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Sav ‘Hello’
to Peter Ton Green

- ‘PLG for short.

There are six PLG books so far. T+'s best to
reod them in +his order:

O @O0@ ond ihe Talking Poo

© 0@ ond ihe Fancy Panks

© @6@ ond ihe Long Fari

[+ ] @0Q Ploys Wpid

© Q0@ oc!s ihe Black Death (nearly)

(o] @OQ Saves ihe Day
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Me

Hil As +his story about the Poo is the first story
T have to +ell you, T om going to +ell you about
my wcami\y. Then you con tell me obout your

Mmilv ond we con be motes.

My nome is Pig.

Reany it's Peter Ton Green, but all my friends

ond -Familv call me Pig. Even the teachers coll
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me Pig. A bit rude, T +hink, but you con't tell

them, con vou?

T om 12 ond T o small for my oge. T have
s+ickyou+ eors ond brignt red hair, which is also

sticky-up.

Here is a photo of me on holidoy dressed as o
pirate. T+ was one of those competitions - you
Know the Kind. T
didn't win onything
and T Kept bumping
nto things becouse
of the patch. T+ was

O SWizz.




Us

T live with My MUm. T om small for my oge

but my mum is huge for hers. Here is a picture

of my mumn's head 7 / A \

we coyldnt oet

+he rest of her )

the spoce. b

A

She is a single mum but she looks more like o
double mum or even a treble mum. Mum has
the loudest laugh in the world - i+ comes right
from deep down in her belly. When she is angry,

though - wortch out! Run owon!

When T was nine T put o piece of toast down

+he toilet becouse T didn+t wont i+. She told me
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she had fisned i+ out ond she moade me eat i+
Toilet 4oast. T cont remember what it tasted

like, but T bet i+ was yuK.

/Vw big sister, SUKi, lives with us but Mum SONS
she should
‘Go ond get her own flat and eat her own
food. The cheek she's got at her ogel Hope
she’s going 1o look after me when L'm old!

Not ho\ding "y breoth

SUKi weors huge hoop earrings ond huge high

heels. She Jongles

ond clicks when :

she walks. She has

a loud lough, too.
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My Gron SONS she has a lough

‘Iike o plone going through +he sound borvier,’

ond

‘she con oet Rodio Ove on them earrivxgs’,

I also have a baby brother who is pivK, loud,

wet ond smelly - ond doesnt Know thot you

sleep when it+'s dork.

There's not a lot to say about him except it was
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cluie‘l'er before we hod him. And less smelly.

Oh. And he has a speciol name. One day T tell

you whott it is. (L think that's called suspense.)

Then there's Gron, who is

‘o«lways round our house drinking our tea’

(Mum said +hot)

[

She's Dad’s mum, not Mum’s mum. Her teeth
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have fallen out ond she smells o bit ﬁm\r\y - ke
floor polisn. She smells like the hail floor when you

come back after o ho\idav. But sne’s ot as shiny.

Dad

Where is Dod? At the moment V\obod\) Knows,
but MY MU SONS
‘He'd better not show his face round here

e hurryf

T was a bit ypset when he stopped seeing me
ot weekends, but T OK now. T don't think

obout him at all.

He was the one who bought the Poo. T+'s reolly
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greot. T+'s o huge brown plastic dog poo. Not
one of those long ones like a cigor that's gone
dry. No, it's o curly brown we+'looKin3 poo, with

o little blacK plastic fly on it

N
%

My talking poo.

T+ locks like one of those, when you treod on it,
it gets in the grooves of your frainers ond you
have 40 wash them if you dont wont it 1o come

off on the carpe+ ond 9e+ you\r‘ mun mod.
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Thot Kind of poo really smells, doesnt i4? You
know the sort of poo - you have to get it out of
all the grooves with o sanfeJr\) pin, if you con find
one. Last time T sow Dad, T was eleven then,
he took me to McDonalds and he bought me the

Poo. T a joKe shop, not in McDonalds.

T lost the Poo for a long time, but last week T
found it in Mum's dressing table (T wonder how

it go+ there?).

T+'s been +a\Kivxg

0 e ever simce.




The nextQO@ book is
@00

ond e
Fancy Panis

About the author

Barbara Catchpole was a teacher for thirty years and
enjoyed every minute. She has three sons of her own
who were always perfectly behaved and never gave
her a second of worry.

Barbara also tells lies.
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