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To everyone who loves Christmas!
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‘Crumpets are tasty,

Crumpets are yum,

They go in your mouth

And come out of your …’



Oh, hi! It’s your favourite elf here. No, not Sprout, you cheeky sausage! It’s me – Spudcheeks, of course! You know, the one with the big moustache who toasts the crumpets.

Now, I know what you’re thinking: Why aren’t you speaking in elf-rhyme? Well, the truth is that we don’t always speak in rhyme. We mostly just do that because it annoys the jingles out of Santa, and there’s nothing funnier than seeing a man who’s dressed from head to toe in red turn red in the face. Don’t tell him, though!

[image: ]
My role up here in the NPSR – that’s the North Pole Snow Ranch – isn’t just toasting crumpets (and eating them). No, no, no – my official title is Chief Checker of Crumpet Conditions. Which is a fancy-pants way of saying that I’m responsible for looking after the most important part of any elf Christmas …

CRUMPETS!

And, if you’ve been paying attention to the rest of this book, you’ll know that we elves LOVE crumpets!

It’s a tricky job, but some-elf has to do it!

Oh, I remember one year when everything nearly went butterside-down. Here’s what happened:

[image: ]
It was the last day of November and Sizzlewhisk, the baking elf, had just taken the last batch of warm Christmas crumpets out of the oven. She was a feisty elf, that Sizzlewhisk, with hair the colour of baked dough, which she kept tied in two wrap-around plaits on either side of her head, making her look as though her freckled face were sandwiched between two delicious pastries.

‘That’s it – I’m all done. Don’t eat ’em all at once. See you next year!’ she chirped before twisting her floury orange apron around herself and disappearing in a cloud of crumbs. No one knew where she vanished to, but Sizzlewhisk magically reappeared in the NPSR on the last day of November each year to bake our supply of Christmas crumpets to get us through the busy season. That’s why we call that day Crumpet Eve!

No one baked them like Sizzlewhisk. Fluffy but firm. Airy but filling. The perfect munch for hard-working North Pole elves.

That night, piles and piles of her fluffiest, crumbliest, scrummiest crumpets were cooling in the pantry … So, before heading to bed, I thought I’d go and tuck the crumpets in. And perhaps sing them a little lullaby – I am Chief Checker of Crumpet Conditions, after all. If you’re thinking that I was going to go and help myself to a cheeky, sneaky, late-night crumpet snack, you are totally wrong. OK, I might have had a teensy nibble if it weren’t for, well, you’ll see …

When I arrived, I was surprised to find the pantry door WIDE OPEN, and there was a strange snoring sound coming from within.

It wasn’t an elf snore, nor was it Santa’s rumbling snore.
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‘Who’s there?’ I called into the darkness, but the reply was just more strange snoring. I peeked inside and to my surprise came face to face with a sleeping blue dinosaur!

‘Chrissy! You scared the Kringles out of me, you big wallybags!’ I squeaked, jumping with fright.

The Christmasaurus woke up, startled.

‘What in the North Pole is that around your mouth?’ I asked, noticing some strange fluffy crumbs on his sparkly blue scales.

My little elf heart sank as I realized what they were.

‘Crumpet crumbs!’ I gasped. ‘Have you been eating Sizzlewhisk’s crumpets?!’

The Christmasaurus nodded his head sheepishly and stepped aside, revealing the most frightening thing I’ve ever seen. The thought of it still gives me the shivers. It was the sight of …

NO CRUMPETS!


‘How? Who? Why? When? But? If? What?

Did you really eat the lot?

From scaly head to sparkly toe,

You’re so full of crumpet dough

That if I were to X-ray you

I’d just see crumpets, through and through!

Us elves need crumpets every day:

Without them we’ll just fade away.

For elves there’s nothing more nutritious –

No crumpets means there’ll be NO CHRISTMAS!

So, you and I must put this right,

Not tomorrow. Now, tonight!’



I hopped on to Chrissy’s scaly blue back and we raced to the Snow Ranch kitchen. While Santa and my fellow elves slept, I quietly whipped out the large mixing bowl and a whisk.

‘Let me think. Flour, water … What else goes into crumpets?’ I whispered.

Chrissy shrugged.

‘Well, don’t look at me like that! I just CHECK the crumpets – I don’t bake them!’ I said as my dinosaur companion raised an icy eyebrow in my direction, and then I opened the enormous refrigerator.


‘Christmas pudding?

Put it in!

[image: ]
Mince pie?

In it flies!

Broccoli?

Probably!

Cabbage and cress?

Yes, yes, yes!

Brussels sprouts?

… Leave those out.’



I chanted as we threw all the ingredients (minus the sprouts) into the bowl.

A few hours later our broccoli, cabbage, mince pie, Christmas pudding-flavoured crumpets were done. Chrissy took the first bite and I saw his icy blue face turn green before he spat out the lot.

‘Oh, this is useless! The elves can’t dig toys without crumpets and there’s barely even a crumb left to go around!’ I cried. Suddenly I felt the Christmasaurus hoist me up on to his back again.

Chrissy had an idea!

In a blue flash, we were stood next to the most magical vehicle in the whole world, Santa’s sleigh.

‘By jingles, of course! We can use the sleigh to fly and pick up some fresh crumpets. We’ll be back here before you can say jingle bells,’ I said, scrambling into the enormous red sleigh.

[image: ]
The Christmasaurus slipped into his flying harness, let out a roar and leaped into a gallop. I tumbled to the back of the sleigh as we floated off the floor, through the open ceiling and into the snowy sky.

We soared across the stars on our covert crumpet crusade. I held on as tightly as I could with my three elf fingers while the Christmasaurus giddily galloped along the Northern Lights.

Before long we were crossing oceans and cities on our search for baked perfection – then suddenly my twisty moustache started twitching.

‘Oooh, I think I might have sniffed a scent! Take us down, Chrissy!’ I called, and the Christmasaurus spiralled down towards a twinkly city with a castle in the middle.

‘Scotland?’ I asked, hearing the merry sound of bagpipes from below.

The Christmasaurus nodded, recognizing it having pulled Santa’s sleigh around the world many times.

We landed on a roof above a high street.

‘This is it!’ I said, noticing the increasingly excitable twitches from the moustache under my honker. ‘There must be crumpets here!’

I nipped down the nearest chimney and followed my twitching moustache to a round tin in the kitchen. I grabbed it and whizzed back up to the sleigh to inspect what was inside.

‘It smells like a crumpet, but it doesn’t really look like one!’ I said, looking at the long flat dough.

I quickly fired up the portable crumpet oven (Santa always keeps one in his sleigh) and toasted it so we could each have a nibble.

‘Tasty!’ I said, and the Christmasaurus agreed, ‘but it’s not Sizzlewhisk tasty!’

And with that we popped the tin of funny non-crumpets back down the chimney, then shot back into the sky.

We swished over the clouds for only a few moments before my moustache started twitching yet again.

‘Down we go, Chrissy!’ I called, and we dived towards the smell. The small village below had cobbled streets with a light dusting of snow. ‘That one!’ I said, pointing at the house with a scrummy smell of baked yumminess wafting from its chimney.

We landed silently and I slipped down into the house, quieter than a ninja-Santa.

‘The galettes are ready,’ a dear old lady said in another language. Luckily for me, the sleigh has a portable translator that allows you to understand anything that is said in the house below it. It was an optional extra, but Santa thought it might be useful.
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I hid behind the Christmas tree as her family wandered into the kitchen and the old lady handed out a strange, waffly-looking biscuit, or was it a biscuity-looking waffle? I wasn’t sure, but the second she put the plate down I slipped one from the pile and zoomed back up the chimney.

‘It’s called a galette,’ I explained as Chrissy sniffed the waffle-biscuit excitedly. ‘It’s good … but it’s not Sizzlewhisk good.’

Whoosh! [image: ]
We were off again, back on our quest for the best crumpets on Earth.

Next stop was a pancake house in California: yummy, but not Sizzlewhisk yummy.

We sampled crepes in Calais: warm, but not
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