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Stalybridge was excitedly packing his suitcase ready for a 

holiday in Myanmar with Mum. He threw in his ‘Sloth on Tour’ 

T-Shirt, seven packs of out of date poppadums, his favourite 

pebble and a pot of ketchup. 

“I’m reddy!” he shouted. 

“Oh you pain!” roared his stressed 

Mum, running over to him to wipe off 

all the ketchup Stalybridge had 

squirted all over himself.  

“Now I’m not reddy...but I am 

READY!” 

Stalybridge, smelling soapy, picked 

up his case. Mum picked up her barrel of coffee. 

“Now we’re both ready!” Stalybridge giggled, randomly 

crushing poppadums into the wall with a look of pure evil on 

his face. 

“OK then Stals”, said Mum, “go and hide the key under the 

rock in the garden.” 

Dutifully, Stalybridge grabbed the 

front door key and wandered off into 

the garden. 

 

 

  



As soon as he stepped on the grass, crowds appeared, 

shouting 

“DO  IT, DO IT, DO IT!” and “The People’s Elbow!!!!” 

Suddenly the shed exploded and The Rock stood there, flexing 

his wrestler muscles. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Fuelled by the adoration of his baying fans, The Rock charged 

at Stalybridge, laying a perfect spear on his tiny opponent. 

Stalybridge lay panting on the ground, poppadums and vomit 

around his mouth. 

“THE PEOPLE’S ELBOW!” the crowd roared. 

 



The Rock took off his elbow pad and threw it at the old woman 

next door, who thought it was a grenade, so she dived away 

from it to her death, into the fish pond. 

The Rock leaped like a gymnastic moose, and his hefty python 

of an arm raced towards Stalybridge’s tiny face. 

 

HIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIYA!!!!!!!!! 
 

Right at the last minute, Stalybridge pulled out a hidden AK47 

and peppered The Rock with bullets, until his body looked like 

somebody had poured beetroot juice into a colander.  

“But why?” whispered The Rock, in his dying breath. 

“Mum said I gotta hide the key under you innit” said 

Stalybridge, as he slid his key under The Rock. 

 

 



On the plane to Hong Kong, Stalybridge ate six packets of 

peanuts. On the next plane, from Hong Kong to Yangon, the 

capital city of Myanmar, Stalybridge vomited twice. 

They got off the plane and collected their bags, before jumping 

into a taxi. Their driver was called Aung Tan. 

Staly stared scaredly at the city outside the window. He saw 

packs of dogs roaming the streets, and children with no Mums 

or Dads about, even at 2am in the morning. 

“I’m fwightened” said Stalybridge, in a cute voice. 

At the traffic lights, the driver stopped and opened his car 

door and spat out what looked like a whole mouthful of blood 

out onto the road. 

“REEEEEEE REEEEEEEEEEEEE REEEEEEEEEEE!” squealed 

Stalybridge in a terrified panic, pointing at Aung Tan. 

“Bleedy man bleedy man!!!” 

Stalybridge kicked at the windows, trying to escape. 

The driver turned 

around and smiled, 

showing a mouth 

full of shiny red 

teeth.  

 

 

 



“Betel” growled the driver. 

Stalybridge blinked, realised he was still scared and confused, 

ad began squealing again. 

“REEEEEEEEEEEE REEEEEEEEEEEEE REEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!” 

Mum put her hand over Stalybridge’s mouth to silence him, 

and flicked him in the head to calm him. 

“Stalybridge, it’s not blood 

it’s the Betel Nut. People 

chew it in Myanmar like an 

addictive snack. You chew 

and then spit out the red 

liquid.” 

Stalybridge wiped away his 

tears, as the car pulled up. 

They got out and entered the hotel and went to bed. 

 

When they woke up to 

the noise and heat, 

people filled the packed 

streets, and buses, cars 

and taxis honked their 

horns. 

 

 



“Crikey!” said Stalybridge, pretending to be an old posh man. 

“It’s blinking hot out here I say, I’m sweating like Taimur in 

an oven!” 

“It’s 43 degrees hot” said Mum, after checking the 

thermometer she always keeps in her pocket for convenience. 

“Golly gee whizz me oh my me old Jimmy Wizzler..” 

“ENOUGH” snapped Mum, tired of Stalybridge being so 

strange and weird. 

They walked the street in search of food but 

everything they saw made them feel gross. 

Buckets of fish heads. Uncooked chicken 

covered in flies on the hot street. Strange 

spiky fruit that smells of poo and death.  

“Ww ww ww what is ... what is THAT?!” 

Stalybridge whispered, pointing dramatically up Maha 

Bandoola Road. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A thousand crows all sat on a telephone line, and all at once 

they all turned to face Stalybridge. 

“Oh no... not again.” 

The crows all flew at Stalybridge shouting BWARK trying to 

peck out his eyes. 

Stalybridge saw a lady selling the Piripiriyani he invented, so 

he dived into her shop and explained that he invented it. 

She said, “Ohhhhhh ees Starbreedge who do Pipiyarri!” 

Glowing with pride at having met a famous food inventor, the 

lady grabbed a sniper rifle and shot dead every crow, right in 

the beak. 

“Thank heavens that’s over,” breathed Mum, in relief. 

“It’s never over, not with the crows,” replied Stalybridge 

mysteriously, narrowing his eyes into little lines. 

Then they jogged 350km north to the village of Nyaungshwe 

on the banks of the Inle Lake. 



“Fun fun fun!” shouted Stalybridge, as they jumped into a 

little boat, ready for an adventure. 

Mum got in and their 

Burmese boatman got the 

motor running. They drifted 

through reeds and fields, as 

egrets And gulls flew 

overhead. They cascaded 

beneath bamboo bridges as 

local people brought their 

cows to the riverbank to drink. The sun reflected gloriously off 

of the rippling water. 

 



“Got any scoobies? I’m bored.” asked Stalybridge. 

“You are an ungrateful little worm!” replied Mum, abusively. 

Stalybridge began sulking, wishing he was playing with 

scoobies and eating chicken and chips. 

Mum marvelled at the miraculous montage mirrored moodily, 

meandering through the marshes. 

Stalybridge bit her on the face and whispered 

“No alliteration Mamaji, not in Myanmar.” 

Mum apologised, they hugged and kissed and began enjoying 

the beauty of the lake. 

 

 

The next day, at breakfast, Stalybridge was eating Congee, 

which is a type of fish porridge eaten in Myanmar, when Mum 

surprised him... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 AAAARGHHHHHH 



She turned into a chimp. 

She changed back and said to Stalybridge, who was rocking 

silently in his chair, traumatised at his Mum’s first surprise, 

“Stalybaby, I have another surprise for you!” 

Stalybridge blinked, feeling scared. 

“We’re going to the beach.” 

... 

Stalybridge began to turn around and a tiny smile crept onto 

his odd face. He started chuckling. 

“Teehee” chuckled Stalybridge, in excitement. 

“Hahaha!” giggled Mum at her happy son. 

“YAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!!!” shrieked Stalybridge, 

as he threw a salt pot at her eye. 

“Woah Stalybridge” said Mum, 

with salty eyelids. 

“Sorry Mum, got carried away 

didn’t I?” 

 

Stalybridge and Mum went to the hospital for Mum’s 

reconstructive surgery of the eye socket, and she was operated 

on by a professional ophthalmic surgeon named Jazzy Pete. 

Then they went to the beach, called Ngwe Saung. 



  

Stalybridge and Mum each bought a glass of fizzy pop and 

plonked themselves on the sand. 

“Now what happens?” queried Stalybridge. 

“Well we just chill out. We enjoy the Bay of Bengal.” 

“But I got energies!” 

“Well One Direction are on the radio.” 

Stalybridge swivelled around and saw One Direction were all 

stood on top of the radio. They had been tied together with 

ropes, blindfolded, and had socks in their mouths. 

Stalybridge crept up to them and then aggressively ripped off 

Harry Styles’ blindfold and pulled out his sock. 



Harry Styles blinked hard in the light, then saw Stalybridge in 

front of him. 

“YOU!” he shouted, “YOU did this to us, you lunatic, you 

monster, you fiend, you spawn of the Devil!” 

“Big mistake to be mean to me...” replied Stalybridge, coolly. 

Stalybridge walked around the corner and came back with a 

box full of terrible malicious ants. 

With a maniacal 

laugh, Stalybridge 

threw the ants all over 

One Direction. Louis 

was the first to die and 

the rest quickly 

followed. Only Zain 

Malik survived – he 

sprinted off to the 

ocean, swam across 

the Bay of Bengal, 

hitchhiked across 

South India and is now 

working as a weaver 

in Chembakolli. 

After the death of One 

Direction, Stalybridge 

felt bored again, and started bugging Mum. He poked her and 

flicked watermelon pips at her. 



“RIGHT!” snapped Mum. “I’m making a new friend. I didn’t 

fly 9000 kilometres to have you pipflick me!” 

Mum got up and sat under a different palm tree, then she saw 

a Burmese boy looking bored, so she invited him over. 

Because Mum is an excellent teacher, she taught him lots of 

English and they became BFFs in the hot tropical sun. 

 

 

 



“You’re so great Soe Naing Oo!” laughed Mum, as they took 

selfies together on Mum’s camera. 

  

Stalybridge watched, and his feelings were hurting. 

“Fine!” Stalybridge shouted, to nobody in particular.  

“I’ll be Burmese if you now like Burmese people so much!” 

In a rage, Stalybridge thought back to their time in Yangon. 

‘Betelnut’, he smiled to himself. 

Stalybridge dusted the sand off of his self and jogged 

awkwardly to the village, in search of Betelnuts. 



Finally, a quirky waiter at the Golden Myanmar restaurant 

sold Stalybridge a bag containing 38 Betelnuts. 

“ThankYOU!” said Stalybridge, punching the waiter 

unconscious just for the sake of it. 

Stalybridge remembered that the taxi driver in Yangon only 

chewed one at a time, but Staly wanted to prove to Mum how 

cool and Burmese he could be. 

He looked around and the whole market was staring at him. 

He fiendishly stuffed all 38 betel nuts into his mouth. 

 

NOM        NOM        NOM       NOM            NOM 

 

“Mingalarba!!!” shouted a policeman. 

Stalybridge nervously stopped chewing. He heard bad stuff 

about the Myanmar police being malicious baddies. 

“Mingalarba!!!!!!” shouted the policeman, again. 

... 

Stalybridge tried not 

to cry, but he felt so 

lost, so confused and 

without Mum being 

there with him, he felt 

so so alone. 



WAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH 

Betel nut juice shot out. 

WAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHH 

The officer’s shirt became red, and so did his angry face. 

WAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH 

Betel nut juice was billowing out of Stalybridge, leaving the 

whole village in a cloud of stinky red mist. 

Feeling threatened, Stalybridge ran through the paths to 

beach, passing grunting pigs, piles of rubbish and a water 

pump where a mother was washing her toddlers. 

REEEEEEEEEE REEEEEEEEEEEEEEE REEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE 

 

 

When Staly got to the beach he saw Mum was surrounded by 

Soe Naing Oo and all the Burmese beach kids, having happy 

friendship times. 



 

Stalybridge didn’t feel upset or jealous this time though; he 

knew that Mum loved him really, and that could never change. 

He ran straight to her and knocked a one year old over. 

“MUM, I DONE A BETEL NUT WOOPSIE!!!!!!!” 

“Oh hello my angelsloth – what did you do?” 

Stalybridge gulped. 

“I ate like a bajillion betelnuts to make you love me again, 

but then I spat it on a government man and now everyone 

wants to do this to me.” 

Stalybridge started demonstrating punching himself in the 

head. 



“OK I get it”, said Mum. 

Suddenly, the policeman appeared. 

“MINGALARBA!!!” he boomed, to everyone. 

“He want to kill me!” squealed Stalybridge. 

“No Staly”, reassured Mum, “Mingalarba means hello. He 

was being kind and gentle to you, not mean and murderous. 

Now say sorry.” 

“Sowwee!”, said Stalybridge. 

 

They went home and felt 

depressed because it was 

raining in London. 

 

 

 

THE END 


