
32 Cleaning up

Now and again, if things get a bit too much for her, Billy's Mum has a break.  She 
goes for a few days of peace and quiet somewhere, or sometimes she goes to 
stay with Auntie Pristine.  Whenever this happens, Gran and Grandpa come over 
to look after Billy and Amy.  Billy quite likes this, although he would have to say 
that it is not like having his Mum to look after him.  In fact, nothing could be like 
having his Mum at home.

Once, when this happened, Mum was due to come back on a Saturday 
afternoon.  She'd gone away on Wednesday and by Thursday evening Billy was 
really wishing that she was home again.  By Friday night, he was really looking 
forward to Saturday afternoon, and by Saturday morning he just couldn't wait.

That Saturday Grandpa had to go off on a trip with the Driptown Bird Watching 
Club.  They were off to Hawk's Moor to lie in the bracken all day with their 
Binoculars.  
"Do you want to come Billy?" asked Grandpa.  
"No," said Billy, "its alright.  I think I'll stay here." 
So off Grandpa went.

Amy had arranged to go and see her best friend Michelle.  They were going 
swimming and then off to Liverpuddle to do some shopping.  She came pounding 
down the stairs and shouted, "Bye," as she slammed the front door.  Then she 
was gone.

After lunch, Gran said: "Now Billy, I've got to go off to my bingo this afternoon 
and I may not be back before your Mum gets here.  You be sure to make her a 
cup of tea now.  She'll be worn out after her journey."
"I will," said Billy, who was now getting quite excited at the thought of seeing 
Mum again.  
Gran grabbed her bag and scurried off to the bus stop.

Billy went into the kitchen.  He checked that there was some tea bags and milk, 
and he filled the kettle.  He wiped up a few bits of washing up that were left, so 
that the kitchen looked really clean and tidy.  Then he thought: "Cake, cake!  I’ll 
give Mum a piece of cake with her tea.  Then she will feel really welcomed 
home."
Billy looked in the cake tins but they were all empty.  There was not a crumb of 
cake in any of them.
"Oh no!" he sighed with a frown.  But as he thought, his little face brightened up 
again.  "I'll make one," he said to himself.  "I'll make my own cake.  It won't take 
long!"



He grabbed a book called ‘Cakes Made Easy’ from the shelf, and surprise 
surprise, it fell open at the page with the recipe for chocolate cake.  Billy's mouth 
began to water.

He rushed around the kitchen finding all the ingredients, 4 eggs, a pound of flour, 
brown sugar and a large bar of chocolate.  The list seemed to go on and on. 
When he had finished, the pile was so big he hardly had any room left to do the 
cooking.

“Break 4 eggs into a bowl,” Billy read.  He bashed the egg on the side of the bowl 
just like he had watched Mum do.  But instead of the egg ending up in the bowl, 
as it did when she did it, it ran all down the side.  Then it ran onto the worktop, 
down the front of the cupboard, and onto the floor.  But Billy carried on.  He 
cracked and mixed and stirred.  He added this and that, until he had this very 
lumpy brown gungy mess in the bowl.
"Its too lumpy," he said to himself, so he got out the electric wisk and set to work. 
The trouble was that he kept forgetting to switch it off when he took it out of the 
bowl! Cake mixture was flying everywhere, all over the walls, all over the 
cupboards, and the floor and the ceiling.  Billy was concentrating so hard that he 
didn't really notice.  That is, until he realised that there was somewhat less 
mixture in the bowl than when he had started.
"Where's it going?" he asked himself.  Then he suddenly looked up and froze. 
He looked around the kitchen.  There was cake mixture everywhere.  He took a 
horrified step backwards but managed to slip on some spilled egg.  He reached 
out to save himself but his hand caught the mixing bowl, which flew up into the 
air and landed, splat, right on top of his head.  He went crashing to the floor. 
Suddenly, a strange feeling came over Billy, a feeling that reminded him of a 
certain incident concerning an inkbottle and a carpet some months before.
"Mu... Mu... Mu... Mum's going to go mad!” he squealed.  And you can probably 
guess what he did, can't you?  He ran full speed down the garden, dived into the 
garden shed and curled up in his favourite corner.  After a few minutes though 
there was a scratching sound at the door.  It was Lady the Labrador from next 
door.  She often visited Billy in the shed.  This time she seemed particularly glad 
to see him, they curled up together and Lady began licking all of the cake mixture 
out of his hair.

Billy waited for what seemed like a long long time, and then suddenly he heard a 
cheery shout at the back door.  
"Billy, oh Billy!  Where are you?"  It was Mum.  For a second Billy wanted to jump 
up and rush out and throw his arms round her, but then he remembered the 
kitchen.
"She won't be so cheerful when she sees the mess," he thought.
But to his surprise Mum called again, "Billy, oh Billy! Where are you?" and she 
still sounded cheerful.  
"Maybe she's broken her glasses!" he thought.  



He stayed in the shed, waiting for the scream!  But to his surprise it didn't 
happen.

Eventually, Mum came trotting down to the shed and opened the door.  
"Oh, there you are Billy," she said.  "Didn't you hear me calling?" 
"Err Err, no, no Mum," stammered Billy.  "Cor, she must have had a good 
holiday!" he thought.
"Come in the house," said Mum.  "I've got a surprise for you." 
"And I've got a surprise for you as well!" he thought as he scrabbled to his feet.

Billy followed Mum into the house.  Then he watched her as she walked into the 
kitchen.  But to his surprise she didn't scream.  
"Oh no!" thought Billy.  "She must have fainted!"
Billy sneaked a look round the door.  He just stood there with his mouth open. 
The kitchen was …..  was …… was tidy! Everything was clean.  There wasn't a 
speck of cake mixture anywhere!  Billy just stood there with his mouth open.  He 
just couldn't believe it!

Mum was rummaging in her bag when suddenly Gran came bustling in with 
some shopping.
"Have you made your Mum a cup of tea yet?" she asked Billy.  Then she looked 
straight at him, gave a great big wink, and said, "look I've bought a nice 
chocolate cake to go with it!"  I thought your Mum would like that, don’t you Billy?

Billy and Gran have never spoken about the cake mixture.  But every time he has 
a piece of chocolate cake, Billy always says to himself, "Thanks Gran," as he 
takes his first bite.
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