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About the Book

“He’s got a big bum. Why don’t we call him Bumble?”

Bumble the hamster belongs to Rosie, and he knows it’s his job to keep her happy. He entertains her with Pocket Diving, Ear Tickling and Finger Balancing. But when he tries Hide and Seek, Rosie’s parents panic and insist Bumble has to stay in his cage. Rosie still feeds him delicious things, but Bumble’s getting bored – and fat!

Then mice arrive in the house. Rosie’s parents are horrified, Rosie isn’t happy – and Bumble is frantic. if things go on like this, he’ll lose his job. He has to come up with a plan, and quickly …


[image: title]


With thanks to the boy who gave me the idea


Chapter One
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Rosie came into the pet shop and saw me at once.

“Oh, Mum, isn’t he sweet!” she said. “Look at his pink nose and his little paws!”

I was only three weeks old at the time, so I suppose I was quite sweet.
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“Are you sure you want a hamster?” Rosie’s mum asked her. “You wouldn’t rather have a kitten or a puppy? It’s your birthday – you can have which you like.”
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“I’d like a hamster and a kitten and a puppy,” said Rosie. “And a rabbit and a gerbil and a goldfish and a horse and an elephant. I’d like lots of animals.”

“Dad said just one,” said Rosie’s mum.

So Rosie chose me.
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“Well done,” my mother whispered while Rosie and her mum were choosing a cage for me. “You’ve got the job. Remember, it’s up to you to keep your people happy. Goodbye, dear, and good luck.”

I felt very special, getting a job like that at only three weeks old.

“Dad, look!” said Rosie, when we got home with me in my new cage. “Isn’t he sweet?”

“He’s got a big bum,” said her dad. “We could call him Bumble.”
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So they did. I thought it was a bit rude. I mean, humans have big hands and feet, but I wouldn’t call one of them Handle or Footle because of that. But I didn’t complain. It was my job to keep my people happy, so I got on with it.
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I did Running Up the Sleeve and Pocket Diving and Washing My Face on Rosie’s Shoulder. They all liked that one.
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Then I went on to Ear Tickling and Hair Climbing, which made them squeak a bit. The things they liked best were Finger Balancing and Hanging From the Pencil.

I was a bit scared they’d drop me, but I had to be brave. All part of the job.
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The next evening, I did it all again, and added a bit of Trouser Exploring and Trainer Nibbling (never again – it tasted horrible).
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When I was in my cage, I watched carefully to see what sort of games my people played among themselves, in case I could join in later. Their favourite seemed to be Hide and Seek. They were always rushing about, shouting, “Where are my car keys?” or “Anyone seen my glasses?” or “I can’t find my socks!” Then they’d find the thing they’d lost, and they’d look pleased and say, “Thank goodness!”
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So that evening, I hid myself under the sofa and thought they’d enjoy finding me.

Wrong.

They started shrieking and shifting the furniture about as if I’d gone for ever. I thought I was going to get squashed, so I hid under the TV, but they moved that as well. I ran up a table leg and found myself on a big thing with square buttons that went up and down under my feet, and Rosie’s dad shouted, “Get off my computer!”
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Hide and Seek was a terrible failure, so I sat very still and let Rosie catch me and put me back in my cage.
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She was very nice about it, and gave me a seed bar that was so big I couldn’t get it into my food store. They all laughed at that, but I felt dreadful. It was my job to keep them happy and I’d made my first big mistake.

When Rosie and her mum and dad had gone to bed, I ate most of my seed bar and thought seriously about my job. Tomorrow, I wouldn’t play Hide and Seek. Definitely not. I’d have to find something to put in its place, though. Maybe I could try some Lampshade Balancing.
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But I didn’t get the chance. When Rosie’s dad came home from work the next day, he brought a see-through plastic ball made of two halves. They put me in it and joined the halves, then put the ball with me inside it on the floor. I could trundle about, rather like running in a wheel, but the ball was too big to go under the sofa.
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There was no way I could play Hide and Seek, even if I’d wanted to. Rosie and her mum and dad thought it was great fun, watching me motoring around in my see-through ball, but I wasn’t so sure. I couldn’t do Chair Climbing or any kind of Exploring the Surroundings. After a while, I began to get a bit bored.

Rosie still did some Handling and Carrying when she felt like it, but sometimes she was busy with other things, and I had to stay in my cage.
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I spent a lot of time moving my food stores about. Rosie gave me heaps of delicious things to eat – she was great about that. Nuts and seeds, bits of carrot and apple and celery, sometimes a strawberry or a segment of orange, leaves of dandelion, grass – there was no end to it.
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There was more than I could eat by a long way, but I enjoyed organising it. And of course, I ate as much as I could. I didn’t want to seem ungrateful. I started to get rather fat. Not just my bum, but all over. I needed more to do, and I did wish I could get out and explore.


Chapter Two

One night, just as I’d turned everything out of my food store to rearrange it, I saw two mice. They had their skinny little hands on the bars of my cage, and they were staring in.

“Wow,” said one of them. “What are you going to do with all that food?”
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I didn’t answer. My mother had told me never to speak to mice. “They’re not like us,” she had said. “They have no cheek-pouches, poor things, so they can’t carry things about. They’re hopelessly untidy. Not like us at all.”

“Come on, Fatty,” said the mouse. “Give us a sunflower seed, I’m hungry.”

“Me, too,” said the other one.
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“My name is not Fatty,” I said, “it’s Bumble. And this food belongs to Rosie and her family. They give it to me because I keep them happy, but I can’t go handing it out to every Tom, Dick and Harry – it’s more than my job’s worth.”

“What’s Tom got to do with it?” asked the mouse. “We’re not Tom or Dick or Harry, I’m Darren and this is Janice. And you’re fat and we’re thin. So how about a sunflower seed?”
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“Oh, all right,” I said. “Just one.”

And that’s where I made my second big mistake.

*

The next night, Darren and Janice came back with two friends.

“Hallo, Bum,” said Darren. “This is Kevin, and that’s Marlene. Where’s the sunflower seeds?”

“Sorry,” I said firmly. “No sunflower seeds.” This time, I’d made sure everything was hidden away, out of sight.
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“Who are you kidding?” said Darren. His nose was twitching. “You’ve got lots of sunflower seeds in there, I can smell them. Peanuts, too.”

“Find your own food,” I said crossly. “You’re out there, free to run around, you can find what you want. I’m stuck here in my cage.”

“Poor Bumble,” said Janice. “It must be awful.” And I felt really bad, being pitied by a mouse.

Kevin ran up the side of the armchair and said, “Hey, look! Crisps!”

“Those are Rosie’s,” I said. “Leave them alone.”
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But they didn’t, of course. They tore the packet open and scattered bits of crisp all over the place, nibbling here and there, picking pieces up and dropping them. I saw exactly what my mother meant, they really were hopelessly untidy.
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“These Ready Salted make you thirsty, don’t they?” said Marlene. “Anyone coming for a drink?”

“Good idea,” said Darren. And off they all went, leaving the floor covered with crumbs and torn bits of packet.
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I felt terrible. I should never have spoken to them, let alone handed out a sunflower seed. It was all my fault – and Rosie’s mum and dad were not going to be happy at all.
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Chapter Three
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“We’ve had mice!” said Rosie’s mum the next morning. “Oh, my goodness, what a mess!”

“Mice are sweet,” said Rosie, but her dad disagreed.

“Mice are a pest,” he said. “They’ll have to go. I’ll ring up Mr Cook next door. He’s a practical man – drives the Council dustcart. He’ll know what to do.”

*

Mr Cook came round that evening, when Rosie had gone to bed. He brought mouse traps and put them in lots of places on the floor, each one with a lump of cheese on it. “One nibble and they’re dead,” he said. “Bingo.”
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I was glad Rosie was in bed. She wouldn’t have liked this idea at all. I didn’t like it myself, to tell the truth. Darren and Janice and Kevin and Marlene were untidy, but I didn’t want to see them turned into Dead Bingo, whatever that meant.

When the mice came that night, I said, “Be careful! A man came and put traps down with cheese in them, but one nibble and you’re Dead Bingo.”

“No problem,” said Darren. “My grandad showed me what to do with traps. Watch this.”

He stood to the side of one of the traps, and poked it.

WHAP!

The spring came down so hard that I jumped, even though I was safe in my cage.
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“Now you can eat the cheese,” said Darren, “but don’t touch the others till I’ve dealt with them, OK?”
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*
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