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CHAPTER 1

The Crybaby
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Meet Willy. He likes to lie around eating crisps and nose goo. He also cries at TV adverts.

“No, I don’t,” Willy said.

Sure he does. When the girl in the shampoo commercial woke up with hair as tangled as a puked-up cat hairball, making her embarrassed to go to school, it was the saddest thing he had ever seen.

Willy’s eyes welled up.

“I will not cry,” he said. “I...will...not...”

Oh no! Here comes the girl’s mother! 

Tears spilled down Willy’s cheeks and onto the sofa. He wiped snot from his nose, then sucked it off his fingers. It was stretchy, with lumpy, chewable bits, which cheered him up a little.

The girl’s mother held up a shampoo bottle and smiled. No mother smiled like that in real life! Willy couldn’t bear to watch. Get out, girl! Run!

The front door banged open. It was Willy’s big brother Peter.

“Hey, guess what? I just farted up a school bus full of Girl Scouts!”
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Peter pointed his bum at Willy. “First I gave ’em a Stealth Stinker, like this.”

pffffooOOOIT!

A smile struggled to break through Willy’s trembling lips.

“Some were still standing, so I let out a Drone Attacker.”

BRRRRUMMFF-FF-FF-FF-fffffff...!

“When the driver pulled over to grab me, I gave him a full Foghorn Blast right in the face and escaped.”

Peter sure knew how to cheer up a guy. Willy turned over on the sofa and farted a loud one straight at his brother. Then they both tumbled onto the floor, kicking their feet and laughing so hard that Willy choked on the last mucus dribbling over his lip. Who cared anymore about a stupid shampoo girl?

But speaking of girls...

[image: ]Their little sister Skyler skipped into the living room, hugging a doll and a blankie.

“Ew! I heard you guys. You’re gross!”

“Oh yeah?” Peter said. “You haven’t seen gross.” 

HONNNNNNNK-popple-popple-SPLEEP! 

He let out a green, greasy cloud that stunk like prehistoric rotten eggs.

Skyler snuffled. Her face went red. She squeezed her fists at her sides. A major tantrum was about to erupt. Which meant Willy and Peter were in deep trouble. 

Last time Skyler threw a tantrum, they’d had to do laundry duty and not only touch their sister’s knickers, but put them away in her icky-girlie underwear drawer!

Willy made a funny face, just in time. 

Skyler relaxed and said, “So what are you getting me for my birthday on Monday?”

Willy and Peter looked at each other. They’d forgotten their sister’s birthday, just three days from now.

Just then a news bulletin came on TV:

“Breaking news! The Yummy Tummy Onion Dip Factory, world’s largest maker of onion dip, has been destroyed in a huge explosion. Panic buying has emptied store shelves of onion dip, causing a world-wide shortage. The Wize Krakker Evil Clown Corps is claiming responsibility for the attack.”

“Aah! That’s the worst news ever!” Peter said.

“What? Some dumb dip factory?” Skyler said.

“No. I mean your birthday coming up.” Peter tooted out a little fart and laughed.

“Gross!! You’re the worst brothers in the whole wide world!” 

Skyler ran crying out of the room.

“Now you did it, you prat,” Willy said. “Now we have to get her a real present or we’re dead meat, folding knickers forever...or worse: girls’ pyjama bottoms.”

“Shh! Look!” Peter said.

Another TV advert came on.
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“Whoopee! It’s the Death Breeze 3000, the most futuristic whoopee cushion ever made, brought to you by the Roadapple Corporation.”

“Cutting edge—get it? Cutting?—new Flatulatronics technology lets you make the grossest, spewiest, splatteringest, stomach-turning, ear-twisting noises such as the world has never heard before.

“But that’s not all! Our unique, patented i-Stink mode transmits eighteen different stinky stenches, smellable up to half a mile away.

“Get down to your local toy shop today! Be first to own the smelly new—PFLLLL-KATHWORPPP!—Oops! Har har!—Death Breeze 3000!”

Peter sprang up. “That’s it!”

“What’s it?” Will said.

Peter grabbed Willy and dragged him out the door, while humming a birthday song.




CHAPTER 2

Plane Full of Nuns

Willy had a hard time keeping up as he and Peter ran the fourteen blocks to the toy shop. He caught his breath at a traffic light, and said, “You’re not really thinking of getting Skyler one of those whoopee cushions for her birthday? Girls don’t like that stuff.”

“It’s not just a whoopee cushion, it’s the Death Breeze 3000. Of course she’ll like it. Everyone in the world’s going to want one!”
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On that last point, Peter was right. The line from the toy store stretched three blocks and moved at the pace of a snail’s grandfather. Not even Peter’s sourest, gassiest farts made people leave. That trick didn’t work in this crowd!

Finally, they were inside. The prize was in sight. The kid in front of Willy and Peter bought two Death Breeze 3000’s and danced away. Peter held out money between his trembling fingers. But the shop woman said, “Sorry,” and put up a sign: SOLD OUT

“No! It can’t be!” Peter shrieked. Kids holding bought-and-paid-for Death Breeze 3000’s stuck their tongues out at him.
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The shop woman said, “Come back next week.”

“But our sister’s birthday is Monday,” Peter pleaded.

“Wish I could help you gentlemen,” the shop woman said.

“I know,” Peter said. “Maybe ring another branch of your shop, and ask them to hold one for us.”

The shop woman went to her office to call. Willy walked to a shelf and picked up a blue pony doll with pink hair. Squeezing it made an adorable little “Neee” sound. Now, this was what girls liked. “Let’s get her a My Cutie Horsie,” he said.

Peter scowled.

“Just get it over with,” Willy said. “Anyway, she’ll like it and maybe leave us alone.”

Peter didn’t say anything as Willy placed the blue pony on the sales counter.

Just then a kid walked past with a Death Breeze 3000 in a shopping bag and blew them a loud razzie. Peter’s face went red. He swept the My Cutie Horsie onto the floor. “This has become a matter of family honour. How will we look to the rest of the neighbourhood if we’re the one home without a Death Breeze 3000?”

The shop woman returned, shaking her head. “Seems we’re sold out almost everywhere. The closest place with a Death Breeze 3000 in stock is our South Beantown branch.”

“Beantown? Isn’t that at the other end of the country?” Peter said.

“Got that right,” the sales woman said.

Willy tried to tug his brother toward the My Cutie Horsies. Maybe he’d go for the purple one with orange hair. But Peter pulled his arm free and announced to the shop woman: “Tell them to hold it for us!”

 

“How are we supposed to get to Beantown?” Willy said.

Peter pointed to the corner bus stop, where a sign said Airport bus. “We can fly there and be back in time for supper.”

“How are we supposed to pay for plane tickets?”

“You hungry? I am,” Peter said.

“What’s that got to do with plane tickets?”

“You’ll see.”

Peter led them to a supermarket across the street, where they bought bags and bags of cheese-and-garlic crisps and a whole carton of tinned bean dip.

Once they were on the bus, Peter said, “Start eating.”

By the time they reached the airport, Willy felt like a balloon ready to burst. Peter stood on one side of the entrance gate and Willy on the other. When the flight was announced, Peter gave a thumbs-up. They both leaned over and exploded out massive, suffocating stink clouds.
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The queued passengers choked. They retched. They shouted, “Eww!” The fart clouds swirled together around the ticket taker, who fainted onto the floor. Peter and Willy dashed through the gate and straight onto the plane.

Half the seats on board were filled with black-robed nuns. An evil grin crept across Peter’s face.

“Um, maybe we should keep a low profile,” Willy said, shrinking into his seat.

“And lose the chance of a lifetime?”

The plane took off. Willy and Peter watched cartoons and stuffed themselves on airline cabbage-and-onion sandwiches and orange soda.

Willy’s stomach gurgled. Peter’s bubbled.

They jumped up and down to shake everything up inside them. This was a truly daft idea, Willy thought. But a truly funny one.

Willy’s guts fizzed and frothed. Peter’s poppled and plopped.

They bent over in the aisle. Out foamed thick clouds of rotten stink that smelled like the innards of a thousand garbage trucks. The air turned green; the nuns’ faces turned greener. Veils popped off gagging heads.

Peter and Willy held their bellies, laughing and laughing, rolling side to side on the floor.

Or was it the airplane rolling and rocking?

People screamed. People fainted. The pilot staggered out of the cockpit, clasping an oxygen mask to his face. “Who did this?”

Everyone pointed. That is, everyone who was still able to breathe.

“Aaaahhhhhh!!!” said Willy and Peter.
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