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  It was the night before Christmas and I was standing in my sitting room, chomping on a mince pie while watching the Satsuma Fronkle advert on TV.
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  In the advert, Santa is going round delivering pressies to all the kiddywinkles. The only problem is, his evil brother, Terry Claus, is creeping in right after him and nicking them.


  BOO, HOO, HOO! roars Terry, snatching a kiddywinkles stocking and climbing out the window. Except this time Santa spots him.


  
    
      [image: ]

    

  


  OH, HO, NO you dont! cries Santa, and he wraps up his little brother like a naughty pressie and chucks him in the bin. Then Santa pulls a can of Satsuma Fronkle out of his
  pocket and takes a sip.
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  Mmm, nothing like an ice-cold can of Satsuma Fronkle on Christmas Eve! he says, and the Fronkle logo comes up.


  Best. Fronkle. Advert. Ever, I said to myself, walking into the kitchen to answer the phone, which had been ringing ever since the start of the advert.
  Hello? I burped down the little holes in the phone.


  Poo, your breath stinks! crackled my best friend Bunkys voice, and I imagined how keel itd be if we all had smellyphones like they do in Future
  Ratboy.
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  Future Ratboy is mine and Bunkys favourite TV show. Its all about Future Ratboy and his annoying sidekick Not Bird.
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  I cant believe its only one more day until I get my Future Ratboy costume! I shouted down the phone to Bunky.


  Me too! said Bunky, who was getting a Future Ratboy costume for Christmas as well, even though Id told him he couldnt.


  You really should be getting a Not Bird costume, I said, because everybody knows Im the hero out of us two, and Bunky is my sidekick (like Not Bird is
  Future Ratboys).
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  NOT! screeched Bunky down the phone, as my mum tapped me on the shoulder, looking like she had something to say.


  She was wearing her green woolly jumper and sparkly red bauble earrings, and if I squinted my eyes, I didnt know which one was our Christmas tree, her or the Christmas
  tree.
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  Gotta go, see you tomozzoid! I shouted down the phone, because the Bunky family were coming round to ours for Christmas Day.


  Merry Keelmas, Barry! shouted Bunkys voice, and I hung up and got ready to hear what my mum had to say.
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  We need to talk, Barry, sighed my mum.


  Im all ears! I grinned, imagining what itd be like if I was made out of all ears.
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  I heard you talking to Bunky about your Future Ratboy costume . . . she said, stroking my cheek with her hand.
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  Can you believe Bunkys getting one too? I said, like we were two mums having a chinwag. I mean, hes a sweet kid and everything, but hes no Future
  Ratboy!


  My mum crept her arm round my shoulder, turning her cheek-stroke into a hug.


  I dont want you getting your hopes up too much about that costume, Barry, she warbled, and I wriggled out of the hug.


  Excuse me? I said, even though I was all ears. I couldnt see how this was me getting my hopes up. I didnt HOPE I was getting a Future Ratboy
  costume, I KNEW I was.


  
    
      [image: ]

    

  


  Its just that theyve been very popular this year . . . said my mum, and I felt the mince pie Id been chomping on earlier turn into a butterfly inside my
  belly.
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  B-but you did get me one, didnt you? I stuttered. Y-you bought one from Feekos Supermarket and wrapped it up in Future Ratboy wrapping paper like you
  said you would?
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  My mum leaned towards me with her arms stretched out. Oh, Barry Warry, Im afraid theyd already sold out, she said, cuddling me into her jumper.
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  WHAT IN THE NAME OF UNKEELNESS?! I screamed, flapping my arms up and down like a turkey.
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  The downstairs toilet flushed and my dad wandered into the kitchen, drying his hands on his trousers. Whats going on here? he said, going to kiss my mums cheek but
  missing, pecking her on her bauble earring instead.
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  My mum looked at him and raised her eyebrows. Future Ratboy costume, she mouthed.


  Oh . . . said my dad. Well, dont worry, son, weve got you something even better! he grinned.


  I stopped flapping my arms up and down and peered up at my dad, the mince pie butterfly flapping its wings inside my belly. Perlease tell me its not a Not Bird
  costume, I said.
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  Oh . . . said my dad again, and I saw his nose droop in the reflection of my mums earring.


  WAAAHHH!!! I cried, running round in a circle, which I think is another thing turkeys do. It IS a Not Bird costume, isnt it! I screamed.
  Now Im gonna be Bunkys sidekick for the rest of my life!


  My mum grabbed me by the shoulders and peered into my eyes. BARRY! she screeched, like a Christmas tree shouting my name. What HAS got into
  you?!
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  Whats got into me? I shouted, and I thought about what had got into me, apart from that mince pie. Whats got into me is my loserish mum and dad have
  comperleeterly ruined my entire Keelmas because they were too lazy to drive down Feekos Supermarket before all the Future Ratboy costumes sold out! I roared.
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  If youre not careful, young man . . . said my mum, her baubles jangling.


  If Im not careful, WHAT? I screamed.


  If youre not careful, you wont get ANYTHING for Christmas! she snapped back.
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  I stomped to the bottom of the stairs and looked over at the TV, which was playing the Satsuma Fronkle advert again.


  I wish someone would unwrap Terry Claus so he can steal ALL my stupid pressies! I boomed, and I ran up to my bedroom and dived under my Future Ratboy
  duvet.
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  I dont remember falling asleep, but I think I must have, because all of a sudden I woke up, and you cant wake up if you havent gone to sleep.
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  TAP! TAP! TAP! whispered my window.
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  What is it, Window? I muttered, rubbing my eyes, which were all crusty from dried-up tears. I glanced over at my glow-in-the-dark Future Ratboy alarm clock and tried to
  focus. It was half past midnight on Christmas Day.


  I yawned, stretching out my arms and legs, and noticed I was wearing my Future Ratboy pyjamas.


  Mum must have changed me while I was asleep, I mumbled to myself, waggling my feet around to see if there was a stocking at the end of my bed. Nothing . .
  . I grumbled.
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  TAP! TAP! TAP! whispered my window.


  I kicked my duvet off and staggered over to the window. What in the name of unkeelness do you want, Window? I said, my eyes all blurry.
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  BOO, HOO, HOO! boomed a familiar voice from behind the glass, and I swung the window open and stuck my nose out into the nightypoos.


  I focused my eyes into the pitch-blackness, feeling my mince pie butterfly flutter round in my belly.


  Merry Keelmas, Barry Warry! roared Terry Claus, and he reached out and pulled me through the window.
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  WAAAHHH!! WHERE ARE YOU TAKING ME?! I wailed, as we whooshed through the clouds. I was in a Feekos Supermarket trolley, except not one of those normal, boring, non-flying
  ones.


  Youll see! chuckled Terry, who was even fatter in real life than he is in the Satsuma Fronkle advert. Fanks for unwrapping me, by the
  way!
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  Unwrapping you? H-how in the unkeelness did I unwrap you? I cried.


  Terry made his face look all loserish and flapped his arms up and down like a turkey.  I wish someone would unwrap Terry Claus so he can steal ALL my stupid
  pressies!  he warbled, and I remembered myself at the bottom of the stairs, shouting the exact same thing at my mum and dad.


  B-but I didnt really mean it! I cried, accidentally swallowing a tiny cloud.
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  Didnt you? grinned Terry.


  No I comperleeterly did NOT! And I do NOT want to fly around in your stupid Feekos trolley either! I shouted.


  Terry swivelled round and made his eyebrows into a V.
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  Dont be a Not Bird all your life, Barry Warry! he boomed. Play it keel like Future Ratboy and come wiv me!


  I scratched my head and looked down at the rooftops below. Terry was right, it was sort of Future Ratboyish, flying through the sky in a Feekos trolley.
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  I thought about my stupid Not Bird costume, and how I was going to be Bunkys sidekick for the rest of my poopoo-ish life. Maybe this was my last chance to play it keel before I became the
  biggest loseroid ever.


  Oh, go on then, I mumbled, and we whooshed towards a familiar-looking block of flats.
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