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If his customer (he liked to use official terms 



like that because it sounded professional) was 



a really big bully or very mean to smaller kids, 



Timothy would always be prepared to do BOGOF 



deals (Buy one, get one free) in the hope it meant 



they spent twice as long on the loo that night 



rolling around in agony. The reality was that the 



bullies were never able to get off the bog. Some 



of the bullies who loved chocolate ended up just 



eating his out-of-date chocolate and living on 



the bog (never able to BOG-OFF). 



He loved helping his customers to get good 



deals. Timothy thought that there was something 



poetic about using his business talents to beat the 



bullies, because they were never bright enough 



to understand why they were sat on the loo all 



night, returning the next day to buy more cut 



price putrid chocolate bars. Being a bully also 
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meant they had to be cool, so they wouldn’t tell 



their mates what had happened, which meant 



none of them caught on. Once a big bully stole a 



chocolate bar from Timothy. Instead of making 



Timothy angry, this made him smile and he 



slipped an extra free bar into the bully’s bag when 



he wasn’t looking. This particular big bully had 



the next three days off school with squidgy bum. 



Sometimes he would cycle past a local bully’s 



house in the evening just to see the light on in the 



loo, listening to the yowls of agony, and watching 



the dark green stench waft out of the smallest 



torture room in the house as the victim parted 



with yet another out-of-date chocolate bar. He 



would giggle all the way home.



He wished the bullies would attack him when 



he was with his miserable, joyless Nan, because 



he was sure she would make mincemeat out of 
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them. One day, when Timothy was on a bus with 



his nan, a couple of boys were slightly rude to 



her. She stood up, pulled the emergency cord, 



and screamed at them whilst giving them both 



a huge wedgie, then pulled their baseball caps 



over their eyes and shoved two raw eggs into 



their mouths. She then pushed them off the bus. 



As the bus pulled away, leaving the rude boys in 



the middle of nowhere, they were both crying. 



Nan sat back down, rubbed her hands and went 



back to being silently miserable. It was one of 



the best days ever.
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Chapter 2
Money makes the world



go around



Each week, Timothy had to give the bullies his 



pocket money, which meant he never had enough 



to pay for his lunch. This made him very keen on 



making money for himself, and he always had 



lots of business ideas. 



Timothy was only five years old when he 



put a cardboard sign outside his parents’ house 



advertising a ‘Garage Sale’. Passers-by were 



surprised when Timothy answered the front door 
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and he tried to sell them the actual garage – it 



was a simple enough mistake. 



He practised his money making by playing 



games. He was a master of Monopoly – he would 



win by wearing the other players out. He never 



took a toilet break and would refuse all food and 



drink, and stopped his challengers from having 



any either. Eventually his opponents would 



tearfully back off and concede defeat by going 



home and filling up on crisps and fizzy drinks. 



One of his projects to raise money was to 



collect football memorabilia to resell on the 



internet. He had been quite successful with a 



football sock from Woolton Wanderers’ famous 



goalie, Lankey Rarms, that he bought for £10 



and resold to someone in Kathmandu for £12. 



(This £2 profit was swallowed by the £25 postal 



charge, but Timothy’s mum never told him about 
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that.) He also traded mud from the football boot 



of Kuan-wu (a well know Taiwanese forward 



from Blinky Rovers Northern) for a sweatband 



from Ronny Silver-Balls, a defender who played 



for Neverton United. Timothy wasn’t sure the 



mud had come off Kuan-wu’s boot, but anyway 



the boy who bought it had been happy to swap it 



for the sweatband. He got a tidy profit by selling 



that sweatband.



To help his research, Timothy bought the 



Dragons’ Den box set with the birthday money 



his sister gave to him. He would watch the 



nervous entrepreneurs bid to get an investment 



and then he would recite their sales pitches by 



heart to amuse Nan. But Nan wasn’t amused. 



However, Nan was not amused at most things. 



Come to think about it, Timothy had never seen 



Nan amused at anything, even when Aunty 
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Jemima’s false teeth fell out of her mouth when 



she was taking Holy Communion at Mass one 



Sunday. Everybody else in 



church laughed about 



it for weeks, but not 



Timothy’s Nan. 



Nan would come to 



Timothy’s house on the 



bus, which she said was 



late, dirty and expensive. 



She would tell Timothy how 



boring all the soap operas 



were and why it was a waste of 



time watching them. Timothy could 



not understand why she watched them if they 



were a waste of time but Nan explained that if 



she didn’t watch them she would have nothing 



to talk about at bingo on Sunday nights. 
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Although Nan loved going to the bingo, she 



said it was fixed so that other people always won 



the Weekly Super Prize. Nan also said the bingo 



caller would put chewing gum on the bottom of 



the bingo balls she needed so that she could never 



win. When Nan went on one like that, Timothy 



would look at Dad and they would both roll their 



eyes in disbelief.



Nan would grumble about the discount shop 



at the end of her road; it was called the 50p shop. 



Timothy loved going to the 50p shop with 



Nan because he would ask her, “How much is 



this, Nan?” 



“50p,” his Nan would bark. 



“Oh thanks. How much is this, Nan?” he 



would ask politely. 



“It’s 50p, everything is 50p, that’s why it’s 



called the 50p shop.” His Nan would grind her 
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teeth. (Actually, they weren’t her teeth, they 



belonged to the dentist at the Co-op by the 



roundabout. She had never paid for them because 



she said they were awful, but for the purposes of 



this story we are going to call them Nan’s teeth.) 



“Oh, ok, thanks Nan,” Timothy would say with 



a saintly smile and a glint in his eye. 



His pocket money would be used to buy out-



of-date chocolate bars for 1p each (50 of them 



in a pack = 50p) and sell them at school to 



unsuspecting bullies for 50p each. Timothy took 



some pleasure in selling them to the bullies 



because he could dream at night that they had 



spent all evening on the loo, rolling around 



in agony as another out-of-date chocolate bar 



squiggled out of their bum. The next day, he 



would sell them more out-of-date chocolate bars 



at 50p. 











