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	Herbert (Sherbet) Blundell lived in a sweet shop owned and run by his parents.

	Growing up he had lots of school friends, but realized at an early age that the reason he had so many friends, was that he lived in the flat above his dad’s shop.

	Every day after school boys would want to walk home with him hoping to be invited in to play, but mainly to stuff their mouths with free sweets. That doesn’t include his best friend David Ian Price who lived on the other side of town, he rarely went anywhere after school during the week, his parents always drove him to and from school: Weekends were the only time the boys could get together, have sleepover’s and watch the comedy channels. Both had the same sense of humour and talked about being comedians when they grow up.

	In Herbert’s small, tidy bedroom, was a TV where he was allowed to bring friends after school. They would sit on his bed and play video games. Herbert always wanted the Comedy channel, but rarely did his friends agree to that: There was always a bowl of assorted sweets or popcorn sitting on his bedside table. 

	Because Herbert had grown up in the shop he hardly ever ate sweets, maybe because they were readily available. 

	His friends on the other hand would empty the bowl, filling their pockets or eat as many as possible.

	Most days at school, boys in his class would giggle and point at him, whispering Herbert Sherbet lives in a sweet shop! Or make fun of his ginger hair. He would pretend he didn’t care, smile and wave, or just shrug his shoulders. He’d never show his true feelings but at night in his bed, he would cry himself to sleep. Sometimes he felt so lonely and desperate being an only child.

	He started to dread going to school and didn’t feel he could talk to his parents, who were always very busy in the shop, from early in the morning until late in the evening. Before school Herbert had to be out of bed very early to do the paper round. 

	Once or twice a week, Bret Strong the school bully was waiting in a doorway. He’d pretend to be Herbert’s best friend, walking into the shop just to steal sweets when Mr or Mrs Blundell were not paying attention. Herbert didn’t say a thing he was afraid of repercussions in school.

	Doing the paper round gave Herbert a little pocket money to spend on the video’s he enjoyed. They were always comedy and he preferred to sit and watch them with David or by himself. Having other boys in the room talking annoyed him as it distracted from the jokes.

	When he had the chance, he would go to the magazine shelf and flick through the pages of comedians skits and banter.

	He memorized a lot of what he’d read and enjoyed standing in front of a mirror, pretending he was entertaining the person that smiled back at him through the glass. When Herbert laughed at his joke of course so did his reflection.

	That summer his school put up a notice about a show, asking for students to participate. They wanted single, pairs or groups to perform a 5-minute act, to be held at the end of the month. David talked Herbert into doing a double act of comedy.

	With little time to practice the two boys started to work on a short comedy routine. They sat watching comedians while David made notes, at the same time as eating his favorite sweets Liquorice Allsorts.

	Herbert started laughing uncontrollably. “I have a great idea!” he said between gasps. “I’m called Sherbet, you’re Dip. D.I.P. is your initials David Ian Price.” They both fell about laughing.

	They were getting the hang of comedy very easily, and soon had five minutes of very funny skits.

	They practiced every weekend until the show. They felt ready and pleased with themselves.

	Then disaster! On the day of the show, David went down with the flu. Herbert had to decide if he would, or could go on stage without his friend. 

	Choosing to continue on and make his parents proud, he waited his turn in the wings, watching bully Bret strum his guitar and singing badly.

	Standing behind the stage Herbert was sweating, heart pounding, knees trembling, waiting to go on alone.

	He heard the applause and the curtain came down as Bret walked off stage. He looked at Herbert laughed and said: “I bet you 5 Mars bars and 5 Packets of Chewing gum, that you wet your pants and run off crying!”

	His time had come and he was pushed gently onto the stage. The curtain went up and the spotlight came on as everyone clapped.

	For a moment Herbert froze, his mouth was dry, so tried wetting his lips with his tongue and that seemed to make the audience laugh. He must have had a funny expression on his sweaty face.

	His opening line was “Good evening one and all. My name is Sherbet. Dip is off sick with Allsorts!”

	The crowd laughed heartily. His eyes searched the audience as he said: “Is Bret Strong’s mum & dad here tonight?” Yes came the reply as Mr & Mrs Strong raised their hands.

	Herbert smiled at them. “Do you know why you’re paying fortunes at the dentist? The reason is, Bret eats far too many sweets. He steals them from our shop every week and your bill is 300 pounds. Check or credit card will do nicely thanks.”

	Everyone in the hall was laughing even Mr & Mrs Strong.

	Herbert bowed and waved as he walked off the stage to a great applause. He was delighted with his performance and knew he’d had the last laugh.

	The following day Bret was escorted by his parents to Mr Blundell’s sweet shop, where he apologized for stealing and agreed to pay some money out of his allowance before he was taken home with a thick ear.

	Herbert’s mum & dad were so proud of their son for standing up for himself. Honesty is always the best policy.

	~

	After the school concert, everyone was patting Herbert on the back or rubbing his red hair saying, what a good performance he had achieved all by himself. His parents were proud that he turned the table on a bully showing Bret Strong was a thief.

	His best friend David recovered from the flu. He had been worried about letting Herbert down that day, but it had ended well.

	The only person who didn’t like his performance was Bret. He had been made to apologize to Mr & Mrs Blundell as well as pay some money for the sweets he’d stolen. 

	He wasn’t going to let Herbert get away with that!

	At school the following Monday, Herbert and David talked about putting a short comedy sketch together for the Christmas concert but David didn’t want to be on stage. He thought Herbert Sherbet was much better by himself. Being such a good team he wanted to help as he had done before.

	They would have to wait until the weekend but wanted to make some notes. They would need funny jokes to rehearse.

	Just as they walked back to the classroom Bret appeared.

	“I haven’t forgotten what you did!” he whispered. “I’ll be waiting for you early one morning!”

	Herbert wasn’t afraid of him!

	During his early morning paper round, Herbert had made friends with the little dog at number 9 whose name was Tiny Tim. He was loose in the front garden most mornings. The little dog thought he was a “very frightening big dog.” Every day he would charge at Herbert, barking and making a fuss. Herbert knew that Tiny Tim was harmless and was just excitable. He loved to jump up and have a cuddle with anyone available, but he scared a lot of people that didn’t know him.

	Herbert had always wanted a dog but it wasn’t possible living above a sweet shop.

	Starting out earlier than usual on his paper round, he caught a glimpse of Bret Strong lurking not too far away.

	Herbert ran to number 9 to deliver their newspaper and make a fuss of Tiny Tim. Hoping to quieten him down before Bret came into view. He then hid behind the wall with Tiny Tim quietly licking his face and enjoying the fuss he was getting.

	As Bret walked along looking for Herbert, he stopped by the gate of number 9. 

	Herbert jumped up saying. “Come closer and I’ll set this huge dog on you!” Bret laughed and pointed at Tiny Tim, but as he did the little dog went berserk yapping and jumping up at the gate frightening the life out of “Bret the Bully!” He turned and ran as fast as he could, almost falling over a wheelie bin.

	Herbert knew he would have no more trouble on his paper round thanks to Tiny Tim. 

	Back in front of his bedroom mirror Herbert smiled and pointed at himself.

	“I am Herbert Sherbet Blundell. No one will pick on me! Keep your friends close and your enemies closer!”

	Where did that come from? He must have heard it somewhere. He now had an idea.

	Later that day in school, Herbert walked up to Bret.

	“I was wondering if you will be singing at the Christmas concert? I’m doing a comedy sketch by myself again!”

	Bret was taken by surprise and didn’t know what to say at first. “Why are you trying to be my friend?” he asked.

	“It is much better than being a bully. You can have far more fun making people laugh! You should give it a try. Listen to this!

	Why can’t your nose be 12 inches long?

	Because then it would be a foot!”

	Straight away Bret started laughing. “Oh that’s a good joke. Do you have any more?”

	“I’m working on new jokes for the Christmas concert so can’t tell them to you yet. If you come to rehearsals, you can tell me what you think is funny,” said Herbert. 

	Bret didn’t really want to be seen talking to Sherbet, the

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

