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A Postman Calls 

 

The postman stood at the bottom of Stink Street, holding 

his nose. 

   His teeth were chattering and his bony knees were 

knocking together. It’s fair to say the postman was very 

nervous indeed. 

   He put on his Post Office Issued Gas Mask and took a 

parcel out of his trolley. Then he cautiously stepped 

through the dozens of cats crowded around his feet and 

made his way down the road. 

 

Halfway down Stink Street, hundreds of mice were 

gathered together, as they always were. That's why the 

cats had congregated at the end of the road, as they 

always did. 

   The cats wanted the mice of course, and the mice 

wanted what was inside the postman's destination: Mr. 

Pong's Cheap Cheese Emporium. 

 

The Cheap Cheese Emporium was the smelliest shop in 
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the world. Even if you happened to be a devout lover of 

all things cheesy, you still wouldn't be able to abide the 

smell. It was the smelliest, stinkiest, pongiest, whiffiest, 

stenchiest shop in the whole wide world. Only the mice 

were enamoured by it. 

 

There were forty eight properties in Stink Street and Mr. 

Pong's Cheap Cheese Emporium was the only occupied 

residence. 

   When the cheese shop had first opened, long ago, the 

neighbours on each side had moved out the very next day, 

and the rest of the street had soon followed suit. Because 

of the vile stink from Mr. Pong’s emporium, it was 

impossible for any of the people to sell their houses, but 

they'd all moved out just the same. 

   (And the end of the road was as close as the cats could 

bear to get to the horrible smell, even with hundreds of 

mice just in view.) 

    

The postman carefully and fearfully stepped through the 

crowds of mice outside the shop and pressed the doorbell.    
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Thirty six postal workers had quit in just the last year. 

None of them could handle delivering to Mr. Pong's 

Cheap Cheese Emporium for very long, even though they 

had worn pegs on their noses and all sorts of other 

schemes, to alleviate the smell. That's why the Post Office 

was now issuing a regulation Royal Mail gas mask to 

anyone delivering to Stink Street, in the hope of keeping 

them in the job. 

 

 

Mr. Pong was sitting in his favourite armchair, reading his 

latest copy of Cheese Weekly, when the doorbell rang. He 

immediately stopped perusing the article entitled The 

Stilton Hilton (about the world's first hotel made out of 

cheese), and rushed straight to the front door. 

   Well, he rushed as much as Mr. Pong could. If truth be 

told, the tatty bearded, bald headed, double-bellied, old 

man ambled to the door as quickly as he could. 

    

Maybe today was going to be the day when it arrived. 

 

Mr. Pong disarmed all the mouse traps around the Rodent 
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Proof Security Door and, without saying a word to the 

postman, he snatched the parcel with his cheese 

encrusted hands and slammed the door in the postman’s 

face. Then Mr. Pong grinned a most triumphant grin. 

 

The postman ran back to his trolley at the end of the 

street, and even though he was wearing that gas mask, he 

was sure he could still smell the awful aroma of stenchy 

cheese. 

 

Mr. Pong started shouting excitedly, “It's here! It's here! 

It's arrived! Here at last! Hahaha! It's here! It's here! Aha!” 

   Mrs. Pong came hurrying down the stairs, screaming her 

head off in jubilation. “It's here? It's here!” she echoed 

her husband, as she flew into the hallway where Mr. Pong 

stood. 

   They started singing together, “It's here! It's here! Finally 

it’s here!” 

   Mr. and Mrs. Pong were usually bad tempered, nasty 

spirited, loathsome people, but what was inside that 

parcel was very special indeed, and they were very happy 

to finally have it. 
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    Then Mr. Pong suddenly stopped celebrating and 

looked around suspiciously. His face was serious. He said, 

“I'm going to put this away for safe keeping. You never 

know who might be watching.” 

 

 

 

So Mr. Pong took the parcel upstairs and the large figured  

Mrs. Pong followed him up, as an eye watched them 

through a crack in the cellar door. 
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The Pongs 

 

Mr. and Mrs. Pong had been married for forty four years. 

When the young Mr. Stilton Pong had met a Dutch girl 

called Gouda, it was love at first smell. When he'd found 

out that she was just as fanatical about cheese as he was, 

he'd immediately proposed. 

 

They were quite happy in their life: running the Cheap 

Cheese Emporium, being nasty and rude to people, and 

doing things that seemed to always include cheese one 

way or another. Because it wasn't just that Mr. and Mrs. 

Pong loved cheese, they really were obsessed with it to 

ridiculous extremes! 

   For instance, they would play Cheesse instead of Chess, 

with a hand crafted set of Parmesan figures, whittled by 

Mr. Pong himself. 

   Much of their furniture was also crafted from cheese. 

Mr. Pong's favourite armchair, for example, had been 

carved out of a single six foot square lump of cheddar. Mr. 

Pong had worked long and hard on it with absolute 
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mastery of the cheese cutting craft; and Mrs. Pong was 

equally well skilled -her small Red Leicester coffee table 

was superb. 

   There are drawbacks to having cheese furniture though. 

It's best not to leave a hot cup of tea on top without a 

coaster, and of course, it stinks. And over years and years, 

the stale, sweaty, mouldy furniture begins to stink really, 

really badly. 

 

They had plenty of other cheese hobbies too. Mrs. Pong 

loved to make jewellery out of various cheeses, and Mr. 

Pong enjoyed smoking cheese rind in his pipe.    

 

 



8 

 

Mr. Pong would often find a bit of cheese in his beard or 

up his nose, and Mrs. Pong would discover pieces in her 

messy hair and in her pockets. There was just cheese 

everywhere! 

   They would even wash with cheese. At least they still 

used water, but they'd 'clean' themselves with Feta Soap, 

Gorgonzola Shampoo and Mascarpone Conditioner. 

   On special occasions, they would actually bathe in 

cheese- filling the bath up to the rim with boiling hot 

melted cheese, before getting in and letting the soft, 

stringy gloop soak into their already cheese encased skin. 

Then they might add some Cottage Cheese Bubble Bath. 

   They also brushed their teeth with Cream Cheese Paste. 

Though there was no point in them doing so, seeing as 

their teeth were constantly clogged up with all types of 

stale cheese that could have easily been there for decades 

already. 
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The Annual Cheese Sculpture 

Competition 

 

Mr. and Mrs. Pong had put the parcel away in a safe 

place. Now they were sitting at a Jarlsberg table in their 

kitchen, in the best mood they'd been in for years. 

   “I can't believe it, Gouda, my little Babybel,” said Mr. 

Pong. “I can't believe it! We's finally tracked it down! It's 

finally in our very own house. I can't believe it, 

cheeseness.” 

   “Oh, I know, I know, I know! How exciting! I can't believe 

it either, cheesy-pie,” replied Mrs. Pong. 

   When they talked, small pieces of their favourite food 

always flung out of their mouths, with drops of glistening 

saliva clinging on; showering the other person and 

everything in the vicinity. 

   Mr. Pong got an old piece of smelly Danish Blue and 

some crackers out of the larder. When he'd started 

stuffing them into his mouth, he said, “This'll bring us first 

prize of course. It's guaranteed!” 

   “Oh, cheesy-peesy, I do hope so. We will win this year, 
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won't we?” his wife asked. 

   “Arh, cheeseness, you can count on it! We's got a secret 

weapon now!” declared Mr. Pong. 

 

 

The Annual Cheese Sculpture Competition was, as you 

might expect, a competition held once a year for 

sculptures made out of cheese. Cheese sculptors would 

gather from around the world to compete for The Big 

Cheese- the golden, wedge shaped trophy. 

   Sculptures of all description were entered, but the most 

popular ones were always of famous people, like the 

Edam Elvis and the Waynesleydale Rooney. 

   Now, Mr. and Mrs. Pong were masters of cheese 

sculpting, and every year their entry was received 

extremely well. And every year they got second place. 

That wasn't good enough for the Pongs. They wanted first 

prize! So each year they worked harder and harder and 

thought bigger and bigger. 
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“Do you remember when we made that camel wearing a 

fez?” Mrs. Pong asked her husband. “Oh I did like that one. 

I was so sure we were going to win that year.” 

   “Arh! I knows, that should've been awarded first prize 

and no mistake,” replied Mr. Pong. “But then I thought 

that about the Emmantel motorbike we made last year. I 

thought we was bound to get the trophy. But no- second 

prize again! Ah, but this year we'll win! It's in the bag!” Mr. 

Pong put the kettle on. “D'you wanna cup of cheese?” he 

asked his wife. 

   “Ooh, yes ta,” she answered. 

   “Milk?” 

   “No, I'll have it yellow.” 

 

Mr. Pong put down the mugs of boiling cheese and said, 

“We's got serious things ahead of us, cheeseness. We's 

gotta get down to work. Now the parcel's arrived, we can 

get things moving, eh? The competition's only two 

months away. We needs to devote ourselves night and 

day to making the greatest cheese sculpture the contest 

has ever seen! Right, cheese-pie?” 
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   “Right!” replied Mrs. Pong. She loved it when he was all 

serious and masterful. 

   “Right,” Mr. Pong continued, spluttering cheese as he 

did so, “we'll finish our drinks and then we'll get started. 

Now we's got our secret weapon, we's guaranteed first 

prize, I tells ya.” He took a glug of hot cheese from his cup. 

Then he found a piece of Haloumi behind his ear. He gave 

it a whiff and popped it in his mouth. 

    

 

The eye at the crack in the cellar door had disappeared. It 

had been replaced by an ear, which was listening to 

everything Mr. and Mrs. Pong were saying. 
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Behind the Cellar Door 

    

The girl who lived in the cellar had been adopted by the 

Pongs when she was only two years old. They had decided 

to name her Cauliflower Cheese, but they tended to call 

her just Cauli, or poo breath, or that good for nothing slop 

bucket. She didn't like any of those names, so she called 

herself Flower. 

   Cauliflower Cheese was now aged ten. She had been 

working and living in that cellar for years already. 

   The Pongs hadn't adopted her because they desperately 

wanted children but couldn't have them, or anything like 

that. In fact, the Pongs despised children. Actually, they 

despised absolutely everybody except for each other. 

They had simply adopted Cauli so that she could be their 

slave. 

 

 

The Pongs loved making cheese of course. They loved 

everything to do with it. But they were old now and the 

actual labouring part had been getting too much for them. 
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   They preferred to spend their time creating really good 

cheeses just for themselves. They didn't think anyone else 

deserved the high quality ones that they were capable of 

making, so they sold cheap and nasty cheeses to their 

customers, whilst the Pongs devoured the ones only fit for 

connoisseurs. 

   Cauliflower Cheese had been set to work as soon as she 

was old enough to do the labour. She would make the 

cheap cheese in the cellar, which had been turned into an 

illegal farm. 

    

 

“What on earth are they up to now?” asked Flower, as she 

took her ear away from the cellar door. 

   She sat on a cold, stone step, in the dark and dismal 

cellar farm. She gave her friend the mouse a small piece 

of Wensleydale. 

   “What was in that package Mousey? Why were they so 

excited? I've never seen those two mean and miserable 

Pongs as happy as that! What can it mean?” 

   Mousey just squeaked and ate his cheese. Then he 

looked up at Flower. She was presuming that he heard 
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and understood every word she was saying, but he didn't. 

He was a mouse after all, and he was simply waiting for 

another bit of cheese. 

   Flower continued, “That parcel must have something to 

do with The Annual Cheese Sculpture Competition alright, 

but what can it be? What is in that parcel? Do you think 

it's some sort of special cheese or something? Or maybe 

it's a sculpting tool or... Oh, I don't know! What d'you 

reckon Mousey?” 
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   Mousey gave a squeak, seemingly in reply. Then Flower 

heard Mr. and Mrs. Pong leave the kitchen, so she quickly 

ran to the cow pens and started work again, worried that 

the Pongs might come down and give her what for. 

   She stole a piece of nearby Smoked Bavarian, hanging 

up amongst hundreds of other cheeses. She needed the 

food for energy. All Flower had eaten today was her 

cheese slop breakfast. And cheese slop wasn't enough to 

keep her going, but it was all Mr. and Mrs. Pong ever gave 

her. 

 

The skinny cows mooed around her. A goat was having a 

fight with an alpaca. The stench of the cheesy, pooey 

cellar farm was the same as always. It was poorly lit and 

slime ran down the damp walls. 

   Flower looked over at her corner, where she slept on the 

floor. She started to become angry. “Urrrr-rr! I hate it here! 

Locked away in this stinky old cellar, in this smelly old, 

cheesy old house! Arggh! I've had it!” 

   She was cheesed off indeed. Her life was a far from 

happy one. All she'd ever known was the inside of the 

disgusting emporium, and the wet and mouldy cellar. Her 
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only companions were the dairy farm animals, and the 

one mouse who had somehow found his way inside. 

   “I've got to get out of here,” Flower said. “I can't take it 

any longer. Those nasty old Pongs are working me to the 

bone!” 

   She looked down at the mouse. “Oh, Mousey- do you 

think I really could get out of here one day? The place is 

completely secure, but maybe there is a way to escape... 

Oh, who am I kidding? I'm doomed to stay in this smelly 

old place for the rest of my life!” 

   The mouse just squeaked, wanting another bit of 

Wensleydale cheese. 
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The Cheap Cheese Emporium 

 

Mr. Pong’s Cheap Cheese Emporium was much more 

than a shop. For starters, they hardly ever had any 

customers coming in. They would occasionally find that 

Mr. Jameson, who had lost his sense of smell, would shop 

there; and the odd couple of tourists would come in, 

wanting to take photographs of everything- much to Mr. 

Pong's disliking. But then he did have a small museum in 

the corner and some wonderful cheese displays, such as 

his giant pyramid of Babybels. 

 

It might look like the business wasn't going well then, but 

in fact it was thriving. Mr. Pong had always been a mean 

and crafty businessman. 

   The farm in the cellar had been set up to produce the 

cheese, and over the years, it had slowly been expanded. 

After all, nobody else lived in the street. So they had 

knocked through the walls to the cellars either side of 

their own, and had continued to do so, until the farm took 

up most of the underground space on one side of Stink 
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Street. 

   Not only did they save costs by the poor condition of the 

farm and the free labour they got from Flower, but they 

also used every cutback they could to make the cheapest 

cheese in the world. 

   All the animals were underfed (apart from the ones they 

used to make their own  personal high quality cheeses) 

and the cheese itself was watered down so much with 

things like sand and glue, that it ended up hardly tasting 

like cheese at all. 

   You might think that it would be impossible for them to 

sell the tasteless, horrible stuff then, but you'd be wrong. 

   Sure, they had next to no customers coming into the 

shop, but that didn't matter. They sold wholesale to the 

big supermarkets. They were only too pleased to buy up 

Mr. Pong's entire supply. 

   It didn't matter that it was awful cheese. All that 

mattered was that it was cheap, and that's all the 

supermarkets' customers cared about too. Even though it 

tasted vile, looked disgusting and was actually labelled Mr. 

Pong's Cheap Cheese, they still lapped it up.  
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Poo! 

 

The cellar door swung open with a tremendous crash and 

Flower froze on the spot. 

   “CAULIIII!” Mr. Pong yelled with his loud, booming, 

angry voice. “Cauli, you little puss filled warthog, where 

are you?” He stormed in to the underground farm. Mrs. 

Pong followed, with a smile on her mouth and an evil look 

in her eyes. 

   Flower had been milking a cow. She looked at the large 

figures of Mr. and Mrs. Pong wobbling towards her; their 

shadows casting images of dark monsters on the walls. 

“I'm... here,” Flower replied to Mr. Pong in a weak voice. 

   “You good for nothing, rotten little rat of a girl! Look at 

this! What is this? You hasn't finished the churning yet! 

That should have been done last night! And look- these 

orders are being picked up tomorrow, and you ain't even 

started! Ha! Sleeping too much I bet you has, eh? Filthy 

little swine!” 

   Mrs. Pong joined in: “I mean to say, Mr. Pong and I are 

good enough to take you in to our home and bring you 
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up... and feed you! And give you an honest day's work to 

keep you busy, and this is how you repay us?” 

   Flower just stood there, shaking with fear. Didn't they 

know how hard she'd been working? How there weren't 

enough hours in the day to do everything they demanded? 

How tired she always was? 

   “Right! You needs to be taught a lesson you does!” 

yelled Mr. Pong. 

   “Oh yes! Oh yes! Teach her a lesson! Yes, do!” Mrs. Pong 

said excitedly, whilst clapping her cheesy hands. 

   Flower took a step back. “Please! I've not done anything 

wrong. I've been working as hard as I possibly can, and I 

promise I'll get the orders done on time and...” 

   The Pongs slowly and menacingly moved towards Flower. 

Mrs. Pong grabbed her legs. Mr. Pong got hold of her 

arms. Then they picked her up, as Flower screamed and 

tried to wriggle free in a feisty fury. “Get off me! Get off 

me! Let me go! Arghhh!” 

   The Pongs carried her over to the cow dung heap. The 

huge mountain of a dung heap that was nearly the height 

of the ceiling. The huge mountain of a dung heap that 

blended in with the smell of stale milk, mouldy cheese 
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furniture and all other things cheesy, to give Mr. Pong's 

Emporium that smelliest smell in the world smell. 

   They began to swing Flower from side to side. “Noooo!” 

she shouted. 

   Then, PLOP-SPLODGE! The Pongs had thrown her into 

the steaming, smelly cow poo. 

   They stood there watching and laughing, as Flower sank 

into the mountain of poop. 

   “Hahaha! That'll teach her!” laughed Mrs. Pong. 

   “Ha! Indeed it will,” replied her husband. Then he 

shouted out loudly, “Now don't go lazing around all day! 

It's back to work for you!” With that, he yanked Flower's 

arm, and she flew through the cellar, landing with a thud 

amongst the cows, splattering them with their own dung. 

   “Go on! Get up! Back to work!” said Mr. Pong. “And 

when you're finished your day's work here, you can do a 

bit of work in the house for me. I needs you to take all the 

cheeses hung up in the shop window and put them in The 

Experimental Cheese Room upstairs, right? It's time we 

had a new display, me and Mrs. Pong reckons.” 

   Then the Pongs just walked out, laughing to themselves, 

leaving a bruised and dung-smothered Flower on the floor. 
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Secrets in The Sculpting Room 

 

Flower was in the hallway, holding on to half a dozen 

cheeses that she'd taken down from the shop window. It 

was evening already, but there was still plenty of work to 

be done. 

   She could hear Mr. and Mrs. Pong in the living room. 

They were watching T.V. No doubt one of their favourite 

programmes was on, because they were laughing 

raucously. Maybe it was The Antique Cheese Show or 

Strictly Come Cheesing. 

   Flower went on her way upstairs. She stacked the 

cheeses in a corner of The Experimental Cheese Room. 

Then she went back downstairs to get the next lot and did 

it all over again several times. 

    

 

The Experimental Cheese Room was the Pongs' favourite 

room in the house, along with The Sculpting Room next 

door. 

   The Pongs were always experimenting with making 
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different types of cheese. For example, there was a 

cheese that they'd smoked with the scent of strong Cuban 

cigars. Others were such things as Baked Beans Brie, 

Chocolate Cheddar and a ball of Edam with party poppers 

inside. 

   Then there were the disgusting and horrible cheeses 

that they would give to their occasional customers as free 

tasters, or as presents to their relatives at Christmas. 

These included Double Gloucester with Splinters, Stink 

Bomb Sewage Stilton and a cheese that contained ground 

up wasps, flies and spiders. 

    

 

Flower brought up the last stack of cheeses. It had taken 

her nearly two hours. She was exhausted. She dropped 

them on the floor of The Experimental Cheese Room, as 

she sighed loudly and dropped to the floor herself. 

   She looked around at the strange cheeses. Some were 

glowing luminous pink.  Others were rainbow patterned. 

Some cheeses seemed to be singing, whilst others were 

wrapped in old smelly nappies. There were also trays of 

bubbling liquefied cheese with electrodes attached. The 
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Experimental Cheese Room was a very odd place indeed. 

   As Flower looked around, she spied a hat stand. It had 

some ridiculous cheese hats hanging on it, including a 

Blue Cheese Bowler and a Dairy Lea Tricorne. 

   Then she suddenly noticed that there was a serving 

hatch in the wall behind the hat stand. She'd never 

spotted that before. On the other side of the wall was The 

Sculpting Room. Flower realised that, with a squeeze, she 

could probably fit through the hatch. 

  The Sculpting Room was out of bounds for Flower. Only 

the Pongs were allowed in there, and the door was always 

kept locked. Flower had always been curious to know 

what was inside. In fact, it's fairly certain that anyone 

who's told to not go into a particular room, will always be 

tempted to try and get in. 

   “Hmm,” she pondered, “I would like to know what's 

inside, and I wonder if it's where the Pongs have hidden 

that parcel? And what on earth was in it? I sure would like 

to know. The Pongs were certainly more excited than I've 

ever seen them before.” 

   She could hear the Pongs laughing downstairs, so Flower 

seized the opportunity and climbed through the narrow 
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hatch into the dark Sculpting Room. 

   She fell with a BUMP! Her eyes adjusted to the darkness, 

as she took in the uneasy atmosphere of the room. 

   Flower knocked into something behind her. She quickly 

turned around to see a smiling head looming out of the 

blackness! The head fell towards her. 

   “Arghhhhh!” Flower screamed and bumped into 

something else. It was a body. Its arms dangled around 

her, seemingly clutching her. Flower screamed again, only 

much louder this time. 

   Her heart was racing. Her forehead was sweating. She 

was terrified. But it didn't take long for her to realise that 

the head had been sculpted from cheese, as had the 

scarecrow type body. 

   The cheese head and body lay on the floor. Flower got 

her breath back and calmed down a little. “I hope the 

Pongs didn't hear me screaming!” she said to herself. She 

could still hear the telly blasting out from downstairs 

though, so hopefully she was all right. 

   As her eyes adjusted to the dark room, she could see 

that the room was chock full of strange sculptures and 

nasty looking tools. 
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   There were odd heads and body parts, made out of 

various cheeses, scattered around everywhere. A long, 

stringy leg was hanging over a table edge. There were jars 

full of eyes and noses. A row of sculpted animal heads 

dangled from a rafter, all wearing creepy looking wigs. 

There were anatomical pictures on the walls. And a 

wheelbarrow was overloaded with rotting cheesy feet. 

   Flower jumped when she saw a woman's cheddar head 

with an axe in the top. The head had one glass eye that 

seemed to look right at Flower, which made her shudder. 

   There were also all sorts of knives, machetes, drills, 

hammers and odd looking tools hanging from the ceiling.  

 

Then Flower saw it. On a table in the corner was the 

wrapping of the parcel, and next to it was a handsome 

cheese, sitting proudly in a bell jar. 

   She cautiously walked through the animal and human 

cheese body parts scattered around on the floor, and 

made her way towards it. 

   As she got closer, she could see there was a plaque on 

the bell jar. It said: The Top Secret Cheese. 

   “What's The Top Secret Cheese?” Flower whispered to 
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herself, terrified that at any moment, the Pongs might 

find her in the forbidden room. But she was far too  

 

 

curious to go back downstairs. 

  Flower said under her breath, “This cheese is obviously 

what was in the parcel, but what’s so special about it?” 

  The cheese itself was as large as a pumpkin. It was 

almost perfectly round in shape, although a huge slice 

had been taken from it. It was greyish blue in colour, and 

Flower could smell its stink, even though it was safely 

behind the glass of the large bell jar. 

   “Hello, what's this?” asked Flower, seeing a piece of 
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paper resting on the table. It was an old newspaper article. 

She read it quickly, in the dim light from the street lamp 

outside the window. 

   This is what it said… 
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The Top Secret Cheese 

By Ivor Funny-Name 

 

Squizzle-squack is a cheese that was 

created by the Swiss in the early 1940s, 

although it is more popularly known 

by its nickname: The Top Secret Cheese. 

 

As you will know, Switzerland remained 

neutral during World War II. It wanted 

to have nothing to do with the silly 

old politics that encased the world in 

bloodshed. But the way things were 

going, they knew they had to be ready 

to defend themselves if things ever 

got that far. 

 

It's arguable that the Swiss are most 

famous for two things: 
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1) The invention of the cuckoo clock, 

2) Making really good cheese. 

 

So it was only natural that they should 

devise a weapon from one of those two 

things. 

They did try to make a cuckoo clock 

that could fire poisoned darts from 

the cuckoo's mouth, but the big 

drawback was that it could only do so 

once an hour, by which time it was 

pretty likely that your assailants 

were already shooting at you with 

their guns. 

So, cheese became the preferred 

medium, and it wasn't long before they 

had created a truly remarkable cheese 

indeed. 
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Thankfully, it never became necessary 

to actually use The Top Secret Cheese. 

But the Swiss were ready nevertheless. 

 

So, how does it work? The answer is 

very simple. Squizzle-squack appears 

to be like any other good quality Swiss 

cheese. But when it's boiled and then 

left to set for 24 hours, it can be 

sculpted into people... who come to 

life! 

Yes, the Swiss had discovered how to 

create an army of living cheese 

soldiers! 

It appeared to be the ultimate weapon, 

and was kept top secret for many years. 

It was only a long time after the war 

that rumours of its existence 
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circulated.  

 

Only one ball of cheese had ever been 

made, and its whereabouts, if it does 

indeed exist, has become a mystery.  

 

Who knows, maybe one day we'll wake up 

to find an army of cheese soldiers are 

invading the Isle of Wight… 
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Oops! 

 

Flower couldn't believe what she had read. “An army of 

living cheese soldiers? But that's ridiculous! Surely such a 

thing can't exist... and if it does, it can't be this ball of 

cheese here… Can it?” She looked at the big round cheese, 

labelled ‘Top Secret Cheese’, with a big chunk cut out of it. 

 

 

 

   Flower’s mind was racing. “The Pongs want to make a 

living cheese sculpture!” she finally worked out. “That 

really would guarantee them first prize at the 

competition!” 

 

She saw a ball of Edam on a nearby dresser. It had a 

crudely drawn face on it, and it looked quite menacing. 
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Flower moved away, but accidentally bumped into a 

bucket on the floor. Oops. 

   That bump caused a sculpture of Napoleon to fall on to 

the dresser, which made the ball of Edam jump into the 

air and land in the bucket Flower had knocked. PLOP!    

   Only the top of the ball of Edam was visible, as it slowly 

sank into some greyish, bluish, cheesy slop in the bucket. 

Greyish, bluish, cheesy slop that looked remarkably the 

same colour as The Top Secret Cheese. Greyish, bluish, 

cheesy slop in a bucket which had a stopwatch next to it, 

counting down twenty four hours. 

 

 

The Pongs were stuffing their faces with cheese and 

crackers. The telly was blaring out, and Mr. Pong was half -

heartedly doing a word-search in Cheese Weekly. Mrs. 

Pong was knitting from a fondue. 

   “Oh, I am fond of fondue knitting, I am! I thought I'd 

make a lovely jumper for you, cheeseness.” 

   “Mmm? Ay, that'll be lovely cheesy-pie. 'Ere, y'know, 

tomorrow afternoon, we'll be able to see if it works! I just 

can't stop thinking about it! To think, an actual living 
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cheese sculpture! And, why, if that works, maybe we 

could make ourselves a workforce to do everything for us. 

Eh? What d'you reckon, Gouda? Some cheese slaves to 

help you do the dishes.” 

   “Yes,” replied his wife, “that would be very nice, but let's 

not get ahead of ourselves. I've said to you already, 

there's no point in planning too much before we know for 

sure it works.” 

   Mr. Pong looked determined. “Ah, I knows it'll work, 

cheesey-peesy. Have no fear! We's got The Top Secret 

Cheese now! We's been trying to get hold of this for years, 

and now we has it. Don'ts we? Eh? Tomorrow afternoon, 

cheeseness, we'll have our very own cheese man, you 

mark my words!” 

   Mrs. Pong smiled. Then she said, “Can't we make a 

cheese woman first?” 
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In The Sculpting Room, Flower was watching a bucket of 

Top Secret Cheese slop, bubbling and gurgling. It started 

to make loud popping and burping noises. 

   The Edam that Flower had accidentally knocked into the 

bucket was beginning to rise up, up and out of the gloop. 

   The ball of Edam now had two very large, blinking and 

inquiring eyes, and a wide smile like a slice of watermelon. 

Its eyes looked to the left. Then they looked to the right. 

Then they looked straight at Flower.  

   Flower gave a silent scream, as she watched the head 

rise slowly further up. Stringy cheese hung from the 

bottom of it. This soon formed a neck, and then some 

shoulders. Soon, the thing was growing long, stringy arms 

and hands, which held on to the rim of the bucket. Then 

the figure pushed himself up and climbed out. 

   Flower stood there shaking with fear, as a man with a 

stringy cheese body and a bright red Edam ball head 

looked down at her. 
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The Strange Man 

 

“Woooozers, wowzers, trousers!  Jeepers, creepers, 

peepers! Oompah! Joompah! Ooly-ooly-ging-gang-gooly-

poompah!” The stringy cheesed, Edam headed man was 

ranting gibberish, shaking his body and rapidly turning his 

head this way and that, whilst hopping up and down and 

swaying from side to side. 

   “Joolipers! Boolipers! Where am I? Who are you?” he 

asked Flower, as his body started to calm down a little. 

“Who am I?” he added. “Oh my, oh my, oh my!” 

   Flower just looked at the extremely odd spectacle of the 

cheese man, not sure that she was actually awake. After 

all, cheese can cause very strange dreams. Or maybe after 

years of working with and being around the stuff, she was 

starting to go a bit mad. Maybe he was a hallucination. 

But no, she was absolutely certain that there was a 

cheese man with a bright red Edam ball head spouting 

nonsense, right in front of her. 

   “Cheesy squeezy, let's take it easy!” the man continued. 

   “Hello,” Flower finally said, quietly. 
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   “Hello! Hello!” The cheese man repeated. He started 

giggling, then guffawing, and soon he was in fits of roaring 

laughter, repeating, “Hello, hello!” 

   Flower didn't know what was so funny, and it's probable 

that neither did the cheese man. 

   When he'd stopped laughing, he asked, “What's your 

name?” 

   “Flower. What's yours?” 

   He put a bluey cheese finger up to his red peel lip and 

pondered. “Hmm, I don't think I rightly have one you 

know!” 

   “Oh!” said Flower, beginning to lose her fear of the 

strange creature. “Well, you look like you should be called 

Red Head.” 

   “Red Head? Hmm... I don't know- that might sound a 

little bit girly.” 

   “And what's wrong with that? And anyway, I think Red 

Head is a perfectly manly and suitable name! Especially 

with that bright red Edam head of yours.” 

   “Ha! Do you like it? It could do with a bit of a polish, I 

think.” He felt his face and said, “O.K, Red Head it is! That 

can be my name!” 
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   Flower said, “Pleased to meet you Mr. Red Head,” and 

she put out her hand. 

   “Ha! How Jolly!” he replied. “And pleased to meet you 

too, Miss Flower! Haha!” Flower shook his stringy hand 

that was solidifying into hard cheese more and more. 

   “What a funny old place this is!” Red Head said, looking 

at the various limbs and animals and whatnot scattered 

around The Sculpting Room. “Here, look at these!” He 

picked up a pair of old spectacles. When he put them on, 

his already large eyes became double the size. Flower fell 

about in fits of laughter. 

   Then Red Head found (amongst a cardboard box of 

noses, eyes and ears) a plastic nose and moustache. It 

looked ever so funny on him, and by the time he'd found 

a bright yellow clown's wig, a pipe and a top hat, Flower 

was curled up on the floor, screaming with laughter, 

having the most fun she'd had in... well, ever. 
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Mr. Pong’s Luck 

 

Mr. Pong hadn't been able to believe his luck when he'd 

found The Top Secret Cheese. He'd been trying to track it 

down for decades. He'd scoured through old books and 

records, trying to find any reference as to where it might 

be. There were a few reported sightings and rumours 

from time to time, but it still remained elusive. Then Mr. 

Pong found it on e-bay. 

   It was being sold as a 'novelty antique cheese' with a 

starting price of 99p. Mr. Pong would have been prepared 

to spend thousands on it. He'd have sold his house, the 

farm, and everything he had, just to have that cheese. It 

wasn't just about The Annual Cheese Sculpture 

Competition. It was that Mr. Pong's whole life was 

devoted to cheese, and this was the Holy Grail of cheeses. 

   So he couldn't believe it when there weren't any other 

bidders, and he secured The Top Secret Cheese for less 

than a pound. 

   Although he still managed to grumble about the fifteen 

pounds  postage and packing fee. 
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Dressing Up 

 

The cheese man and Flower were dressing up with the 

strange assortment of wigs and spare noses, having a 

lovely time. Red Head was now wearing a dressing gown, 

and he had welly boots on his feet and a spotted tie 

around his neck. The uneasy feeling of The Sculpting 

Room had disappeared. Now it was just their playroom. 

   The cheese man didn't seem to be very interested to 

know where he had come from. He was just enjoying 

where he was. So he didn't know that he wasn't quite 

what a living cheese man should be. 

   Firstly, the Top Secret Cheese slop hadn't set for twenty 

four hours, so it wasn't ready. Secondly, the ball of Edam 

had contaminated it. Those two accidental occurrences 

had created the very curious character of Red Head. 
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Once they'd eventually grown a bit bored of dressing up, 

Flower started to tell Red Head about her life at the 

Cheap Cheese Emporium, and how nasty the Pongs were, 

and how all she wanted was to escape. 

   Red Head put a comforting cheesy arm around her. 

Flower started to cry and Red Head didn't know what to 

do. They'd been having such a jolly old time, and he liked 

his new playmate ever so much. So Red Head didn't like 

the fact that she was sad, and he started to become sad 

himself. Then he began crying even louder than Flower, 

wailing loudly and practically shouting out, “BOO HOO 

HOO HOO HOO!” So much so in fact, that it made Flower 

stop crying. 

   “Shhsh! Shsh! The Pongs might hear!” she said. 

   Red Head gave a loud blow of his plastic nose with the 

moustache underneath, and suddenly became assertive. 

“Flower, I'll help you escape! Me and you together! We'll 

go and see the world, eh? We just need a plan to get you 

out of this horrible place, and far away from those nasty 

Pongs!” 

   “Oh, Red, I'd like nothing more than to escape! But what 

would we do, and where would we go? I don't have any 
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money and I don't know anybody, and I've never even 

been outside of the house! And the Pongs have the most 

incredible security system, to make sure I don't escape 

and the mice don't get in.” 

   “Oh, we'll find a way Flower! Don't be so down! There's 

always a solution to every problem. That's probably why 

problems exist in the first place. So solutions can be 

found!” 

   “But what's the solution?” asked Flower. 

   “Well, the solution is... I mean, what we do, is... um... 

well, we need a plan!” Red Head nudged his fake nose up 

his head a little. 

   “So what's the plan?” said Flower. 

   “Yes, well, I can't say I've formulated a plan as such yet. I 

mean, these things take time. You can't rush them, you 

know.” 

   Flower started to look disappointed. 

   “But jolly, molly, wally, golly, we will come up with a plan! 

You mark my words. I'll help you escape from here, or my 

name's not Red Face!” 

   “Your name's Red Head,” Flower reminded him. 

   “Oh, yes- Red Head! If my name's not Red Head!” 
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   Their conversation was interrupted by the sudden 

realisation that the telly downstairs had been turned off 

and there were large heavy footsteps to be heard, coming 

up the stairs. 

 

 

“Where is that useless girl, eh? She ain't in the cellar, and 

she's moved all those cheeses but ain't in the shop. 

Blinkin' good for nothing slop bucket she is!” grumbled Mr. 

Pong. 

   Mrs. Pong agreed. “I know, cheeseness, I know! I bet 

she's fallen asleep in The Experimental Cheese Room.” 

   “Oh we hasn't got time for her nonsense! Honestly!” 

   The Pongs moaned and cursed as they wandered slowly 

up the stairs. 

 

 

Red Head and Flower were panicking. They could hear Mr. 

and Mrs. Pong approaching. Red Head was running 

around in circles, shaking his head, saying, “Oh no, oh no! 

What do we do? Where do we go? Oh my, oh my! 

Crickety-split!” 
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   “Shush! Be quiet!” said Flower. She could hear the 

Pongs opening the door to The Experimental Cheese 

Room next door. 

   “CAULIII!' Mr. Pong shouted. “Where is ya? CAULIII!” 

   Flower froze. Then she heard them come out of the 

room next door and start to put a key into the lock of The 

Sculpting Room. The room where she wasn't allowed to 

be. 

   “Here! Stand in the corner.” Flower pushed Red Head 

into a corner of cheesy mannequins and threw a tea towel 

over his head. “Stay there and don't make a sound! Not 

one movement. Understand?” 

   Red Head was shaking, but he managed to nod in 

affirmation. 

   “I'll try and see you later,” said Flower, and with that, 

she was running towards the hatch in the wall. 

   Just as her legs were sticking out and disappearing into 

the next room, the Pongs opened the door of The 

Sculpting Room. 

   They looked around, but there was no sign of Flower. Mr. 

Pong checked on the bucket of Top Secret Cheese. There 

seemed to be a lot less, but he presumed that just meant 
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it was in the process of shrinking and setting. 

   Mrs. Pong scoured under the tables and looked in the 

cluttered corners of the crammed Sculpting Room. She 

couldn't see Flower anywhere, and she didn't even notice 

a cheese man standing in the corner with a tea towel on 

his head, trying not to shake. 

   They left the room, screaming, “CAULLIII!” 

   Cauliflower Cheese meanwhile had dropped through 

the hatch, quietly run downstairs, opened the cellar door 

and then shouted up to the Pongs, “Yes! I'm here! Do you 

want me?” 

   Mr. and Mrs. Pong immediately ran downstairs as 

quickly as they could. 

   “What the..? Where has you been, you naughty little 

puss thicket?” Mr. Pong asked angrily, as he twisted 

Flower's ear. 

   “Ow!” she replied. 

   “Eh?” he asked again. “Where's you been? What's you 

been up to eh? Stealing food I bet you has! Well, you 

needs to be taught a lesson.” 

   “No, no,” said Flower. “I was in the cellar, preparing the 

feed for the cows.” 
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   “But we checked in the cellar and you weren't there!” 

Mrs. Pong said angrily. 

   “Well… I probably went for a toilet break or...” 

   “Arh! I don'ts wants a discussion about it!” cried Mr. 

Pong. “Oh, I'm too tired to deal with this tonight! Go on, 

get back to your work! But I ain't forgotten this! You's 

been up to summin' alright, and you needs to be taught a 

lesson. But I'll deal with yous in the morning.” Then he 

pushed Flower down the cellar steps and slammed the 

door shut. 
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Aunty's Visit 

 

“GOUDAAAH! GOUDAAAH!” The voice was 

so loud that even though it was coming from outside on 

Stink Street, Flower could hear it from all the way down in 

the farm cellar. 

   “GOUDAAAH! PONGS! DO YOU HEAR 

ME?” the voice continued to boom. 

   Flower had been feeding Mousey a bit of Stilton and 

telling him all about the wonderfully strange cheese man 

that she'd met the night before. She'd also been attending 

to her bruises from when she'd been nastily pushed down 

the steps by Mr. Pong. 

   But now Flower had been interrupted by that voice. She 

recognised it immediately. It belonged to Aunty Louder. 

 

Aunty Louder was so called because when she spoke, it 

was always so much louder than anyone else. She didn't 

speak, she shouted. In fact, bellowed is probably a better 

word for it. Even as a baby, she had yelled and screamed 
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louder than any other baby ever known to the maternity 

ward. 

  

“GOUDDDAAAH!” the scream continued. 

   “Oh no, Mousey! Not Aunty Louder! Oh, she's even 

worse than the Pongs!  We need to get away, Mousey- me, 

you and Red Head. We'll get out of here and go far, far 

away, I promise you!” 

   If the mouse had have understood, which he didn't, and 

as much as he enjoyed Flower's company, he almost 

certainly would not have left what was to him a home of 

cheesy heaven. 

    

 

Aunty Louder was Gouda Pong's older sister. In fact, she 

was much older than Gouda. No one could remember 

exactly what age Louder was, but she seemed to have 

been in her nineties for at least two decades. Even at such 

a grand old age, she was still as fit and active as ever, 

much to the Pongs disliking. 

   “GOUDAAAH!” Aunty Louder continued to yell. 
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She was walking down Stink Street on a pair of 

ridiculously tall stilts. She was thin and mean looking. Her 

dyed jet black hair was tied up in a sharp bun, and she 

wore dark glasses and a down turned smile. 

   She navigated the stilts well, as she strode down 

deserted Stink Street. 
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   Her head was as high as the first floor windows, and 

when she got to Mr. Pong's Cheap Cheese Emporium, she 

stopped and rapped on the window loudly. 

 

 Aunty Louder may have been the vilest and most mean 

spirited person to have ever set foot on the planet. She 

sent fear into everyone that encountered her, but there 

were two things that Louder was afraid of. In fact she was 

completely petrified. 

   Two things scared Louder absolutely witless, and they'd 

always been a problem for her when visiting her sister in 

Stink Street. Those two things were: cats and mice. They 

scared her absolutely rigid! 

  

That's why Aunty Louder was walking on stilts. It's also 

why she was being loud and angry as she walked down 

the street, to distract herself from what lay beneath: 

hundreds and hundreds of mice! 

   Just as some mice began to run up the stilts, Mrs. Pong 

came to the window. 

   “GOUDA! QUICK!” said Louder, beginning to 

panic. 
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    Mrs. Pong then opened the bedroom window for 

Louder to climb through, whilst saying, “How lovely to see 

you, dear sister.” 

 

Mrs. Pong was lying of course. She detested her sister. But 

Louder had married into money and now that her 

husband had passed away, she was stinking rich. So even 

though the Pongs hated her, they were always on their 

best behaviour when Louder visited, because they wanted 

her inheritance. 

   Louder had promised it to them, but she had always 

demanded a lot in return. The Pongs knew that Louder  

didn't like them, just as they didn't like her, but they were 

willing to put up with Louder if it meant they got their 

hands on all that cash. 

 

Louder and Gouda exchanged polite pleasantries in the 

bedroom, as Mr. Pong entered saying, “Louder, my dear! 

How lovely and... er... unexpected to see ya, I mean, I 

say...” Mr. Pong knew he was supposed to be on his best 

behaviour, but he never really knew how he was 

supposed to do it, or what he was supposed to say. 
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   “Come on, sis,” said Gouda, “let's go downstairs and get 

you a nice cup of hot cheese. We'll serve it in the dining 

room, in those nice fancy cups, and with cheese and 

biscuits! I say, we could even open that ten year old bottle 

of Cheesecake Champagne!” 

   “HUH! CHEESE, CHEESE, CHEESE! 

THAT'S ALL YOU BLOOMIN' TWO 

EVER THINK ABOUT! CHEESE THIS, 

CHEESE THAT! YOU'RE FUNNY IN THE 

HEAD YOU ARE! CAN'T I GET A CUP 

OF TEA IN MY OWN SISTER'S HOUSE, 

EH?” 

   Mrs. Pong had gone red with embarrassment, rather 

than her usual increasing colour of yellow. 

   Mr. Pong said, “Ah, now Louder, don't be like that. I'm 

sure we's gotta teabag floating around the place 

somewheres, and I'm sorry you don't like our cheese 

fascination, but to me and Gouda, it's our life, you see? 

It's what makes us happy!” 
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   “I DON'T SEE WHAT HAPPINESS HAS 

GOT TO DO WITH IT! HOW MUCH 

MONEY ARE YOU MAKING? THAT'S 

WHAT MATTERS!” 

   “Of course,” replied Mr. Pong. “We're doing more than 

alright, I can tell ya! We supplies to some of the country's 

biggest retailers and...” 

   “YES, YES, ALRIGHT!” interrupted Louder. 

“NOW, LET'S TRY AND FIND THIS 

FABLED TEABAG OF YOURS AND WE 

CAN GO AND TALK DOWNSTAIRS.” 

 

 

Mousey was covering his ears with his arms, trying to 

block out the noise pollution of Aunty Louder. Flower had 

put some bits of cheese in her ears to try and muffle the 

sound. 

   Then Mr. Pong suddenly came galumphing into the cellar, 
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telling Flower to get washed, ready to see her aunty. “And 

I ain't forgotten about that li'l disappearing stunt you 

done last night neither! But we'll deals with that later we 

wills!” 

   Mr. Pong then turned his back and made his way out of 

the dreary cellar farm, grumbling to himself, “Why of all 

days, does that bloomin' stupid sister of Gouda's have to 

come and visit? Today of all days! Why, that Top Secret 

Cheese will be set in a couple of hours! I'll have to be on 

my best behaviour I will, then hopefully we's can get rid of 

her quick like. Oh, bloomin' Louder!” 
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Customers 

 

Just as Mr. Pong was about to fix some refreshments for 

his unwanted company, the doorbell rang. This annoyed 

Mr. Pong even more than he was already annoyed, and 

it’s fair to say he was already annoyed a lot. He grumbled 

and cursed to himself, “Edam it! Who can that be? 

Emmantel's bells!” 

   He disarmed the Rodent Proof Security Door mouse 

traps and opened the door. 

   Two young American tourists were standing there, 

holding handkerchiefs over their noses and grinning. The 

man said, “Hey buddy, how's it going? Are you, like, open?” 

   Mr. Pong stared angrily at the first customers the Cheap 

Cheese Emporium had had for weeks. He was about to 

slam the door in their faces. Not only had they come at a 

very inopportune time, they had also pressed the wrong 

bell. 

   There were two bells. One for customers and one for 

personal business. This young couple had pressed the 

wrong one, and it was infuriating Mr. Pong. But instead of 
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slamming the door in their faces, he decided to invite 

them in to the shop. 

   He was suddenly all smiles, waving them in. “Come in, 

come in. Welcome, welcome,” he said cheesily. 

   “Hey thanks, man!” 

   “Hey, dude,” said the woman, “Do you know you've got 

a bit of cheese poking out of your shirt?” 

   Mr. Pong ignored her and showed them his small 

museum in the corner. He left them looking at the antique 

cheeses, and reading information about cheese making 

and sculpting. “I'll get you some free tasters,” he said, 

smiling an evil looking smile, as he wandered behind the 

counter. 

   The couple were taking photos of the current cheese 

sculpture in the window: two bearded monkeys playing 

tug of war. 

  “Here you are,” Mr. Pong interrupted. He was full of fake 

smiles, which the tourists took for genuine, and he was 

holding out a tray of cheesy 'treats'. 

   “Barbecued Goat's Cheese,” explained Mr. Pong, as the 

couple looked down at the disappointing looking free 

tasters. “With a special blend of nuts and herbs.” 
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   They reluctantly took the foul smelling offering. Now it 

was their turn for fake smiling. 

   “Mmm, it's, um, crunchy,” said the woman. 

   “Yes, it's got a very, er... particular taste!” exclaimed the 

man. 

   “Mm, I can't quite place it, hon.” 

   It was clear that they were loathing the stuff and trying 

to be polite. They tried to gulp it down as quickly as they 

could. When they finally had, the woman was breathing 

very rapidly and holding on to her heart. “Could I have a 

glass of water?” she asked in a weak voice. 

   Mr. Pong sniggered to himself. They had just eaten his 

latest experimental cheese, the ingredients of which 

included rabbit droppings, ear wax, stag beetles and the 

hairy, slimy gunk that clogs up the plug hole. 

 

 

 

   “PONG! WHERE ARE YOU?” Louder 
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shouted from the dining room. Mr. Pong immediately 

stopped playing with the tourists. His fake smile 

disappeared, and he simply marched them towards the 

door and threw them out. 

   The tourists stood outside Mr. Pong's Cheap Cheese 

Emporium, looking extremely confused and feeling 

incredibly ill. They both turned as white as a sheet. Then 

they turned green. Then they were both simultaneously 

sick over a dozen or so mice that were waiting outside the 

shop. 
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Plans 

 

Red Head had been stood in the corner with a tea towel 

over his head all night. He wasn't sure if he was supposed 

to stay there indefinitely or not. As he had pondered that, 

he'd fallen asleep. Now that it was morning, he'd 

forgotten all about hiding from the Pongs and decided to 

try on some hats and attempt a bit of cheese sculpting. 

 

 

 

   He was having a very jolly old time, as he carved into a 

large piece of Cheddar. Strips and slices of cheese flew 

around in every direction. What he was trying to sculpt 

was anyone's guess. He didn't even seem to know himself. 

   “I wonder when that little girl will come back?” he asked 

himself. “It's not half as much fun playing alone. 

Wallicker-crackerty, I hope she's O.K. Poor old Flower, 
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being used as a slave! Huh! That's just no fun at all.” 

   He remembered that he was supposed to be coming up 

with a plan to escape. His head thought long and hard, 

but he didn't get any further than simply thinking, “I need 

a plan!” 

   The cheese man continued to sit in The Sculpting Room, 

carving at the Cheddar, whilst whistling a jolly tune. He 

was still wearing that fake nose and moustache, and the 

clown wig, but now he had a fez upon his bright red head 

too. 

   “How can I come up with a plan, if I don't fully know the 

situation?” he suddenly asked himself, making some 

progress at finding a solution. “Why, I need every bit of 

possible information about the house, the cellar, the 

Pongs and, well, everything, in order to make a plan!” He 

rose to his feet, knowing what he had to do. 

   “Boppedy-pop, I need to explore the rest of the house! 

But I must be careful not to be seen.” He contemplated 

wearing a disguise. Then he realised he already was. Then 

he realised it didn't really make any difference, because if 

he bumped into a Pong, he would still be an odd cheese 

man stranger in a house that wasn't his. 
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The door to The Sculpting Room had been locked as usual. 

So Red Head awkwardly squeezed his cheese body 

through the hatch in the wall and fell into the room next 

door with a BUMP! “Ha, ha, what fun!” he said. Then he 

opened the door of The Experimental Cheese Room, just 

a crack, and peered round the edge. 
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Wooozers, Wowzers 

 

Louder and Gouda were sitting in the dining room, 

attempting chitchat. “I must say,” said Mrs. Pong, “it 

seems very pleasant out for the time of year.” 

   “HA! PLEASANT! PLEASANT! IT'S NOT 

IN THE SLIGHTEST. IT'S A HORRIBLE 

COLD, NASTY DAY. I WAS NEARLY 

BLOWN OFF MY STILTS BY A 

FREEZING GUSH OF WIND! PLEASANT 

YOU SAY! HA!” 

   “Well, at least the sun's out,” replied Gouda. 

   “SUN! SUN! WHO NEEDS SUN? I 

DON'T, I CAN TELL YOU! IT NEARLY 

BLINDED ME ON MY WAY DOWN 

HERE!” 
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   Gouda Pong looked embarrassed. Nobody else ever got 

the upper hand with her, but she always melted in the 

presence of her older sister. Anyway, Mrs. Pong couldn't 

tell Louder what she really thought of her, because she 

wanted that inheritance. 

   “Here we are! Here we are!” Mr. Pong came crashing 

through the door with a tray of crockery and cheese. He 

was holding it with one hand. The other hand was 

dragging Flower into the room, by her hair. 

   “Hello Aunty Louder,” Flower said as she was expected 

to. Flower couldn't think of anywhere she'd least like to 

be. 

   Aunty Louder ignored Flower. Instead she turned her 

attention to the Pongs. “LOOK AT HER! LOOK 

AT HER! YOU'VE BEEN FEEDING HER 

TOO MUCH YOU HAVE! SHE'S 

GETTING FAT! THAT STUPID, 

BRAINLESS GIRL OF YOURS! 

FATTENED HER UP YOU HAVE! SHE'LL 
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BE TOO FAT TO WORK SOON, AND 

THEN WHAT USE IS SHE, EH?” 

   Flower was skinny, malnourished and overworked. Her 

thin face looked at Aunty Louder, unable to believe what 

she was hearing. Flower got angry and sad, but she fought 

back showing any emotion. 

   “We only feed her cheese slop, Louder,” said Mrs. Pong. 

   “CHEESE SLOP! CHEESE SLOP! SHE 

DESERVES MUDDY PUDDLE WATER 

AND NOTHING ELSE, IF YOU ASK ME! 

AND I BET SHE STEALS FOOD FROM 

YOUR CUPBOARDS WHEN YOU'RE 

NOT WATCHING. GOOD FOR 

NOTHING GIRL YOU'VE GOT THERE!” 

   Mr. and Mrs. Pong viewed Flower with suspicion and 

anger. “Arh, she is a useless, good for nothing slop bucket, 

Louder. You're absolutely right,” said Mr. Pong. “And she 

needs to be taught a lesson straight away!” 
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   They were talking about Flower like she wasn't in the 

room. But by now, Flower wasn't listening to what was 

being said anyway. Her attention was elsewhere. 

 

As the nasty grown-ups had been talking, Flower had seen 

Red Head dance past the half open door. Then he passed 

again, walking backwards and raising his fez up whilst 

dancing a little jig. Then he walked past again, pulling a 

face. Flower was trying not to laugh, but she couldn't help 

but raise a smile. 

 

“Oh, Pongy, do teach her a lesson! What shall we do to 

the miserable creature?” Mrs. Pong asked her husband. 

   “WELL, DON'T JUST SIT THERE 

PONGS! YOU SAID YOU WERE GONNA 

TEACH HER A LESSON, AND NOW I 

PROPOSE THAT YOU ACTUALLY 

BLOOMING DO SO, RATHER THAN 

BLOOMING TALKING ABOUT IT ALL 
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BLOOMING DAY, YOU MISERABLE 

PIECES OF COW POO!” 

 

Aunty Louder's voice was so loud, that Flower had 

actually completely switched off from it. It was like the 

background noise of a pneumatic drill: after half an hour 

or so, you don't really notice. Besides, Flower was having 

too much fun watching Red Head performing just outside 

the door. 

   When Red Head started balancing a ball of Edam on top 

of his own ball of Edam head, Flower gave an audible 

laugh. 

   “Think it's funny do you?” asked Mr. Pong angrily. “You 

snot filled slop rodent! I'll show you!” 

   It was only then that Flower realised she was in big 

trouble. 

   “Get her legs!” cried Mr. Pong to his wife. “Let's throw 

her in the cow dung again!” 

   “Ooh, can't we do something even worse, cheeseness? 

After all, she has been really bad, and Louder deserves a 

good show.”   
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   “KICK HER AND PUNCH HER AND 

FEED HER WORMS, I SAY! AND THEN 

HANG HER UPSIDE DOWN FROM THE 

SHOP SIGN, COVERED IN HONEY TO 

ATTRACT THE FLIES!” 

   “What a good idea!” said Mrs. Pong. 

 

Flower was trying to get out of the tight hold that the 

three adults now had on her. She began screaming, “Let 

me go, let me go, get off me!” whilst trying to wriggle free. 
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   The Pongs and Aunty Louder held Flower’s arms and 

legs and carried her towards the door, laughing sinister 

laughs as they did so. 

   Mr. Pong opened the door only to be confronted by a 

man made out of cheese, with a ball of Edam for a head, 

wearing a fake nose and a wig. He was dressed in a 

dressing gown and welly boots, and grinning a ridiculously 

large smile. 

   It's difficult to know in advance what one's reaction will 

be like to such an encounter. There are lots of things to 

take in. Firstly, there's a stranger in your house. Secondly, 

he seems to be made entirely out of cheese. Thirdly, he's 

wearing some very silly looking things indeed. 

   The Pongs and Louder reacted in the following way: 

they dropped Flower to the floor and stood there with 

gawping mouths, frozen to the spot, staring at the cheese 

man. 

   “Wooozers, wowzers! Hello, hello!” said Red Head. “You 

must be the Pongs! But I thought there were only two of 

you! How do you do? Crickety-split, it's good to meet you 

all. My name's Red Head, how do you do? How do you 
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do?” 

   At that, Aunty Louder fainted on the spot, and for a 

fleeting moment both the Pongs hoped she might have 

dropped dead. 

   Mr. Pong came out of the shock first. “Why you...!” he 

yelled. He then launched himself at the cheese man and 

started to strangle him. 

   Red Head was having his cheesy neck wrung by Mr. Pong, 

but it didn't seem to hurt. It just made the shape of his 

neck stretch. “Hahaha! Oh me, oh my!” Red Head laughed. 

   “Who are you? Where did you come from? What are 

you doing in my house? What are you?” Mr. Pong ranted, 

whilst continuing the attempt of throttling Red Head. 

   “Get off him!” Flower said weakly from the floor. 

   “I don't understand...” said Mrs. Pong, trying to take in 

the strange looking cheese man. 

   Then, both Mr. and Mrs. Pong understood at the same 

time. Mr. Pong stopped wringing Red Head’s neck, and 

looked at his wife. In unison, they cried, “The Top Secret 

Cheese! It works! Hooray, hooray, hooray!”  
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A Bit Tied Up 

 

It didn't take long for the Pongs to decide that they 

should tie up Flower and Red Head. 

   Mr. and Mrs. Pong dragged them into The Sculpting 

Room and tied them back to back on two chairs- proper 

wooden chairs too, not their more flimsy cheese ones. 

   The Pongs didn't know what to do about the situation 

and they needed time to think. 

 

Mr. and Mrs. Pong returned to the dining room and saw 

Louder still out cold on the floor. They didn't know what 

to do about that either. So they decided to tie her to a 

chair in The Sculpting Room as well. Then they gagged her 

with an old dish cloth, making sure it was fastened as 

tight as could be. 

   “But what happens when Louder wakes up?” asked Mrs. 

Pong anxiously. “She'll kill us!” The reality of what they'd 

just done started to sink in. 

   “Well... maybe she won't wake up,” replied Mr. Pong. 

   “She's not dead! She's just fainted!” Mrs. Pong said. 



74 

 

   “I knows, I knows... but at her age, such a fright as she's 

had could, you know, send her over... I mean, she's getting 

on.” 

   “Yes, well, I suppose it is her time soon, cheeseness.” 

Then Mrs. Pong smiled an evil smile and her eyes seemed 

to be looking into some far away corner of her mind. She 

said, “I mean, by rights, she should be dead already. How 

old is she anyway? And, of course, that inheritance would 

come in pretty handy. Think of what we could buy for our 

sculptures!” 

   “Too right, cheeseness, and I suppose that sometimes, 

you know, when it's the right thing to do, helping 

someone go on their way, when it's their time, you 

understand, can be the right thing to do.” 

   “It would be an act of kindness,” replied Mrs. Pong, 

grinning and looking devilishly at her sister. “That gag was 

bound tight, wasn't it?” 

   “Indeed it were, my Babybel.” 

   “So if someone, accidentally of course, pinched her nose, 

well that wouldn't be... murder? Would it?” said Mrs. 

Pong calmly. 

   Mr. Pong suddenly looked angry and frightened. He 
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started waving his arms about and shouting, “Now, now... 

that's not a word to just be bandied around like that. We 

wasn't talking about anything of the sort. Pinching a nose 

is one thing, what you said... well, that's quite another!” 

   Mrs. Pong simply replied, “Go on, cheesy-peesy, do it.” 

   Mr. Pong looked grave and slowly walked towards 

Louder. 

 

Red Head and Flower had been sat there watching and 

listening to everything that had been happening. Flower 

shuddered at the monstrous Pongs. Who knew what they 

would do to her and Red Head? It looked like Mr. and Mrs. 

Pong were bloodthirsty and they had two more hostages 

bound to chairs other than Aunty Louder. 

 

“We'll make her into cheese!” said Mrs. Pong, sounding 

scarier by the minute. Mr. Pong grinned and prepared to 

do a bit of harmless, suffocating, death inducing nose 

pinching.  
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Slaves 

 

Just as Mr. Pong was reaching out his cheesy fingers 

towards Louder's nose, she suddenly shot bolt upright in 

her chair and started muffledly shouting through her gag. 

Mr. Pong froze on the spot. 

   He looked over at his wife. Mrs. Pong looked at her sister. 

Louder glared back with a terrifying scowl, and suddenly 

Gouda Pong returned to the usual dismissive self she is 

when around her older sibling. “Well, undo the gag, 

cheeseness. Go on! Undo it!” Mrs. Pong said hastily. 

   Mr. Pong did as he was bid, equally terrified of Louder. 

Once the gag and ties had been removed, Louder shouted, 

“WHAT IS GOING ON? WHAT IS 

GOING ON? YOU'VE BOUND AND 

GAGGED ME YOU FILTHY PHILISTINES! 

I WANT AN EXPLANATION RIGHT 

NOW OR NOT ONLY WILL YOU LOSE 

YOUR INHERITANCE BUT I'LL BURN 
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DOWN THIS NASTY OLD CHEESE SHOP 

TOO!” 

   “Now, now, now, Louder,” said Mr. Pong as soothingly as 

he could. “Let's not kick up such a fuss. All that happened 

was you fainted, and then you had a seizure. You wouldn't 

stop shaking, so we bound you to a chair until you'd 

calmed down.” 

   “And the gag was to stop you biting your tongue!” 

added Mrs. Pong, thinking quickly. 

   Louder looked at them sharply and suspiciously. Her 

silence was even more frightening than her loud words. 

Then she looked around and saw Flower and Red Head 

tied to their chairs. 

   She screamed, “ARGGGHHHHH! IT'S HIM! 

HIM! THAT... CHEESE... MAN! WHAT IS 

HE? I MEAN IT? I MEAN, ARGHH, GET 

ME OUT OF HERE! NOW!” 

   Aunty Louder stormed out of the room, with two 

humble and apologising Pongs running after her. 
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“Ha, ha! What a to do!” said Red Head jollily. 

   “A to do! A to do! Red, we've been tied up and we’ve 

just watched our captors almost kill Aunty Louder!” 

   “Ha, ha! I know, what a jolly old show!” replied Red 

Head. 

   Flower said, “I don't know if you quite have a grasp of 

the situation. Wake up and smell the cheese! They were 

going to kill Aunty Louder, and they could be about to kill 

us!” 

   “Oh, now, surely they weren't seriously trying to kill her! 

As Mr. Pong said, nose pinching is one thing and...” Red 

Head stopped in his tracks. The reality of what had just 

happened sank in. This was not a game. “Oh, my, oh my! 

Oh Flower! What'll we do? And poor old Aunty Louder! 

And... oh! Oh my, oh my, oh my! Willipy-billipy-bloop!” 

   “Good to see you've caught up,” smiled Flower. 

    

 

Aunty Louder had finally calmed down a bit. The Pongs 

had told her about The Top Secret Cheese, taking her into 
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their confidence, and that somehow or other a cheese 

man had arrived early. 

   Mr. Pong was informing her of The Top Secret Cheese's 

history, and for once, Aunty Louder was fascinated and 

listening to every word intently. 

   “CHEESE SOLDIERS YOU SAY? A 

CHEESE ARMY? MY WORD!” 

   The Pongs were so caught up in the conversation and 

being able to tell someone about the secret cheese, that 

they didn't realise they were bound to regret telling her 

later. It was supposed to be top secret after all. But then 

what could they have said in explanation of the cheese 

man she'd encountered? 

   “WHY!” said Louder, “WE COULD RAISE 

AN ARMY! WHERE SHALL WE INVADE? 

I'VE ALWAYS HATED THE SCOTTISH 

MYSELF. OR WE COULD INVADE 

WALES... NO, NO, THAT'S THINKING 

TOO SMALL. WHAT ABOUT 
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AUSTRALIA? OR... WHERE'S KUALER 

LUMPA?” 

 

 

   “Now, I'm not sure we really wanted to raise an army. 

We just wants to win The Annual Cheese Sculpture 

Competition and maybe make a few slaves for round the 

house. But you'd be more than welcome to have a couple! 

It would be our present to you for the misunderstanding.” 

Mr. Pong was speaking as eloquently as he could, but 

bits of cheese and saliva still flung out of his mouth all the 

time. 

    “HMM, A COUPLE OF SLAVES YOU 

SAY? YES, I COULD DO WITH THAT, 

IT'S TRUE. VERY WELL, I'LL TAKE THE 

TWO UPSTAIRS.” 
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   Mr. Pong was taken aback. He said, “But one of them's 

not a cheese man. That's Cauli! We'll make you some new 

slaves this afternoon.” 

   “NO, NO. THEY'LL DO FINE. I'D 

RATHER HAVE ONE CHEESE MAN TO 

BEGIN WITH TO SEE HOW HE GETS 

ON, AND IT'LL BE GOOD TO HAVE A 

CHILD AROUND THE PLACE. I NEED 

SOMEONE TO BE NASTY TO.” 

   “But, sis, Cauli wasn't really part of the arrangement...” 

said Mrs. Pong. She didn't recognise it herself, but she was 

actually feeling an ever so slight motherly emotion 

towards Cauliflower Cheese, now that she might go. 

   “CALL ME A TAXI! AND HAVE THOSE 

TWO READY FOR WHEN IT COMES. 

GO ON! DO IT!” shouted Louder. 

   The two Pongs left the room, to do as they'd been 

ordered. Mrs. Pong had a tear in her eye. 
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   “What is it cheeseness?” her husband asked. 

   “Oh, I know it's stupid, but I think I might miss that good 

for nothing slop bucket! I mean who else am I going to be 

mean and horrible to, eh? You? Not likely!” 

   “But, cheesy-weezy, we'll create as many cheese people 

as we wants! Hey, we can even sculpt a Caluiflower 

Cheese! We can create a replacement!” 

   Mrs. Pong brightened up. She said, “Oh yes! What a 

marvellous idea! Oh, pongy-wongy, that's brilliant! Why, 

we could have ten of her!” 

   “You can have anything you wants my little cheese straw. 

We can create whatever we wants! We are Cheese Gods!” 

   Like in scary movies, there was a bolt of lightning and a 

clash of thunder outside, and the rain came hurtling down. 

   The Pongs grinned menacingly. 
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Supping from the Bucket 

 

Mousey discovered that the cellar door was open, so he 

decided to have a snoop around the house and see what 

cheeses he could find there. 

   After munching on various specialities from prime 

condition, untouched cheeses in Mr. Pong's display 

cabinets, he had a look about upstairs. 

   It wasn't long before he came across the girl that feeds 

him. She appeared to be tied to a chair next to some sort 

of strange cheese creature. 

    Flower cried, “Oh, Mousey! Mousey! It's good to see 

you! Help us! Can you gnaw through these ties? Please, 

Mousey! Help!” 

   Mousey, being a mouse, didn't understand Flower. He 

was far more interested in that living cheese man. 

   The mouse contemplated the idea of eating living 

cheese, and he just couldn't decide whether it would be 

the right thing to do or not. 

   “Mousey!” Flower shouted urgently, in desperate need 

of help. The mouse just wandered over to a bucket on the 
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floor. It was the one with The Top Secret Cheese in it.  

 

 

    The mouse gave it a sniff. 

 

Now, we know that the contamination of a ball of Edam 

had created the creature of Red Head, so what effect 

would the gloop have on a mouse digesting it? Mousey 

lent in and supped a little Top Secret Cheese. 
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   Flower just watched, unable to do anything. After a brief 

moment, she shouted, “Mousey! Are you O.K?” 

   The mouse turned around and, in plain English, he said, 

“Why, I can understand everything you're saying!” 

   Flower looked amazed. “And you can talk!” she replied. 

   “Oh, yes! It would seem that I can! How very peculiar! 

How on earth did that happen?” said Mousey. 

   “It must be the effect The Top Secret Cheese has on 

mice!” answered Flower. 

   “What on Earth is going on here anyway?” Mousey 

continued, “This is all most confusing. I'm only a small 

mouse. I'm not meant to be talking, and in strange rooms 

with people tied up to chairs -and men made out of 

cheese!” 

   “Oh, but, please Mousey,” pleaded Flower, “We need 

your help!” 

   “Joopety-poopety we do!” added Red Head.    
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How Much Can a Mouse Help? 

 

Mr. Pong was in the hallway, on the phone to a taxi 

company. “Yes, yes, Stink Street,” he was saying. “No, no, 

no... We can't blooming walk to the end of the road!” The 

conversation seemed to be lasting longer than it should 

do. “I don't care what your blooming taxi drivers think of 

my emporium! I wants a taxi outside as soon as you can, 

have you got that?” 

   Mrs. Pong was waving to her angry husband to get his 

attention. “Don't forget, we need a taxi long enough to fit 

in Louder's stilts!” she said. 

 

 

Mousey was trying to chew through Flower's ropes, but 

he soon gave up. “Nope, no use I'm afraid. I'll never get 

through that.” 

   Red Head piped up saying excitedly, “Hey, Mr. Mousey, 

why don't you use one of those big old tools hung up over 

there?” 

   Mousey replied, “Does it really look like a mouse of my 
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stature would be able to not only pick up those tools, but 

also use them sufficiently? I'm far too small for that!” 

   Red Head looked down at his feet, disappointed. 

   Flower said, “There's got to be something you can do to 

help, Mousey! If we don't get out of here, who knows 

what the Pongs will do to us!” Of course, she didn't know 

it would soon be a matter of who knows what Aunty 

Louder might do to them instead, seeing as Louder was 

about to take them home with her. 

 

 

 

   “I've got it!” said Mousey suddenly. “You two wait here.” 

   “Hoho! Like we have a choice, Mr. Mousey! Tickledy-

giggledy, you are ever so funny!” roared Red Head. 

   “Speak for yourself!” replied the mouse. “I'm only trying 

to help, but if you don't want my assistance, well, there's 

plenty of cheese tasting to be done instead...” 

   Flower pleaded, “Oh, Mousey! Take no notice of Red 

Head. We'll be eternally grateful if you can help.” 

   “Alright, alright. Look, of course I'll help you. Now, as I 
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said: wait here.” He shot a look at Red Head who was 

looking down at his feet again. “I'll be back in a few 

minutes,” Mousey said, and then he ran out the door. 

   “Thank you! And please, hurry!” Flower shouted, as the 

mouse disappeared. Then she said to Red Head, “What's 

he going to do?” 

   “Jollipy-crollipy, I don't know, but I can't wait to get out 

of these ropes.” 

   Shadows suddenly appeared outside the door. Then the 

Pongs entered. “Right you two!” shouted Mr. Pong. 

“You're going on a little holiday. It's off to Aunty Louder's 

for the pair of yers.” And with that, the Pongs picked up 

the two chairs, with Flower and Red Head still tied to 

them, and they carried them down the stairs. 

 

 

From outside there could be heard a very loud honking 

car horn. It was honking repeatedly, and one could hear 

the taxi driver shouting, “Come on, come on! I ain't got all 

day! Poo-wee, what a stench! Come on, quickly now!” 

HONK, HONK, HONK went his horn. 
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“Oh, where has Mousey got to?” Flower whispered to Red 

Head. The cheese man seemed to have forgotten that 

they were being taken captive. He was just enjoying the 

moment of sitting in a chair being carried down the stairs 

by two grumbling old Pongs. 

   “Hahaha! Ho ho! What a funny old trumble-bumble I 

have in my belly! Wirliker-spirliker-crickety-split!” 
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Squeak, Squeak 

 

The hundreds of mice that were always waiting outside 

Mr Pong’s Cheap Cheese Emporium, hoping that one day 

they might find a way in and sample its cheesy delights, 

were, as usual, waiting outside. 

   All of a sudden, another mouse came up to the group, 

shouting at them something in English. The other mice 

didn't understand anything he was saying, but they were 

all very curious to know how a mouse might be able to 

speak English. Mousey had their full attention, and he 

soon remembered to speak in squeaks instead to make 

them understand. 

   After Mousey had spoken, all of the mice gladly 

followed him down Stink Street. Mousey was taking them 

to his secret way in to the Cheap Cheese Emporium; a 

utopia for any mouse. 

   Not before long, they had all disappeared into a large 

hole in No. 37’s porch, and found their way to the cellar. 
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The taxi driver was still honking his horn outside the shop, 

and was far too overwhelmed by the stench to notice the 

strange behaviour of the mice. If his fare didn't get into 

his taxi soon, he wouldn't be able to take the vile whiff 

anymore. He felt like he was going to faint. HONK, HONK, 

HONK! He tried one more time. 

 

 

Inside, Mr. and Mrs. Pong were in the dining room with 

Louder. “IF THEY'RE NO GOOD AS SLAVES, 

I'LL RETURN THE BOTH OF THEM, 

MIND! I DON'T WANT USELESS 

LAYABOUTS AROUND THE HOUSE, 

YOU HEAR ME?” 

   “Of course,” said  Mrs Pong. 

   HONK! HONK! HONK! The taxi continued from outside. 

   Mr. Pong said, “Well, it were lovely to see you, my dear 

Louder and I'm sorry if that cheese man gave you a 

fright...” 

   “OH, STOP YOUR GROVELLING, 
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PONG! COME ON! THERE'S A TAXI 

WAITING! YOU'LL HAVE TO CARRY ME 

OUT THE FRONT DOOR, MIND!” 

 

 

Flower and Redhead were still tied to their chairs in the 

hallway. “Oh, Red! Why are we going to Aunty Louder's? 

Why, it'll be even worse than here with the Pongs! And 

where's Mousey got to? What are we going to do?” 

   “Rickety-pickety, Flower, I just don't know! But at least 

we're getting away from here and going somewhere new, 

eh? Ha, you never know- it might work out in our favour!” 

   “But you don't know Aunty Louder! She's mean and 

vicious! You don't know what she's capable of!” 

   “Oh we need to get away from the whole hollumping-

wollumping lot of them! Stupid Pongs and noisy Louders! 

Willipy-billipy, we need to escape!” 

   At that moment, Mousey came into the hallway, with 

hundreds of mice in tow. “Mousey!” cried Flower with joy. 

   “Mr. Mouse!” Red Head added. 

   The mice, under Mousey's instructions, began to gnaw 
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through Flower's and Red Head's ropes. It wouldn't take 

very long with all those mice. There were hundreds all 

scuttling around Mr. and Mrs. Pong's beloved hallway. 

 

Mousey had informed his fellow mice that if they helped 

him free a little girl and her friend, he would show them 

the way inside Mr. Pong's Cheap Cheese Emporium. And 

he had made sure to describe the various strange and 

wonderful cheesy delights that awaited them inside. 

   They had hastily agreed and were eager to get through 

the ropes as soon as they could. Then they could turn 

their attention to exploring the cheesy nirvana they'd 

waited so long for. 

   Soon enough, Flower and Red Head were free and 

standing up, thanking Mousey and his mates. 

    

Aunty Louder was opening the door to the hallway, saying 

to the Pongs, “WELL AT LEAST YOUR 

RODENT PROOF SECURITY SYSTEM IS 

WORKING! YOU KNOW HOW MUCH I 

HATE...” She gave a shudder before spitting out the 
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last word of her sentence, “...MICE!” 

   “Oh, you won't find any mice around here, Louder!” said 

Mr. Pong proudly. 

   Louder opened the door and screamed. She screamed 

so loudly that it was probably the loudest scream that 

anyone has ever screamed ever anywhere over all eternity. 

Ever. There were hundreds of mice staring at her. Aunty 

Louder was absolutely petrified.  

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRR

RRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR

RRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR

RRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRGGGGGGGGGG

GGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG

GGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHH
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HHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH…” 

 

The hallway carpet couldn't be seen. There was only a 

moving mass of mice. They were running up and down 

the stairs and bannister. They were going in and out of all 

the doors. They were running up tables and lamps. 

   They were also circling Aunty Louder and starting to run 

up her legs, which made Louder scream even louder than 

she had the first time, shaking the house and the whole of 

Stink Street, as the mice began to disappear under her 

skirt. 

“AAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAA
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AAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRR

RRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR

RRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR

RRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR

RRRRRRRRGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG

GGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHH

HHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” 
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    Of course, the other thing Aunty Louder was scared 

rigid of was cats. So she was not at all happy to suddenly 

see hundreds of cats emerge from the cellar and start 

chasing the swarm of mice that were already taking up 

the whole of the hallway. 

 

 

 

   The mice and cats, between them, were miaowing and 

screeching and squeaking. Balls of fluff were flying. Sharp 

claws were scratching and grabbing. Furniture was being 

knocked over. The whole place was suddenly a complete 

mess of utter mayhem! 

   Aunty Louder fainted. She fell into the floor of furious 

cats and mice, and they carried her on their backs into the 

kitchen. 
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The Hallway Battle 

 

The cats that were gathered at the end of Stink Street 

had seen all the mice suddenly leave their usual spot 

outside Mr. Pong’s shop and disappear into a house 

further down the road. 

   The cats had been waiting for those mice for a very long 

time, and they weren't going to let them get away now. 

So although they couldn't abide the smell, the cats finally 

found the courage to hold their breath for as long as they 

could and run down Stink Street after the mice. 

   What the cats didn't know was that there were fifty or 

so dogs waiting round the corner from the corner the cats 

were waiting on. The dogs were waiting to chase the cats 

of course, just like the cats had been waiting to chase the 

mice. 

  

So that's how it happened to be that inside the hallway of 

Mr. Pong's Cheap Cheese Emporium, there was a battle of 

barking, screeching and squeaking. Dogs, cats and mice 

ran around so quickly that it looked like one of those 
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cartoons where there's just a cloud of smoke and some 

fists and legs and things poking out. There was far too 

much to take in. 

 

 

   The Pongs had been tripped over as soon as the dogs 

had come rushing in barking their heads off. Mr. and Mrs. 

Pong now found themselves crawling around the floor, 

getting bitten, walked over and crushed. They had fur in 

their mouths and they couldn't see properly, for all the 

animals consuming them. 

 

Flower and Red Head had backed away into the shop 

(where there were now also copious amounts of dogs, 
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cats and mice), and climbed up on the counter. 

   “Haha! Heehee! Jolly gee! What a spectacle!” laughed 

Red Head. 

   “But where's Mousey?” asked Flower, realising he was 

no longer with them. “I hope he's O.K!” 

    

 

Down in the cellar, the cows, goats, sheep, llamas, yaks, 

alpacas and other animals had witnessed a mad parade of 

mice, followed by cats, followed by dogs, come racing 

through their cellar, and they could hear the debacle 

upstairs. 

   Of course none of the dairy animals were very happy at 

living in such a poor conditioned inside farm, with such 

people as the Pongs looking after them. They had wanted 

to escape just as much as Flower always had. 

   So once the dogs had departed the cellar, the farm 

animals slowly decided to poke their noses out the door 

to see what was going on. 

   There was utter chaos in the hallway, and the farm 

animals soon added to it. It was the cows that started 

marching through the house first. A couple tried walking 
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upstairs, until one of them got stuck. Others ran into the 

kitchen and knocked tables and chairs over. Some left 

steaming cow pats on the rugs and carpets. 

   Then the sheep and goats came running up making an 

awful racket, and they were soon followed by every other 

animal in the cellar farm. 

   Mr. and Mrs. Pong were being trampled underfoot. 

“Argghh! Blooming, rotten, blinking, blooming!” Mr. Pong 

cursed amongst the hooves, wool, fur, hair, whiskers and 

general frenzied animal activity. 

   Where Aunty Louder was by now is hard to say. 

    

 

“Hello, cows! Hello, sheep!” Flower shouted from the 

counter. 

   “Haha! Hello! What funny looking creatures! Hahaha!” 

laughed Red Head. He was having a whale of a time. 

   “You've managed to keep out of trouble I see.” It was 

Mousey that had spoken. He was stood by Flower's feet 

on the counter. 

   “Mousey! There you are!” Flower was so pleased to see 

him. “I'm so glad you're O.K! Oh, thank you for rescuing us 
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Mousey! Thank you so much!” 

   “Ah, no problem. But now, listen here- what d'you want 

done now eh? I mean there's a heck of an animal fight 

going on here! Something needs to be done about it! 

Many of my mice kin have fallen in battle y'know! And 

what do you want done with the Pongs?” 

   Flower didn't realise she was in charge of what was 

going on, and she didn't rightly know how to take charge. 

   “We need a plan!” said Red Head. 

   “Well, if you come up with one, let me know,” Flower 

replied. 

   They didn't need a plan though, because not before long, 

the farm animals had broken through the Rodent Proof 

Security Door at the front of the shop, and they were soon 

running down Stink Street, squinting in the new sunshine. 

   The cats were now far more concerned in getting rid of 

the dogs than they were in chasing the mice, so they saw 

their chance and ran out as well, following the farm 

animals. Besides, the cats didn't know how much longer 

they could survive amongst the wretched, horrid stench 

of the Cheap Cheese Emporium. 

   Mousey, Red Head and Flower watched from the 
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counter as the animals streamed out of the shop. 

   The last of the cats went racing out and the dogs went 

racing after them, making a heck of a noise. 

 

Outside, the taxi driver had just about had all he could 

take of the vile stench and was preparing to drive away. 

But before he could do so, he witnessed hundreds of 

animals suddenly flying out the front door of Mr. Pong's 

Cheap Cheese Emporium. When dozens of cats carried 

Aunty Louder over his car, the taxi driver had fainted on 

the spot. 
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Plop Splodge! 

 

The hundreds of mice had been joined by hundreds more 

mice who must have heard the fast spreading rumour 

that the door of Mr. Pong’s Cheap Cheese Emporium was 

open. 

   The mice were feasting gluttonously on all the classic 

and bizarre cheeses. A few were ill after trying Mr. Pong's 

free tasters. Display cabinets had been toppled and 

smashed; the mice were devouring those antique, 

priceless cheeses as well. 

   They were also sampling Mr. and Mrs. Pong in the 

hallway. After all, the Pongs’ skin was covered in a life 

time's worth of bathing in, working with and eating 

cheese. So some of the mice actually found it pleasant to 

nibble the cheddar under Mr. Pong's dirty finger nails and 

the Red Leicester inside his ears. 

   The Pongs themselves were unconscious. It's hard to say 

if they had fainted or if they'd been kicked or mauled 

unconscious, but unconscious they were. 
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“What d'you want done with the Pongs?” Mousey asked 

Flower, as they walked into the hallway. 

   “Oh my!” she said, at seeing the spectacle of the Pongs 

lying on the floor, bloody and bruised, covered in dozens 

of mice. 

   “Rooperty-booperty!” exclaimed Red Head. 

   “I think you should teach them a lesson, don't you?” 

Mousey chipped in, looking up at Flower. 

   Revenge doesn't ever really solve anything, and it's very 

possible that when Flower grows up, she'll realise that she 

could have been kinder, and she'd regret her decision. But 

in that moment, Flower was absolutely sure that she 

wanted her vengeance on the Pongs. 

   “Let's throw them in the dung heap!” she said decisively. 

   “Hoho! What a jolly good show!” Red Head was 

enjoying himself. Everything seemed to be just a game to 

him. 

   Mousey ordered the mice to take the Pongs down to the 

cellar. They did as they were told and Mr. and Mrs. Pong 

were carried on the backs of hundreds of mice, down to 

the pooey, stinky, disgusting dung heap. 
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Mrs. Pong came to. She felt terrible. She was bruised and 

battered. Her mouth was full of wool and fur and animal 

hair, and she had a tremendous headache. She also had 

an awful swaying sensation. 

   She soon realised that this was because she was indeed 

being swayed from side to side. Right in front of that 

horrible dung heap. 

   Red Head had Mrs. Pong’s legs and Flower held her 

arms. 

   “Hoppity-boppity! Jeepers, creepers, peepers! What 

fun!” said Red Head. 

   Mrs. Pong screamed, which caused Mr. Pong to wake up. 

   “Quick!” shouted Flower, and they flung Mrs. Pong into 

the revolting, stenchy dung heap. PLOP-SPLODGE! 

   Mr. Pong grabbed Flower's ankle. “Why yous good for 

nothing slop bucket of a fart filled dinousar's droppings, 

how dare you!” He seemed incredibly angrily. 

   The mice came to Flower’s aid, biting Mr. Pong’s hand 

until he lost his grip. “Arggghhh! Get off of mes! Get off, 

you filthy rodents! Arrgghhh!” cried Mr. Pong. 



107 

 

   Flower and Red Head quickly grabbed hold of him. Mr. 

Pong cursed and moaned, trying to find the strength in his 

old and battered body. It was no use. PLOP-SPLODGE! He 

was thrown into the dung heap to join his wife. 
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The Pongs’ Last Stand 

 

It wasn't long before the Pongs found their strength and 

emerged from the dung heap, covered in the smelly stuff, 

waving their arms and groaning; looking like a couple of 

slime monsters from some 1950s B-movie. 

   “CAULIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII!” yelled Mr. Pong at the top of his 

voice. He sounded angrier than he'd ever sounded before. 

   Flower and Red Head dashed up the steps into the 

hallway, and then up the stairs of the house, terrified and 

not knowing what to do. 

 

The Pongs, covered in cow poo and balls of animal fluff, 

followed them up the stairs, shouting terrible obscenities 

that were far too rude to be reproduced here. 

 

The animals had ruined everything inside Mr. Pong's 

Cheap Cheese Emporium. Furniture and sculptures had 

been either destroyed or knocked over. Top quality 

speciality cheeses lay around here and there, half eaten 

or squashed. There were injured mice dotted around; 
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hanging from picture frames and lying over the edges of 

the stairs. Hair, wool and fur lay everywhere, and there 

were dirty, muddy animal prints all through the house. 

  

“CAULIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII!” shouted Mr. Pong, in a state of 

absolute rage. 

   The dung covered Pongs finally reached the landing at 

the top of the stairs. 

 

Flower and Red Head had disappeared into The 

Experimental Cheese Room. “Oh my, oh my! Crickety-

splitter-fingers! What are we to do?” asked the cheese 

man, realising that this was serious again, and not a game. 

   “I don't know, Red! I don't know!” 

   They could hear the Pongs on the landing. “Quick!” said 

Flower. “Into The Sculpting Room!” 

   Red Head and Flower squeezed themselves through the 

serving hatch in the wall, as two brown and battered 

Pongs arrived. 

   Mr. Pong saw Flower's legs disappearing through the 

hatch. He ran over and caught hold of one with his cheesy, 

pooey hands. 
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   Flower started kicking at him with her free leg, shouting, 

“Get off me! Get off!” whilst Red Head tried to pull her 

through from the other side of the wall. 

   “Come on Flower!” Red Head cried. “Mollipy-wallopy, 

let go of her, you nasty poo Pongs!” He pulled as hard as 

he could, but his cheesy arms just kept on stretching. 

   Mrs. Pong joined her husband, and grabbed hold of 

Flower's other leg. They started to pull her back through 

the hatch. 

   Mousey suddenly appeared behind the Pongs, with an 

army of mice ready to do battle. The war hadn't been won 

yet, and besides, the mice knew that if they could get 

shot of the Pongs, they could have all that lovely cheese 

all to themselves! 

   The mice advanced and ran up the dung covered Pongs. 

They disappeared inside their clothing and started biting 

them viciously. 

   “Arhhhh!” shouted Mrs. Pong. “Get off! Get off!” 

   “Blinking good for nothing mice! Ow, ow, ow!” added 

her husband. 

   Amongst the confusion, Flower managed to get her legs 

free from Mr. and Mrs. Pong, and Red Head pulled her 



111 

 

into The Sculpting Room. She fell with a bump on the floor. 

   “Joopity-boopity!” cried Red Head. 'What a palaver!' 

   

The mice were running around inside the Pongs' clothing, 

nibbling them and scratching them. Mousey was sat on 

Mr. Pong's big nose, biting it as hard as he could. 

   Mr. Pong tried to brush and peel them off, but it was no 

use. Then he started taking off his clothes, so that it was 

easier to get rid of the rodents. Mrs. Pong saw what her 

husband was doing, and decided to do the same. 

   Soon, there were two naked old Pongs standing there, 

beating the mice off of their wrinkled bodies; which had 

cheesy flakes trapped underneath the wrinkles. 

   Mr. and Mrs. Pong stormed out of the room. Mr. Pong 

found the key for The Sculpting Room and began to 

unlock the door. 

    

Flower and Red Head stood facing the naked Pongs. 

Although they were in danger, Red Head couldn't help but 

find the sight of the battered, bruised, dung smeared, 

nude Pongs absolutely hilarious. 

   “Hahaha! Hohoho! Heeheehee! Look at you two! 
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Hoohoo!” he giggled. 

   That made Mr. and Mrs. Pong even angrier than they 

already were, and they were pretty close to being as extra 

super angry as it's possible to get already anyway! 

   The Pongs advanced on them. They were so irate now 

that they weren't even cursing or shouting. They both just 

had evil looks on their faces and their silence only added 

to the whole frightening situation of it all. 

   “What'll we do? What'll we do?” asked Red Head 

anxiously. 

   Flower had been standing there, shaking with fear. But 

all of a sudden, she found a new inner strength. All her 

life she'd been abused by those nasty Pongs, and now 

things had changed. The emporium had been half 

destroyed, the farm animals had run away, and Flower 

had some new allies. 

   She was finally old enough and wise enough to stand 

her ground and do battle. She wasn't going to let the 

Pongs command her life anymore. A look of absolute 

determination came upon her face. 

   Red Head saw Flower’s new expression and knew she 

meant business. The Pongs were marching towards them. 
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Mousey and the other mice were trying to stop Mr. and 

Mrs. Pong, but it was no use. 

   “What are you going to do?” Red Head asked Flower. 

   Flower didn't reply. She simply picked up the bucket of 

Top Secret Cheese slop and held it over her head. Then 

with a huge grunt and yell, she threw it at Mr. and Mrs. 

Pong. “Take that!” she shouted. 

    

 

Squizzle-squack, also known as The Top Secret Cheese, 

had been invented to sculpt living cheese soldiers of 

course; but this contaminated batch wasn't being used for 

anything of the sort. 

   It had already caused a ball of Edam to grow into an odd 

living cheese man, and it had also caused a mouse to start 

talking. So what effect would it have if it was thrown over 

two human beings? Two old, nasty, loathsome human 

beings in particular. 

   BOINK! The bucket hit Mrs. Pong on the head, and the 

remaining Top Secret Cheese gloop slowly ran down Mr. 

and Mrs. Pong's dung smothered, bare bodies, until they 

were completely covered in the stuff, from head to toe. 
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   The Pongs stood rooted to the spot. They couldn't move. 

In fact, the cheese had the effect of setting extremely 

rapidly. Not only that, but it set extremely hard as well. 

 

The Top Secret Cheese, once contaminated and thrown 

over two human beings, has the effect of encasing them 

in rock solid, armour plated like, thick, impenetrable 

cheese. 

   Only Mr. and Mrs. Pongs' eyes were left uncovered. The 

two cheese encased, static and stuck Pongs looked 

around angrily, unable to do anything. They were trapped 

inside the thing they loved the most, seemingly forever 

more. 

 

 

 

 

Flower smiled, proudly standing before them. 

   “Hahaha!” laughed Red Head. “Hard cheese!” 
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Epilogue: The Smell of Stink Street 

 

The postman stood at the bottom of Sweet Street (as 

Stink Street had recently been renamed), breathing in the 

air deeply through his nostrils. Then he strode happily 

down the road with his trolley, whistling a tune. 

   He made his deliveries to each house as usual, greeting 

anyone that walked past. “Morning!” he would say with a 

smile. 

   “Good morning!” the person would say, smiling as well. 

    

It had taken a long time for Flower, Red Head and the 

mice to get Mr. Pong's Cheap Cheese Emporium cleaned 

up. They had devised a plan (which Red Head, incidentally, 

had played a big part in) and had worked very hard at 

getting the place shipshape. 

   It had taken ages to get rid of that smelliest, pongiest, 

whiffiest, stenchiest aroma in the whole wide world that 

had always loomed over the place, but with time and 

effort, they’d finally managed it. 
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People had soon started moving back into their properties 

in Stink Street, although many of them were unhappy to 

find that their cellars had been knocked through to the 

ones either side. But then they were so happy that the 

smell had gone and that they could live in their own 

houses again, that they soon realised it was nothing to 

grumble about. 

   In fact, once they had settled, they all got on better than 

they ever had before. They all soon became close friends, 

and had a thriving community of their own. 

   So they had eventually become quite happy that the 

cellars were all interconnected, because they had decided 

to use it as a social space, where they would hold parties, 

discos, discussions and meetings. Then they’d started 

having music concerts and showing films, and it wasn't 

long before The Sweet Street Cellar was one of the most 

popular and hip joints around. 

    

The Sculpting Room hadn't been changed that much. 

They'd gotten rid of all the cheeses and nasty tools, 

painted the place bright orange and put some curtains up, 

but all the eyes and noses and wigs and stuff was still 
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there. It had become Flower and Red Head's playroom 

now, and its door was always open. 

  

The Experimental Cheese Room had been given to the 

mice. It was their room to do whatever they so wished. So 

they had crammed the place chock-a-block with every 

single cheese in the emporium. 

   The whole smell-proofed room was a mountainous 

landscape of different cheeses piled on top of one 

another, with hundreds of mice contentedly running over 

it, under it and through the many holes and tunnels, 

eating as much as they wanted. There was enough to last 

several lifetimes in that Cheese Room. The mice were in 

absolute heaven. 

    

The postman whistled and opened the door to Flower and 

Red Head's Flower Shop. It had a more delightful, 

wonderful, sumptuous, sweet smelling, lovely scent, than 

any other shop in the whole wide world. People would 

come from all around to sample the incredibly soothing 

smell of Flower and Red Head's Flower Shop. 

   “Good morning!” the postman said cheerily to Red Head, 
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who was behind the counter, wearing his fake nose and 

wig. 

   “Hoppity-boppity, Mr. Postman! A jolly good morning to 

you as well!” replied Red Head. 

    

Everything had come up smelling of roses. Flower had 

blossomed into a mature and confident young lady. She 

was happier than she ever knew was possible. 

   She went to school now, and had plenty of friends. 

   On Saturdays she would help Red Head and Mousey run 

the shop, and she did all the ordering and accounts in the 

evenings, on top of her homework. 

   It didn't seem like hard work though, compared to the 

years of hard graft she'd done for the Pongs; and anyway, 

she enjoyed it. She loved it in fact. And if you do 

something that you love, then it doesn't really seem like 

work at all. 

 

Nobody ever found out what had become of Aunty 

Louder, but then nobody particularly cared. Flower had 

friends and a lovely new life, and Red Head was more 

than happy. He loved running the flower shop. It was just 
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like a jolly game to him. In fact, everything was just a 

game to Red Head. 

 

 

In the corner of the flower shop, there was a large display 

cabinet. It had some baskets of roses and vases of lilies on 

the top. Inside the cabinet were two cheese sculptures of 

an old couple, with garlands of flowers round their necks, 

holding a golden wedge shaped trophy. 

   On the back of the cabinet was a large certificate in a 

frame, which read: 

  

The Annual Cheese Sculpture 

Competition 

 

FIRST PRIZE 

 

awarded to 

Flower and Red Head 

for their memorial sculptures 

of Mr. and Mrs. Pong. 
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Two pairs of angry eyes looked out from the cheese 

encased statues. The Pongs had, in a way, finally won first 

prize after all. 

 

 

  The End 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Thank you for reading this book. If you could take the 

time to review it on Amazon, it would be very much 
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