

[image: images]




The Amazing Adventures of

Chilly Billy

PETER MAYLE

You probably have no idea what goes on inside your fridge when nobody’s looking. But once you’ve met Chilly Billy and heard of his amazing adventures, you’ll never open the fridge door in quite the same way again!





PETER MAYLE

The Amazing Adventures

of

Chilly Billy

illustrated by Arthur Robins

[image: images]





Published by

[image: images]

Escargot Books and Music

Ojai, California

Text and illustration copyright © 1980 Escargot Productions Ltd.

First Digital Edition 2013

All rights reserved. Peter Mayle asserts his moral right to be identified as the author of this book.

Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without prior permission in writing from the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.

ISBN (ePub) 978-1-908191-86-1

Digital book(s) (epub and mobi) produced by Booknook.biz.





TABLE OF CONTENTS

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chilly Billy’s Favourites





CHAPTER ONE

NOBODY KNOWS THIS except you and I.

And I’m only telling you if you promise to wash behind your ears every night for the next week.

You promise?

Right. Here goes.

This is a story about a little tiny man who nobody but me has ever seen.

His name is Chilly Billy, and he lives inside your fridge.

You don’t believe me? Well, here’s a way you can tell it’s true for yourself.

Tomorrow night, just before you go to bed, creep into the kitchen very, very quietly.

Go up to the fridge, and don’t make a sound. (I usually hold my breath as I do this, and maybe you should too.)

Now comes the difficult part. Pretend as hard as you can that you’re going to walk right past the fridge.

Then, just when you think you really are going to walk past, turn around all of a sudden at the very last second as quick as you can, and open the fridge door.

What do you see?

A light. There’s a light on inside the fridge.

You didn’t turn it on, because you were pretending to walk past.

I didn’t turn it on, because I wasn’t there.

Chilly Billy turned it on.

He always hears you coming, and he switches the light on just in time. Then when you close the door, he switches it off.

But that’s not all he does.

Chilly Billy is probably the busiest little tiny man in the entire world. But before I tell you about some of his adventures, I think you should say hello to him, and see what he looks like.

The picture shows him much, much bigger than he really is.

That’s because it’s only when Billy is magnified several times that you see what an extraordinary little fellow he is.

First of all, take a look at his ears. Very remarkable, those ears are. They can hear you coming a long, long way away, and that gives him time to climb down from his favourite seat on the milk bottle and turn the light on as you open the door.

His ears are so amazingly good at hearing things that he can sometimes hear what you’re going to say even before you say it.

So you must remember not to make fun of him, because he’ll hear. And he’ll get cross. And he’ll let the ice cream melt, or knock over your chocolate drink, or stamp around in the butter.

And believe me, when Chilly Billy stamps on something, it really gets stamped on. Because, as you can see, he wears enormous boots for such a little person.

You won’t find boots like that anywhere outside a fridge. And the magic thing about them is that they can actually walk up walls, over lemonade bottles and across giant ice cubes without a single slip. Not only that. They even let Chilly Billy walk upside down, hanging from the ceiling. How this happens is another secret, but as you’re being good I’ll tell you.
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Take an extra careful look at this picture of the soles of his very big boots.

See? Hundreds and hundreds of sucker pads. That’s how Chilly Billy can walk up walls and along ceilings and over ice cubes.

It’s really a mixture of walking and sucking, I suppose. So what he does is he wucks.

I think that’s enough for now. So what we’ll do now that you’ve met Chilly Billy is you go and do whatever you have to do next, and I’ll get another story ready.
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CHAPTER TWO

I PROMISED I’D tell you how it was that I first met Chilly Billy.

It was like this.

Very late one night, when everybody else was fast asleep, I woke up. My stomach was whispering to the rest of me about some chocolate ice cream that was down in the fridge.

Now I know that when this kind of thing happens it’s no use trying to get back to sleep again. My stomach won’t take no for an answer.

So, very sleepy, I got out of bed and went down to the kitchen. And because I was in my bare feet, I didn’t make any noise at all. (You’ve never heard anything as quiet as me in my bare feet.)

The kitchen was really dark—that thick, black, middle-of-the-night kind of darkness. But I didn’t switch the light on. I knew the light in the fridge would be enough for me to find the ice cream.

I opened the fridge door.

Blackness. Not a glimmer of light.

That’s odd, I thought. I’m sure the light was working before I went to bed.

I was just going to switch on the kitchen light, when I heard a strange, small noise. It seemed to be coming from the freezer compartment.

I put my ear next to the ice cube tray, and listened very hard.

There it was again—a muffled, fluttery kind of puffing with a whiffle at the end.

Flutter, puff, whiffle. Flutter, puff, whiffle. That’s exactly what it sounded like.

And then I suddenly realised what I was listening to. It was the smallest snore I’d ever heard.

Something was sleeping in my fridge.

This was serious. Maybe my ice cream had been raided by a mouse who mistook it for cold cheese in the dark.

Flutter, puff, whiffle went the noise again.

Keeping as quiet as I could, I crept away and got my torch.

I’ll surprise whatever it is, I thought, and if it’s been eating my ice cream, there’ll be trouble.

I aimed the torch into the freezer compartment and switched it on, moving the beam from side to side like one of those big searchlights.

No, there was nothing on the ice cubes. Nothing behind the orange juice. My chocolate ice cream, thank goodness, was safe.

Then I noticed that the snoring had stopped. Whatever-it-was had woken up.

I held my breath. Whatever-it-was held its breath. We both waited.

After what seemed like ages, whatever-it-was couldn’t hold its breath any longer, and let out a little ‘oof’, like you do when you’ve been holding your breath.

The ‘oof’ definitely came from a package of frozen peas in the corner of the freezer.

Fast as I could, I aimed the torch right on the package.

And there he was.

Two sleepy little eyes peeked out over the top of the package. Then the rest of him (which wasn’t very much) stood up and stretched and yawned.
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“Oh dear,” he said. “You’re the first person who’s ever caught me napping. What are you doing creeping around at this time of night?”

I was amazed. Not just amazed, but cross. After all, it was my fridge.

“Just a minute,” I said. “Who are you?

And what are you doing in my fridge, next to my chocolate ice cream, sleeping on my very comfortable frozen peas?”

He took his hat off, and did a little bow.

“Billy’s the name,” he said, “Chilly Billy. I take care of your fridge—cleaning, defrosting, that kind of thing. And I specialise in turning the light on and off.”

“Well,” I said, “you didn’t specialise very well tonight.”

As soon as I’d said that, I knew I’d made a mistake.

The little man was furious. I’ve never seen anybody get so angry. If he’d been any bigger, I’d have been scared stiff.

He slid down the frozen pea package like a champion skier, marched up to the very edge of the freezer compartment, stood up on the tips of his big boots and stuck his angry little face into mine.
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“You’ve got a nerve,” he said. “I’ve been working non-stop for eighteen hours.

“I repaired a leak in the yogurt carton.

“I tidied up the freezer compartment, which you left in a dreadful mess.

“I polished all the ice cubes.

“I put the top back on a milk bottle.

“I cleaned all the shelves.

“I’m worn out, and I deserve forty winks. Or fifty winks, come to that.”

“Oh,” I said, not being able to think of anything else.

“And another thing”, said Billy, “what are you doing out of bed at this time of night? It’s disgraceful.”

I decided that I liked this fierce little man, even though he was angry with me.

“Well,” I said, “I thought perhaps a lick or two of ice cream would be a comforting thing to have. Would you like some?”

He stood there for a moment, and thought about whether he was still cross with me or not.

“Well, all right,” he said at last, “I forgive you. But don’t say mean things to me again. It’s not easy being small and chilly, and I work very hard in here. And a fellow doesn’t like being woken up in the middle of the night and shouted at by someone who hasn’t even got his shoes on.”

I said how sorry I was, and then he gave me a wink and a little smile.

“Here,” he said, and pushed the ice cream over to me. “Be my guest.”
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And so that night, while I was having a lick or two of ice cream, Chilly Billy sat on the side of the dish and told me about himself and some of his adventures.

And we became friends. And he said I could tell you about his adventures. And starting tomorrow, I will.





CHAPTER THREE

ONE QUIET AFTERNOON when there wasn’t much else to do, Chilly Billy was doing his gardening down in the vegetable tray at the bottom of the fridge.

It was one of his favourite jobs. After a hard morning among the cans and packets and bottles, it was nice to get a little country air among the carrots and cabbages.
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He’d just finished putting some fresh, fat asparagus in a neat stack, and sat down next to the lettuce to catch his breath.

All of a sudden, he got that funny feeling you get when you know someone’s looking at you but you can’t see anybody.

He got up and looked behind the peaches. No. Nobody there.

The carrots were deserted. There was nobody in the asparagus. Or the cabbage. Or the green peppers.

Then, just when Billy thought he’d been imagining things, the lettuce blinked at him.
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Yes, a definite blink, coming from a pair of big brown eyes in the middle of the lettuce.

How extraordinary. Chilly Billy had seen hundreds and hundreds of lettuces before, but he’d never seen a lettuce with eyes.

“Good afternoon,” said Chilly Billy. “You’re a very rare kind of lettuce.”

“N-N-N-N-Nonense,” said a shivery voice. “I’m a c-c-c-c-c-caterpillar, and I’m f-f-f-f-freezing.”

Sure enough, out from behind a big lettuce leaf came this remarkable long caterpillar with lovely green stripes and twenty-four feet and big brown eyes. And he was the coldest caterpillar you’ve ever seen.

Shivering and shaking, his caterpillar nose turning blue, and his twenty-four feet all scrunched up against the freezing floor; he didn’t look at all happy. (As you know, caterpillars usually live in the garden, which is much warmer than any fridge.)

Seeing how cold the caterpillar looked, Chilly Billy had a kind and thoughtful idea.

“Here—wrap this lettuce leaf round you while I nip upstairs and fetch my spare scarf,” he said.

With the help of his trusty sucker boots, Billy ran straight up the side wall, and all the way to his little corner cupboard next to the ice cubes, got out his longest and warmest scarf, and was back down again before you could say frozen orange juice.

“Aaaah, that’s better,” said the caterpillar as he wrapped himself up in the scarf. “Now I can talk without my teeth chattering. Tell me something—Where am I?

“Before I tell you,” said Chilly Billy, “why don’t we go and sit on that peach? It’s got a nice furry skin, and it’s about the warmest place there is.”

So they sat on the peach, and the caterpillar listened carefully while Billy explained all about fridges and then, when he’d finished explaining, he said to the caterpillar, “How did you get in here? I’ve never seen you before, and I’m sure you haven’t been hiding because I would have heard you shivering.”

So the caterpillar, who was by now quite warm with Chilly Billy’s scarf round him, began to tell what had happened.

It had all started the day before, just after Stripy Norman (for that’s what the caterpillar was called) had eaten his usual light lunch: a double nibble of lettuce, with a daisy petal for pudding, and a small glass of dandelion juice.

As he usually did after lunch, Stripy Norman looked around for somewhere to take his afternoon nap.

It was hot out there in the garden, and when he saw a nice big cool green lettuce, he wriggled right into the very inside part of it, curled up, pulled a leaf over his head to shade himself from the sun, and went fast asleep.

Now this is not something that’s known by many people, but when caterpillars go to sleep, it’s very difficult to wake them up

Specially if they’ve just had lunch. They sleep, and they sleep, and nothing wakes them until they’re ready to wake.

That’s what happened. Someone came out to the garden, picked the lettuce, brought it back into the house and put it in the fridge to keep fresh. And not once during all that time did Stripy Norman even stir in his sleep.

He stayed all curled up with a lettuce leaf over his head, dreaming caterpillar dreams until it was time to wake up. And then he woke up, and there he was in the vegetable tray of the fridge.
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“Well, bless my boots,” said Chilly Billy after he’d heard the story. “What are we going to do with you now? You’re welcome to my spare scarf, and I can lend you a hat, but I don’t think you’d be very happy living here. It’s too cold for caterpillars.

Stripy Norman thought about it. And the more he thought, the sadder he looked. And it wasn’t long before he was crying long, thin caterpillar tears.

This made Chilly Billy sad, because he is a very kind-hearted little man despite those big boots.

“Don’t worry,” he said, putting his arm round Stripy Norman’s shoulder, “I’ll think of a way to get you back into the garden.”

Chilly Billy thought as hard as he could. When he thinks really hard, he likes to walk up onto the ceiling and hang there by the suckers on his boots. He says that thinking upside down, you often think of things you’d never think of standing right way up.

Back and forth, back and forth he paced across the ceiling. All of a sudden, with a slurp from his sucker pads, he jumped down from the ceiling with a big smile on his face.

“I’ve got it!” he said.

Stripy Norman cheered up at once, and stopped sniffling.

“What we’ll do,” said Chilly Billy, “is smuggle you out at dinnertime. Follow me.”

Chilly Billy led the way out of the vegetable tray, and up into the main part of the fridge, where all the dishes and bottles and packets were.

“There’s your disguise,” said Chilly Billy.

He pointed to an old china butter dish with a pattern of leaves round the edge.
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“You hide in the leaves of the pattern, and nobody will ever spot you. See? The green on the dish is exactly the same green as your stripes.”

Chilly Billy was quite right.

Stripy Norman climbed up onto the butter dish, and vanished. He matched the colour of the pattern so well, it was impossible to see him.

“Once you reach the dining room” said Chilly Billy, “the rest is easy. Down the table leg, across the floor, sharp left and you’re back in the garden again.

“Billy,” said Stripy Norman, “you’re a genius.”

“Yes,” said Chilly Billy, “I think you’re right. Quick! I can hear someone coming now. It must be dinnertime already.”

And it all worked out exactly as Chilly Billy said it would. Except that Stripy Norman went off in such a rush that he forgot to give Billy back his spare scarf.

So if you should ever see a caterpillar in your garden wearing a long woolly scarf, be specially nice to him. He’s a friend of Chilly Billy’s.
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CHAPTER FOUR

NOBODY, NOT EVEN Chilly Billy, has adventures all the time. He has his working days just like we do. But his working days aren’t like ours at all.

Chilly Billy’s day starts while it’s still dark, long before you’re even thinking of getting up. And the first thing he does is his exercises.

He hops out of bed and touches his toes a few times before he puts on his big boots.

Then he goes jogging. He jogs up the walls, across the bottles and cans and three times round the ice cube trays.

After that, he does his push-ups: twenty-five a day, and five extra on Sundays.

By this time, he’s ready to do his most favourite exercise, which is also the most difficult one.

You’ve probably noticed that the shelves in your fridge are made from lots of thin bars. Chilly Billy uses these rather like the men on the trapeze in the circus. He hangs upside down, he swings from bar to bar, he flips, he spins, he flies through the air.
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This is all pretty dangerous stuff, and perhaps you’re wondering what would happen if he fell.

There’s no room for a safety net inside the fridge. So instead, Billy always puts a good thick slice of Cheddar cheese on the shelf beneath him. (Blue cheese is too smelly. Cream cheese is too soft. Cheddar cheese is just right—firm and bouncy.)

But he hardly ever falls. And that’s why you hardly ever see any little dents in your cheese.

After his exercises, Billy has his bath—he rolls over and over in the frost at the bottom of the freezer compartment. This makes him feel all fresh and clean and ready for his day’s work.

Even though he’s been up for some time, it’s still very early in the morning. In fact, it’s only just coming up to breakfast time.

This is Chilly Billy’s rush hour. He has to organise everything down to the last detail, because there are usually three or four people poking around in the fridge every morning.

And you know how you are at breakfast time? Eyes half shut, still a little sleepy, not able to eat your corn flakes without the milk dripping on your chin?

Well, everybody’s like that, and Chilly Billy knows it. He knows that most of us are a little clumsy first thing in the morning. We’re quite likely to open the fridge door and knock something over on the way to the orange juice. Then there’s a mess, and Chilly Billy has to clear it up.

So before breakfast time, he puts all the things we’re going to need as close to the front as he can. The milk, the orange juice, the yogurt, the butter. You have a look tomorrow at breakfast time, and I bet you’ll find them near the front.

They didn’t get there on their own. Chilly Billy put them there. And when you’re less than half an inch tall, they’re very heavy to move around. That’s why Chilly Billy does all those strengthening exercises.

After the breakfast rush is over, Billy starts his tour of inspection.

The first stop is that little dial just inside the fridge door. It usually has the word “COLDER” written on it with an arrow that shows you which way to turn it.

Every morning, on his tiny frost-proof transistor radio, Billy listens to the weather forecast. If it’s going to be very hot outside, he turns the dial forward to make the inside of the fridge colder. If the weather’s going to be cold, he turns the dial back.

Once he’s set the temperature for the day, Billy does his daily leak, dribble, drip and glop check. He goes round the packets and cans and bottles and containers and dishes with his clean-up case.
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Inside this case are the special gadgets he needs to mop up the leaks and drips and dribbles that somehow happen no matter how careful you are.

And of all the clever things in Billy’s case, the cleverest is the amazing stretchy pole.

It folds up very short and small. But it can stretch and stretch to reach the high corners that Billy can’t reach even when he’s standing on the tiptoes of his big boots.

On to the end of this pole, he can fix all kinds of different things. There’s a sponge for milk and juice drops. A rubber scrubber for sticky smears of yogurt or jelly or jam. And a tiny vacuum cleaner to suck up crumbs.

By the time he’s finished cleaning up, Billy’s ready for his lunch—usually a drop of cold soup, a nibble of cheese and maybe some strawberry yogurt.

Once, forgetting that they’re supposed to be cooked, he tried a couple of frozen peas. They made him turn green and he felt very strange. Ever since then, he’s preferred tomato soup, which tastes good even when it’s cold.

After lunch is when Chilly Billy has the most fun of the day; that’s when he does his training for the Great Cross-Refrigerator Race, the most important event in the Fridge Olympics and Frozen Sports. (More about them another time.)

You’ve never seen anything like Billy’s training. Imagine a mixture of running, jumping, mountain-climbing, wall-walking and ceiling-hanging—it’s like that all at once.

The idea is to start at the bottom left-hand corner of the fridge, and get up to the top right-hand corner as quickly as possible.

So Billy has to run and jump and swing and suck with his sucker boots, and by the time he’s finished he’s an extremely hot little man. A quick roll in the frost to cool off, and then he has to get ready for dinner.

Dinner is just like breakfast, only different. Instead of milk and orange juice, Billy has to arrange the meat and the butter and the vegetables in the front of the fridge where they’re easy to get at.

Then, while you’re eating your dinner, Billy eats his. (But don’t ever think you can surprise him. If you ever try to catch him eating, he’ll hear you coming and hide.)

At last, when he’s feeling rather full and quite sleepy, Billy climbs all the way up into the freezer compartment, past the ice cubes, through a secret door in the back, and into his bedroom. And what a wonderful bedroom it is.

First of all, Billy doesn’t sleep on a bed with a mattress. He has a bed of crushed ice.

His bedside lamp is a glowing icicle.

And there’s a big hole in the corner of the room with a shiny, slippery pole going down through the floor.

This is Billy’s lightning light pole, and it goes all the way down to the light switch.

He can jump out of bed, slide down the pole and put the light on in less than the time it takes you to blink your eye.

It’s the quickest way there is of turning the light on, and Billy’s got so used to doing it that he can almost do it in his sleep.

But, for the moment, nobody’s coming. Chilly Billy’s in bed, reading his favourite ghost story, THE HAUNTED FRIDGE.

Very soon now, it will be time to turn out his icicle and go to sleep.

And if you say, “Goodnight, Billy,” and listen very hard, you might just hear a tiny voice from a long way away saying goodnight to you.

[image: images]





CHAPTER FIVE

IT WAS TIME to get up. Chilly Billy knew it was time to get up, but he just didn’t feel like it.

In fact, he felt awful. His head was aching, he was hot and tingly, he didn’t want his breakfast, and his ears were bright red.

He was altogether rather poorly. There was only one thing to do, and that was call for help.
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For moments like this, Chilly Billy keeps a little walkie-talkie next to his bed. He twiddled the dial and tuned in to the special I.C.E. (In Case of Emergencies) wavelength.

“Hello,” whispered Billy,” it’s me here and I don’t feel at all well.”

“What happened, Billy?” asked a cheerful voice from the walkie-talkie.” Have you eaten too much chocolate cake? Did you fall off an ice cube? Has there been an avalanche?”

“If you’d stop asking so many questions, maybe I could tell you,” said Billy in a grumpy voice. “Nothing like that happened. I just feel terrible, and I don’t know what’s wrong but my ears are all red and my head hurts.”

“Right,” said the walkie-talkie in a leave-it-to-us kind of voice: “Listen. There’s a delivery of a dozen eggs due to arrive in your fridge this morning, and we’ll have a nurse aboard the egg carton. Over and out.”

“Thank you very much and out to you too,” said Billy gratefully.

As bad as he felt, Billy struggled out of bed and did his morning chores, because he hates to let his fridge get messy.

Just as he’d finished, and had stopped for a rest, he had to slide down his lightning light pole and switch on the light. Someone was coming.

It was a big delivery. Milk, butter, lemonade, two kinds of fruit juice, half a pound of cheese and yes, there it was, a large carton of eggs.
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No sooner had the door closed when Billy heard a voice coming from somewhere among the eggs.

“What do you think you’re doing out of bed? No, don’t tell me—I know. You’re waiting to help me with my bag.”

And with that, a big bag like the ones doctors have came sailing out of the egg carton, and Chilly Billy just managed to catch it without getting flattened.

He was getting ready to be very angry when he saw the nurse climbing down from the egg carton.

She was beautiful. He stopped being angry.

“Come along,” she said, “don’t just stand there with your mouth open. Let’s get you into bed.”

Into the bedroom they went, and the nurse started to examine him.

She looked at his tongue.

She felt his forehead.

She looked at his bright red ears.

She took his temperature.

“Hmmmmm,” she said thoughtfully.

“Well?” said Billy.

“No—not well at all,” said the nurse. “You know what you’ve got?” She nodded to herself. “You’ve got a nasty Warm.”

“A Warm? Oh dear,” said Billy, feeling even more sorry for himself.

Because a Warm for someone like Billy is just as bad as a Cold is for someone like you.

“Now let’s see,” said the nurse. “We must keep you nice and cold, give you plenty of iced tea, and you must stay in your bed of crushed ice for a day or two.”

“Impossible,” said Billy. “Who’s going to switch the light on and off? Who’s going to clean up? The ice cubes will get frosty. The shelves will get sticky. There’s work to be done. I can’t stay in bed.”

“Yes you can and yes you will,” said the nurse, looking very stern and waving her thermometer at Billy. “I’ll take care of the fridge and everything will be fine. So you just take this anti-Warm pill and stay there and keep nice and cold.”

Billy lay down on the bed grumbling quietly, but because he really did feel ill and because the nurse really was very beautiful, he didn’t grumble loud enough for her to hear.

And as the nurse went off to see what needed doing in the fridge, Billy went into a deep sleep.

He slept and he slept and he slept. Believe it or not, he slept for a whole day and a whole night.

When at last he woke up, he felt much better. He looked in the mirror, and his ears weren’t red any more. He bent down and touched his toes, but his head didn’t hurt. It just goes to show, he thought to himself as he brushed his hair, you should always do what you’re told when you feel ill.
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As he sat on the edge of his bed wondering where the nurse was, he heard some very busy-sounding noises coming from the downstairs part of the fridge.

“Nurse,” he called out, “I’m feeling much better and quite hungry and can I get up?”

The noises down below stopped, and the nurse came up to Billy’s room. She was carrying a tray with a slice of fresh strawberry and a glass of milk on it.

She looked at him, and felt his head and inspected his ears. “You’re looking much better. In fact you’re really quite a handsome fellow.”

Billy blushed, and was secretly very pleased.

The nurse puffed up Billy’s pillow. “Have your breakfast, and then we’ll get you up for a walk.”

“Do you know,” said Billy in between mouthfuls of strawberry, “I felt so ill when you first arrived I didn’t even ask your name. What is it? I can’t keep calling you Nurse.”

“Well, it’s very much like yours; I’m called Lily.”

“I like that name,” said Billy.

“That’s lucky,” Lily said, “because it’s the only one I’ve got.”

And so they chatted for a while, and Billy finished up his breakfast and felt even better, and the two of them set off on a walk round the fridge.

It looked spotless. Lily had obviously worked very hard. The ice cubes were gleaming. The cartons and bottles were clean and polished. The vegetable tray was cool and green and freshly watered. It was all just as though Billy had done it himself. (And maybe, but don’t tell him I said so, just a little bit better.)
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They walked over to the egg rack, and sat down on top of an egg to enjoy the view across the strawberries down to the thick yellow chunk of cheese on the bottom shelf.

“It’s lovely here,” said Lily with a sigh, “but now that you’re well again, I must think about going. Do you know when the next packet of peas is due to leave?”

When he heard this, Billy felt sad. He suddenly realised how very much he liked Lily. It was lovely having someone to talk to, and someone to share the good things of the fridge with him.

Billy took a deep breath and got as brave as he could and reached out and took Lily’s little hand.

“Don’t catch the next packet of peas, Lily,” he said, “stay here with me.” And then, in a great rush in case she’d say no before he finished, he went on: “You must admit that it’s a large and handsome fridge, with plenty of room and we could have friends to stay and parties and lots of fun and besides,” (here he had to stop for breath and pluck up his courage and squeeze Lily’s hand as tight as he could), “I love you.”

Then he went extremely pink and scuffled his boots and looked very carefully at his toes.

“Oh Billy!” said Lily, and leant over and kissed him once on the ear and three times on the nose.

And so, hand in hand, they went up to their home in the freezer compartment very happy, and full of plans for all the things they were going to do together.

And later on, when the evening packet of peas left, Billy and Lily stood at the edge of the freezer compartment and waved it goodbye.





CHAPTER SIX

EVERY YEAR, ABOUT the time when the owners of fridges go off on their holidays, Chilly Billy and his friends held The Great Annual Fridge Olympics and Frozen Sports.
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Billy’s friends came from far and wide, and no wonder; this was the most important event of the frozen sporting year.

Because there were so many visitors, Billy couldn’t possibly fit them all into his home behind the ice cube tray. So they had to sleep packed head-to-toe like sardines in those narrow shelves inside the door.
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And what a grand time they had. Every evening, there was a party in the butter compartment, hide-and-seek among the vegetables, and a remarkable game of musical eggs, which I’ll tell you about another time.

The days were spent training, and if you happened to be taking a stroll through the fridge, you had to keep your eyes open so as not to be bumped into by all the little men who would suddenly come whizzing round corners or leaping from an overhead shelf.

The events that made up the Fridge Olympics included just about every frozen sport you could think of, and a few unfrozen ones too.

The ski-runs were in the freezer compartment, and a ski-jump had been made by coating the sloping top of a milk carton with ice. After coming off the carton at great speed, the skiers, their tiny arms and legs whirling to help them go further, would land safely on a large and very squishy slice of lemon meringue pie. (Difficult to climb out of, just in case you ever think of jumping in it yourself.)

Then there were the acrobatics—swinging, twirling, and flying through the air from the shelf bars. Only the most daring and athletic were allowed to enter, because it was really quite dangerous.
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And the biggest and strongest competitors had an event all to themselves: Tossing the Carrot.

The idea was to get hold of a carrot at the big end, balance it upright in the hands, and fling it as far as possible with a mighty heave. When you think that an ordinary size carrot of the kind you would eat weighs much more than any little man, you can understand what great strength is needed. (A good aim is needed as well. There are many sad stories of spectators being injured by badly tossed carrots.)

All these events, and many others, were included in the Fridge Olympics.

But the most important event of all, where the winner won a huge gold medal, was the Great Cross-Refrigerator Race. And that’s what Chilly Billy had been training for all year long. (Remember? That’s what I told you he did in the afternoons.)

Billy was very good at this race, and he hoped to win. But he had a serious rival, a real expert at cross-refrigerator racing who had come all the way from Birmingham, where he lived and trained in a refrigerator factory.

Nobody knew his real name; he was called the Mad Jumper, because of his rolling eyes and amazing leaps, and he was huge. He must have been nearly three quarters of an inch tall, even without his boots on. And that, for a tiny man, is very, very big.

For the last two days, the Mad Jumper hadn’t joined in any of the games with the others. He’d just sat on his own, polishing his boots and glaring at Chilly Billy. He was determined to win, and he didn’t intend to let Billy stop him.

At last, the day of the great race came. Bright and early, all the spectators settled down along the race course, which started at the bottom left-hand corner of the fridge, and ended at the top right-hand corner.

A roar went up from the crowd as Chilly Billy and the Mad Jumper took their places at the starting line. Billy, who isn’t very big at the best of times, looked even smaller next to the giant Jumper. But he wasn’t going to let that worry him.

I may be small, he thought to himself, but I’m as nippy as they come. Big as he is, I’ll keep up with him.

They were ready.

Billy’s friend Lily, who was starting the race, called out, “On your marks.”

Billy and the Mad Jumper shuffled their boots and flexed their toes nervously.

“Right,” said Lily, “when I pop this Rice Krispie, that’s the signal to be off. The first one to reach the top gets the gold medal and a kiss from me.”

“Save your breath,” said the Mad Jumper with a nasty laugh, “I’ll want a big kiss when I win.”

Billy was furious, but before he could say anything Lily popped the starting Krispie and the race was on.

The two racers had completely different styles. Billy was running as fast as he could along the bottom of the fridge, but the Mad Jumper looked more like a kangaroo. He was taking huge hops, and it wasn’t long before he was out in front.

He looked back at Billy and sneered.

“What’s the matter, shorty? Have you got lead in your boots?” And he hopped away, laughing his nasty laugh.

Billy saved his breath, for they were just coming up to the first wall, and he was going to need all his energy to climb up it.

Even the Mad Jumper couldn’t hop up walls, so by the time they had climbed to the first shelf, Billy had caught up and they were side by side as they came to the first swing of the race.

They had to swing across the shelf to reach the opposite wall, and this is where Billy’s training started to pay off.
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He was like a flying monkey, swinging round and round on one bar and then whizzing off to catch another bar further on.

And when they reached the far wall, Billy was well ahead.

By now, the spectators were all jumping up and down with excitement. They didn’t like the Mad Jumper’s nasty ways, and they wanted Billy to beat him.

But the race wasn’t over yet, by a long way.

The shelf that the two had reached was a solid one, and the Jumper was catching up on Billy by leaps and bounds and hops.
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They were neck and neck. Now the Jumper had overtaken Billy, and was getting further ahead with each hop.

Suddenly, hidden from the crowd by an icicle, the Jumper stopped, took something out of his pocket, and squirted it all over the shelf before hopping off again.
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Billy was running so fast that he couldn’t stop to see what the Jumper had squirted on the floor. And then, to his horror, he found out what it was. His sucker boots started slipping and sliding until he could hardly stand, let alone run.

That wicked Jumper had covered the floor with cooking oil so that Billy’s suckers couldn’t suck! And there was another wall to climb before the final stretch of the race.

What was Billy to do?

Slipping and sliding and trying to run, Billy thought the hardest he’d ever thought in his life.

Then, just as he reached the wall where his sucker boots would be useless, he had a brainwave.

Unwinding his long woolly scarf, he threw it up and over the bars of the shelf above him so that it made a kind of rope. Kicking off his slippery boots, he climbed up his scarf and on to the next shelf.

The Jumper, meanwhile, was hopping along quite slowly with his hands in his pockets, feeling quite sure that he had put Billy out of the race for good.

So when the cheers of the crowd behind him made him turn around, he could hardly believe his eyes.

Chilly Billy had given himself a push off from the wall, and was sliding along the shelf at headlong speed on his socks.

The Jumper hopped and bounded and jumped his hardest, but it was no good. Billy slid past him like a rocket, his trusty scarf streaming behind him, and crossed the finishing line so fast that he crashed into the cheering spectators before he could stop.
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“Oh Billy,” said Lily, giving him his gold medal and a big kiss. “Well done! I’m so proud of you.”

“Phew,” puffed Billy, “if it wasn’t for those socks you knitted for me, I’d never have won. They must be the fastest socks in the world.”

And that was how Chilly Billy won the Great Cross-Refrigerator Race, much to everyone’s delight.

As for the Mad Jumper, he was sent back to Birmingham in disgrace, and forbidden by the Fridge Olympic Committee to enter any more races until he stopped his nasty tricks.

And the gold medal is still hanging up on the wall of Billy’s bedroom today, next to his world-beating socks.





CHAPTER SEVEN

THE MINUTE BILLY woke up, he knew it was a special day.

Now what can it be, he thought to himself, still too sleepy to remember what was so special about it.

It’s not the first day of my holidays, because that’s not till next month.

It’s not Christmas, because that’s not till Christmas time.

And I had a bath and a haircut yesterday, so it can’t be that.

Still wondering and rubbing his eyes, he sat up. Then he saw, at the end of his bed, a large and oddly shaped package, beautifully wrapped in shiny red paper with a green ribbon tied round it.

Billy got out of bed and took a closer look at the package.

There was a card on top, with his name written on the envelope. He opened it.

And then he remembered; today was his birthday!

The card said: HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO BILLY AND DON’T FALL OFF SIGNED WITH LOVE YOUR FRIEND LILY XXX.
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Wide awake now, and full of excitement, Billy poked at the package and squeezed it and walked round it twice and stood on his head and looked at it upside down, but he still couldn’t guess what it was.

Then he heard a laugh behind him, and there was Lily standing in the doorway.

“Why don’t you open it, you silly old thing?” she said. “Then you can have this special birthday breakfast I’ve made for you.”

Billy untied the ribbon and took all the shiny red paper off, and then had to sit down rather quickly because he was so excited about what he saw.

It had a saddle, and handlebars, and pedals, just like a bicycle.

But instead of wheels, it had two little skis, one at each end. It was an Icycle, a shiny silver Icycle that Billy could ride all round the fridge.

“Lily, it’s beautiful! Thank you very much. Now I understand why your card said don’t fall off.”

Billy was so thrilled with his Icycle that he had his birthday breakfast sitting in the saddle, and it was only with great difficulty that Lily persuaded him to get off and change out of his pyjamas.

Finally he got off, got dressed and went down to help Lily get everything ready for his not-so-surprise birthday party.

As Lily explained to him, “It’s easy to keep a present hidden, but it’s very difficult to hide a birthday party, specially when you’re living in a fridge. So you’ll have to pretend to be surprised when everybody arrives.”

And that was why it was going to be a not-so-surprise party.

There was a lot to do. All Billy’s friends and relations were coming, and Lily was turning the vegetable tray into a huge dining room where they could sit down together for supper.
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And what a supper it would be. Lily had made coconut snow, pineapple milk, Stripy Norman sandwiches, chocolate chip yogurt, fruit and nut salad and an Indescribably Delicious Birthday Cake.

While Lily was getting this all ready, Billy did helpful things on his Icycle, like riding it up to the very top of the fridge to see if anything needed doing up there, and then racing down again when he found that it didn’t.

At last it was all ready. Lily’s delicious food was laid out on a big round table, which was actually the lid from a peanut butter jar covered with a tablecloth.

All around the table were seats that Billy had made by chopping up a large carrot—one little cube for everyone except himself. He told Lily that he’d run out of carrot at the very last minute and would have to eat his supper sitting on his Icycle.

It was a very good thing they were ready, because just then the birthday guests began to arrive.

They came in two’s and three’s, all dressed in their best and wishing Billy many happy returns as they came through the door.

Stripy Norman was there, still proudly wearing Billy’s spare scarf and with smart new shoes on each of his twenty-four feet.

Billy’s favourite Uncle Ernie came, with his long white beard reaching almost down to his sucker boots.

Lily’s three cousins, Little Lily, Ted from next door, and Where’s Albert arrived next. (In case you’re wondering, Where’s Albert is called that because he’s always getting lost, so people are always having to say, “Where’s Albert?” Anyway, today, thank goodness, he didn’t get lost.)

Then a whole crowd of Billy’s sporting friends arrived, including, much to everyone’s surprise, the Mad Jumper.

Lily had invited him because she thought he’d be lonely sitting at home in the fridge factory in Birmingham while the others were having fun. So there he was on his best behaviour, with a present for Billy tucked under his arm.

Finally, the last guest, a snail called Desmond who was a friend of Stripy Norman’s, came very slowly through the door and the party began.

The Mad Jumper banged on the table so that the others would stop talking.

“Billy,” said the Jumper, “before you open your presents, I’d like to wish you a very happy birthday from all of us.”

Everybody clapped and cheered and whistled and stamped their sucker boots. The Jumper waited for the noise to die down, and then went on.

“Where I come from,” he said, “a birthday isn’t a birthday without Birthday Bumps. So I suggest we proceed with the Bumps at once.”

And before he knew it, Billy found himself in the middle of a large lettuce leaf with his friends holding on to the edges.

“One ... Two ... Three ... UP!” called out the Mad Jumper.

And with a great pull on the edges of the lettuce leaf, Billy’s friends sent him sailing up in the air, caught him again as he came down, and bumped his bottom, not too hard, on the floor.

There was a toss and a bump for every year of Billy’s age, which was seven, and an extra one just in case, which made eight, and then one for luck.

A little dizzy from his Bumps, Billy climbed out of the lettuce and started opening all his presents.

Old Uncle Ernie gave him a red and white spotted bow tie, for Sunday best, with a pair of very grand red and white spotted braces to keep his trousers up.

A long-lost Aunt sent a beautiful book called FAMOUS POLAR BEARS THROUGH THE AGES, because she knew how much Billy liked bears. The book had pictures of all the best bears in the world, and important information like what they eat for breakfast and how old they are when they learn to swim.

Even Lily’s smallest cousin had brought Billy a present—a pair of luminous bootlaces that glowed in the dark so that Billy could see where his boots were at night.

From Stripy Norman, Billy received a genuine caterpillar scarf, in different stripes of green. It looked exactly like Stripy Norman but without the legs.

And the Mad Jumper, who was turning out to be quite a pleasant fellow after all, gave Billy two Secret Springs.

“Put those on the bottom of your boots,” he said, “and you’ll be able to do giant hops like me.”

And so they sat down to supper, Billy hopping up on his springs whenever he could find an excuse, and jumping clean over the table three times just to fetch the pineapple milk.

Lily finally had to ask him to sit down, because she said it was like having supper with a helicopter, and all his flying around was making her dizzy.

So they ate and they ate until they thought they could eat no more.

And just when they were almost absolutely full to bursting, Lily brought in Billy’s birthday cake, which was a layer of chocolate cake covered with a layer of vanilla ice cream covered with hot chocolate sauce.

It was so delicious that they all suddenly found a little extra room that they thought they didn’t have and before long there wasn’t a crumb left.

Old Uncle Ernie and Lily’s three cousins, who weren’t used to being up so late or eating so much, had fallen asleep in a bed of lettuce, and even Billy was beginning to feel tired after all the excitement.

It was time to go to bed.

Slowly, feeling very full and very sleepy, the guests left, wishing Billy one last Happy Birthday as they said goodbye.

Now the fridge was quiet.

“I’ve had so much fun, Lily,” said Billy as he had one last sit on his Icycle, “thank you for my party and everything.”

But Lily didn’t answer. She had fallen asleep too, curled up on the top of a baby tomato.

And that’s where we’ll leave them, until the next time.
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CHILLY BILLY’S FAVOURITES

THESE ARE SOME of the things that Billy loves to eat on special days or when he’s feeling very pleased with himself. He asked me to tell you how they’re made, in case you should want to try them. (If you ask your mother nicely, perhaps she’ll help you with the difficult bits.)

STRIPY NORMAN SANDWICH

Take a long thin roll and make deep cuts at equal distances along the top without cutting all the way through.

Into the cuts put butter (or mayonnaise) and as much ham, lettuce, tomato and cheese as you can squeeze in.

Put two little squares of cheese on sticks in one end for eyes, and there you are: a caterpillar you can eat.

FRIED EGG IN BED

Cut quite a big hole in the middle of a slice of bread. Fry one side of the bread, then turn it over and break the egg very carefully into the hole in the middle. Fry until done. It tastes as good as it looks.
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PINEAPPLE MILK

Put a couple of slices of pineapple, a little vanilla ice cream and a glass of milk in the blender and blend until it’s all mixed together. Some people (like Lily’s cousins) have it with cinnamon sprinkled on top, and some people don’t.

COCONUT SNOW

Whip up some thick cream, very fine sugar, and a good dollop of desiccated coconut. Very rich, but very good.

CHOCOLATE CHIP YOGURT

Take one plain yogurt and as many chocolate chips as you think you can get away with, and mix them all up together. You mustn’t cheat by leaving all the chocolate chips on top.

BILLY’S BIRTHDAY CAKE

Start with a layer of chocolate cake. Cover with a layer of vanilla ice cream, and keep in the freezer until you’re ready. Then, just before you eat it, pour on rather a lot of hot chocolate sauce.

BAKED BANANAS

You should allow two bananas each. Slice them in half lengthwise and put in a flat oven dish. Sprinkle with brown sugar, squeeze the juice of an orange and half a lemon over the top, and add several blobs of butter. Bake in a moderate oven for about 20 minutes. The perfect Baked Banana should be almost too hot to eat, and very squishy. You can add a little cream or ice cream if you’re feeling thin.
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