YOU STUPID LITTLE GIRL! roared Ronald Brump, who was too busy to notice any fire as he crawled under the table trying to find his cigar. YOURE A LIAR!
  THE PANTS ARE NOT ON FIRE!


  How DARE you speak to my daughter like that! snapped Pamela.


  INFERNO! cried Ugenia, grabbing the hose from the garden and squirting water everywhere. She extinguished the burning pants, soaking Mr Brump and Pamela and everyone else at the
  party.


  
    [image: image22]

  


  Elviss black hair dye ran down his face, revealing Granny Betty.


  All the black spots on Dantes coat smudged, revealing a charcoal-grey Savage.


  Vera and Violet glared at Ugenia and Bronte.


  That is not a real Dalmatian, said Violet.


  That is not a real Elvis, said Vera.


  Bronte, youre a liar! they cried in unison.


  Bronte went bright red with embarrassment.


  Brontes not a liar, said Ugenia, hanging her head in shame. I am. I made it all up because I wanted to help Bronte.


  Actually, its me thats the liar, said Pamela softly.


  Ugenia looked at Bronte. Bronte looked at Ugenia. They both looked at Pamela.


  I dont really love you, Ronald, said Pamela. Im sorry, I lied. Its the jewellery and shoes and handbags that I love. And she took off the
  gigantic, sparkling diamond and handed it to him.


  But . . . but . . . but everyone loves me! wailed Ronald.


  Suddenly there was a loud siren.


  Its the fire brigade! exclaimed Bronte. I just called them!


  That second, a large fireman in a yellow helmet and a breathing mask strode into the room.


  I see Im too late! Everything is taken care of, said the rather handsome fireman, taking off his helmet and mask and thanking Ugenia, who was still holding the hose.


  Hello, Pamela, smiled Derek the fireman.


  Hello, Derek, its so lovely to see you, gushed Pamela, who was now realizing that she loved Derek more than her jewellery, shoes and handbags.


  Daddy, I want a fire engine! Please can I have a fire engine? shouted Vera and Violet in unison.


  OH, SHUT UP! snapped Ronald Brump. Were leaving right now. We have to be ready for the Venetian Ball this evening!


  Were going to the beauty salon! said Vera.


  Were going dancing! said Violet.


  What are you doing this evening? sneered Vera at Bronte and Ugenia.


  Bronte said nothing. She smiled as she looked at Pamela and Derek.


  Actually, were going out for a large cheeseburger with our best friend Brian, the zonkoid alien, said Ugenia. HES TOTALLY, ABSOLUTELY FABULOUS!





End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   
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Ingenious Top Tip

The truth always comes
out in the wash!

A little water at Pamela’s party
revealed that Dante was Savage,
Shirley was stuffed. Elvis was
Granny Betty — and that Pamela
didn’t love Ronald! But it feels so
much better to tell the truth.
Lying is hard work!
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Ingeniovs Top Tip

In order to win, yov have
toplay the game

I know it sounds obvious, but
if [ don’t try at something I'm
definitely not going to win it
Or, in fac

Sometimes, trying new things is

achieve anything.

scary — but you're only a real loser
if you don’t even try.
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doesn’t have those weird twins as
stepsisters — and yes, they did remind
me of the ones in Cinderella, but I
didn’t want to freak Bronte out any
further by saying so.

I spent Sunday clearing up the
mess at Bronte’s house. Pamela’s
handsome fireman Derek came to
help too. Pamela was quite pleased
— 1 could tell as she kept putting on
this weird, girlie voice every time she
spoke to him. Adults — they can be so
funny sometimes!

I'm rambling so I'll shut up!

Big XO
u:?enh Lavender XX
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Big News!

H LLOOOOOO!! How funny
was that! I only just got out
of that one OK! It all turned out
fine in the end — but only just. 1
mean, at least Pamela didn’t marry
someone she didn’t love. Now that
would be a big fat lie, not a little
white one. Thankfully, Bronte
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Big News!

Hx there, everyone!
I can hardly write this news
update. I'm 5000000 excited!

So many amazing things are

happening in my life. Can you
believe it? T won!!!!!! [ won, 1
won! It's a miracle!

Maybe I do take after my great-
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had a voice he'd scream, ‘Carry
me! I can’t be bothered!”

Don'’t tell anyone, but yesterday
I smuggled Misfit into the twenty-
four-hour, bargain-budget,
bulk-buyers’ supersized
supermarket in my luminous
rucksack. Nobody noticed!

Anyway, see you soon — gotta

go!

Big X0
Ujenh Lavender XX






OEBPS/html/docimages/image21.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/image18.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/image62.jpg
grandfather Freddy Lavender after
all. I'm working now on getting
my own trophy cabinet — well,
maybe a trophy shelf!

I know it sounds a bit cheesy,
but I feel like a winner for more
than just running the race. I
have so many fantastic friends in
my life — like Rudy, who really
supported me through training,
which made it just so cool to give
him my trophy. And then there’s
Bronte and Crazy Trevor. And my
Granny Betty. Do you love her
or what?! Isn’t she just so cool for
an old person? I mean, she doesn’t

behave like an old person normally
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does. Yeah, she is very wise, but
she still remembers to have fun,
which I think is really important.

Anyway, I've decided that since
I'm in such a good mood I'm
actually going to help my mum
with the housework. As if! Well, I
might tidy up my room just to be
nice.

Oh, I forgot to tell you about
Misfie. He is living up to his name,
big time. As well as doing a poo in
that snooty lady’s handbag ar the
dog show. he has decided that he
needs to be carried down the stairs
all the time. He barks furiously
until someone lifts him up. If he
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Illustrated by Rian Hughes
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BOXMORE HILL SCHOOL'S

SUVMMER
OLYMPIGS

Do you have what it takes?
Are you a team player?
Maybe you could take part in the bigdest
competition of the year!
Soo Mrs Flitt today if gou wish to take part In the first round of tryouts . . .
EVENTS:
200-Metbre Sprint
Relay Race
kong Jump

Egg-and-Spoon Race
Obstacle Gourse

(Ploaso remembor: aféhough’é e good to bo I physical shapo, ¢ s also
Important to ba In good mental shapal)

THERE ARE TROPHIES TO BE WON!
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Big News!

Hsﬂn. people . . .
Did you guess all along that

I was going to get a surprise?

I didn’t! T had no idea — I just

thought everyone was too selfish

and too busy to remember my

birthday. I was completely wrong!
Just you wait until you meet
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Jamira Vampira — the Black Widow
Killer and The Retum of Jamira
Vampira.

Chocolate — lots!

Anyway, I've got to take Misfit
out for a pee now . . .

Big X0
Ugen'.a. Lavender xx
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Ingeniovs Top Tip

An attitvde of gratitude is
very lvcly

I think the Hadoo Hanuka Hoola
Hoola tribe is right — if you believe
in something it makes your luck
fifty times stronger. But the really
lucky stuff comes when I start
feeling gratefiil for what I have in
my life — like all my family and
friends. Now that's lucky!
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my new dog — he’s gorgeous. I'm
probably going to change his
name though. He just loves to
misbehave, so maybe I'll call him
Misfit!

In the end I had a really great
birthday. And for those of you
that didn’t know or forgot - yes,
my birthday is on the thirteenth
of July, so put it in your diary for
next year. No excuses!

‘What else . . . OK — pressies.
This is what I gor for my birthday:

1 puppy — Lucky/Misfit
1 set of roller skates

1 silver lucky charm bracelet
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1 MP3 plager
1 notebook — for writing my Big
News in!
1 luminous rucksack
1 pair of golden tiger earrings
~ hello, girls!
1 pot of my own silver nail varnish

~ no more using my mum’s

1 new pair of furry boots!
So cool

3 pairs of knickers

1 torch with batteries, so no more
using my dad’s!

1 magnifying glass — it’s wicked!
Excellent for investigations and
missions impossible!

2 Hunk Roberts movies —






