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T would like to thank some of th_e world’s worst
grown-ups who helped me with the book.

First of all my illustrator, TONY ROSS,

who goes into bookshops and defaces other
illustrators’' work by drawing ineredibly
rude things on top.

Then there is Ezecutive Publisher, ANN-JANINE MURTAGH.
She drags authors through stinging nettles if they don't hand in
their books on time.

All hail the CEO of HarperCollins, CHARLIE REDMAYNE.,

who demands that everyone in the office calls him “His Royal
Highness King Charlie”.

My literary agent, PAUL STEVENS, must be thanked. He
covers up the fact that he is completely bald by strapping a live
hamster to his head.

There’s my editor, ALICE BLACKER, who likes to break wind

violently and then blame it on the nice lady at the next desk.

The Publishing Director, KATE BURNS. qoes afine job of
sheezing on people’s puddings on purpose so she can finish them
off herself.

The Managing Editor, SAMANTHA STEWART.
is better known as the phantom pen thief.
She has a collection of 20,000 stolen pens.







Across from her sits the Creative Director, VAL BRATHWAITE,
who spends all day eating her own helly-button fluff.

The Art Director, DAVID MCDOUGALL, who refuses to work

unless he has a pair of underpants on his head.

My cover designer, KRATE CLARRE. who likes to play tricks
on people. Kate staples ladies’ dresses to their chairs so they rip
when they stand up, leaving the bottom area exposed for all the
world to see.

My text designer, ELORINE GRANT, seems nice enough,
but ingide that giant jar of “gobstoppers” she has on her desk
to share are really glass eyes.

The PR Director, GERALDINE STROUD... She is the worst.

Geraldine threatens to duff up children in bookshops if
they don’t buy my books. I am actually all for this.

My publicist, SAM WHITE, should not be thanked as
she never does a scrap of work. Instead she passes the
time prising out the smelliest, vellowest earwax and
flicking it at people.

And finally a thank-you to my audio editor, TANYA HOUGHAM.
A thoroughly cruel character, she sticks superglue to your
headphones, so after recording an andiobook they are stuck
R} to your head forever.







It is with enormous personal pleasure and

pride that one declares this book open.

This is a great moment not just for
Great Britain and the Commonwealth

nations, but for all the people of the world.







One is 2 huge admirer of the author David Walliams. In fact,
it seems most peculiar I haven't awarded him an honour yet.
/ [ 2 (};,/” ; .

Chame Chavicd CHallianss. That is much better.

One is a huge admirer of Dame David Walliams, and this
magnificent book, The World’s Worst Children 2, which one
is told is a sequel to The World’s Worst Children (who knew?),
and which is sure to be regarded as one of the greatest works

of literature of all time.

One is not at all miffed that once again that irritating squirt
Walliams has put me in his book as a character and not

paid me a penny.

Yours royally,
» @

Her Majesty the Queen
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HUMBERT
the Hungry Baby

“OH MY!” EXCLAIMED the midwife when she
delivered the baby. It was the biggest tot the lady had
ever seen in her many years of delivering them.
He plopped on to the floor of the hospital like a
beached whale.

“Oh my word!” cried the father,






HUMBERT THE HUNGRY BABY

How had this Skmﬂy bean of a man helped create such
2 21INOrmous baby?

“Is he beautiful?” asked the baby’s anxious mother.
She couldn’t see her newborn child from where she was
lying on the bed.

“Well, you know they say ‘big is beautiful’.”
replied the father.

“Yes?”

“He is definitely D1€.”
“How blg’ exactly?” : S
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“Just let me weigh him for you, missus!” called
out the midwife. With great effort, she hauled this
monster baby on to the scales, which immediately @
Tr ol e under his weight.







HUMBERT THE HUNGRY BABY

“How much does my darling boy weigh?” asked
Mother.

The midwife studied the boy. “I would say no more
than a baby hippopotamus.”

“I need to see him!” pleaded Mother.

The midwife had to enlist the boy’'s father to heave the

infantup on to his mother’'s chest.

17 ”
OOF!” the poor woman was squashed. Her face
went bright purple and her eyes bulged. 1t looked as
if they might p©p out of her head.

Lﬁl
CAN'T
BREATHE!”

she mouthed.
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When the pair had managed to heave the enormous
lump off his mother. Father asked, “Darling, whatever
shall we call him?”

“Humbert!” she said. “Little Humbert!”

“Little Humbert?” asked Father, a hint of sarcasm in
his voice.

The new parents had brought a pretty pram to the
hospital, in which to take their baby home. However,

as soon as gumberL _Was lowered intg i, the pram wag
flattened. ; 3 \







HUMBERT THE HUNGRY BABY

The pair hijacked a forklift truck so they could get
their offspring home. They just managed to SqUECZE
him through the front door. On seeing the Size of him,
Marmalade the family cat dashed through the cat flap.
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Somehow the parents hauled him up the stairs. As

soon as they had lowered him into his cot, he burst out

of it.
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Shards of wood exploded across his nursery, smashing

everything in sight. The room loocked as if a bomb had

hit it. .






THE WORLD'S WORST CHILDREN 2

“Where's he going to sleep now?” asked Father.
“In our bed, of course!” replied Mother.

So their bedroom bhecame Humbert's nursery, and the

baby sppraw led out on their double bed.

Mother slept 011 the sofa downstairs and

& e

Father nhad to sleep
standing
up
in
aQ
cupboard.
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Not that the pair got any sleep.

If they stopped feeding their new baby milk for more
than g, minute, Humbert would SCI’EBJH] the house down

shake, the
s the noise that the walls would
guch wa

. would e
¢ would Fabfle and the s ”'a@'k
100
2
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One bottle of milk was never enough. As
soon as Humbert had his lips round the first G@ _
bottle, the second would have to be filled. @ |
Then the next. And the next. And the next. .‘f-‘

The baby would only stop to do

one thing. Burp.

7 Guzzling all that
milk down, Humbert
began expanding at

. an alarming rate.
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When there was no milk left in the house, Humbert

would wadil for food again.

GGWHAAA!!!,,

If he wasn't immediately brought something to eat.

he would roll out of bed...
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One night he demolished the entire

y contents of the fridege in seconds:

afoot_long

Salamij gg usage

and a pack of butter,
including the wrapping in

which it came.
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In the morning, Humbert had his innocent face on.

However, his burp gave him away.

It was a cheesy eggy buttery meaty trifley burp that
blew straight into his parents’ faces like a hurricane.

Upon seeing the carnage in the kitchen, Father was
furious. “I don’t believe it! There’s not a thing
left in here to eat!”
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“Well, little Humbert is
a growing bhoy!” replied
Mother.

“Growing? If he carries
on like this, he’ll be the
size of an €elephant
by Christmas!” snapped

Father. “I am putting a
padlock on the fridge!”
“But what if little

Humbert gets peckish

during the night?”
“Peckish?!” exclaimed
-t Father. “Our son is
eating us out of house and home. I am going
to move all the food we’ve got left out of his
reach!”
As Mother fumed, Father did just that. He moved

everything in the larder to the top shelf, which he could
bharely reach himself. There was no way Humbert could

get his hands on the biscuits, cereals and cakes. Or so

his father thought.
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It wasn’'t long before Humbert was wailing to be

fed again.

“WHAAA!”

That evening Mother gave her baby even more milk
than usual. Pint after pint after pint. The woman
cut the bottom off the bottle so more milk could be
poured in without interrupting Humbert’s feed.

“Hurry!” ordered Mother.

“I'm trying!” snapped back Father as he ran to fetch
yvet another carton.

When the man stumbled, running up the stairs, and
dropped a carton. it burst on to the floor.

“WHAAA!” Humbert wailed, —

Then he simply ate the bottle.

“My goodness, he must he

full now!” remarked Father,
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“Night-night, little Humbert.” said Mother, planting
a Kiss on her baby’s forehead.
Humbert did a big wet milky burp

right in his mother’s face.

«guRP!!!”

Father smirked.

“Come on, darling, it's been

another exhausting day.” said the

B man. “Let’s try to get some sleep.”
Mother lay on the sofa, and Father shut himself in the
cupboard. They both fell asleep.

%9
“AARZ.. ARTA.."

r.t-'ZJZZZ-.. ZZZ%'..

Moments later Humbert wailed.

uWHAAA ! [ ] s
As his parents were asleep, o

no one came running, so the big baby

rolled himself out of bed.

!

T
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He poured himself down the stairsand s liﬂ'l ered
into the kitchen. As the food had all been placed out of
reach, the baby had to find a way to grab it.

First he tried bOuIlCiIlg’. Humbert was perfectly
round, but he was just too heavy to become airborne.
Next he reached for a cooking pot to stand on. but he

£1J
still couldn’'t reach any food. So \V

the baby pulled over a thick
cookbook. and placed that
on top of the pot. Still
he couldn’t reach the
food. So he dragged
poor Marmalade over

by her tail.

screeched the cat.

Humbert placed the cat on top of the pile. He stepped

on her with his big fleshy foot. M A 0 W'/ll
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Humbert’s eyes widened as he finally saw what he’'d

been looking for.

Food. Glorious food.

The big baby was still standing on top of the cat. As
his feet pressed down on the poor creature, she let out
a series of loud velps. It was as if he was playing the

bagpipes.

Before long, Humbert had grabbed every can, box and

packet of food.
Then he began his fantastic feast.
Thay .
ig n at,
First, Humbeft ate his oW s Is g lot &
i 10W5- A Ir's
body weight in marshma! L Mallon

7N _
= STl ’\l
(C.—,\ - ‘"_j_) s
e
H‘D-J:.‘;%L'_J 5
h S
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Then he gobbled down a

variety pack of cereals.

Boxes and all. _. Next the big

Pineapple chunks,

Chocolate sponge.

Being a baby, Humbert didn't know how to

use a tin opener. So he ate the tins too.
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Next the baby found a large jar of mustard. It smelled
funny. Humbert poked his fingers in and grabhbed a

mouthful.

B URGH! 99

Like most children, Humbert didn’'t
like the taste of mustard at all. He spat

it out of his mouth...

...and hurled the jar across the

kitchen. A streak of mustard was \ R ‘

splashed on to the floor.
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Humbert desperately needed to eat something to take
the taste away.

The big baby jumped down and looked around the
kitchen.

There was not a scrap of food left to eat. He had scoffed
the lot. The larder was empty. The fridge was empty.

Humbert licked the wall to take the hot mustard off
his tongue, but still it tasted off.

Poor Marmalade hadn't liked being trodden on one bit,
and was now curled up in her basket.

Humbert looked at Marmalade.

Marmalade looked

D back at Humbert. P
Could he? ® , %>

N ' [
Should he?

Would he?

«MIAOw,,

Yes, He would.

The poor cat was gobbled

down in one gulp.
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The next morning, Mother and Father went to the
kitchen to make breakfast. As he strode in, in his
pviamas, Father slipped on the mustard.

‘GOW!!?

He shot across the kitchen floor / _

and ended up covered in the stuff.

_— _
¢  “Oh. you silly man!” exclaimed Mother. \

“Ididn’'t leave it there!” he protested, vainly trying
to rub the mustard off his pyjamas. “In fact, I put this
with everything else on the top shelf, out of reach of \
you-Know-who!”

Suspicious, Father opened the door of the larder. h
“Once again there’s not a thing left to eat in the house!
We are going to starve!”

The man dashed upstairs to the bedroom, and as usual b

Humbert was sprawled out on what used to be his
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parents’ double bed. After his latest midnight feast, he
had expanded during the night, and was now getting
too big for the room.

suRRRPPPI!11°°

QGISEEESXJ ® e 0

wenb
It was so loud the house shook.

ghe bab¥:

Yy
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“I DON'T BELIEVE IT)” shouted Father.
“HE’S EATEN THE CAT)”

Mother rushed upstairs and burst into the room.

“No!”

“LOOK ! 7 said Father, indicating the fur ball.

“Well, silly old Marmalade must have
wandered into poor little Humbert's mouth
during the night,” ==
mused Mother.

“She wasn’t a fly!

Marmalade was a cat.

A big furry cat!”

e BBBBBUU

It was a burp that could / .
make an ancient city :
CruMble to the ground.

Mother and Father had
to cling on to each other ’

to make sure they didn't fall over.
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“The naughty cat has given my poor little Humbert
indigestion! Quickly, Father, call an ambulance!”

Father did what he was told. He rushed out of the
bedroom to the downstairs telephone.

“Hello? I need an ambulance, please. It's my baby son.

He's just eaten a cat. No, the cat wasn't cooked — it was

raw...”

“AAAAAAAAAH!”

came a cry from upstairs.
This was followed by a

thunderous...

“...and I think he may
have just eaten my wife! Yes, raw.
Please come as fast as you can!”
Father slammed the telephone

down and dashed up the stairs.
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Opening the bedroom door, he saw that his wife’s feet
were just poking out of his baby son’s mouth. Humbert

munched on his mother’s pink fluffy slippers.

¥ B
h

Right in front of Father's eves, Humbert was getting

bigger and biggel’ and blgge r. It was as if the
baby was a lilo being inflated.

The bed collapsed under his weight.

CRUNCH!
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Unsteadily, Humbert rose to his feet. The baby was
now taller than Father and his head hit the ceiling.
A blizzard of plaster filled the room.

T“]]D‘.

Through the cloud Father could make out his baby

son advancing towards him, gobbling up everything in

sight.

A shelf of books.

“BURP!”

The dressing table.
I‘BUR P ' ry

Panic flashed across Father's face. In that moment he
realised something. Something terrible...

He was next!
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NEE-NAW,
The ambulance was near. %% !
Father had to get out of the house. And fast.

He slid down the banister...

If Humbert didn’t eat his father, he was sure to flatten Qg

him.
Still in his mustard-soaked pyjamas, the man dashed

out of the front door, slamming it behind him.
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That didn't stop Humbert.
Oh no.
The baby smashed through the front wall of the

house...

D ’ ey
With the front wall gone, the whole

3 house began to crumble...
> (CRACK!
- @ __and collapsed to the ground in an
explosion of dust and debris.

Q Father ran and hid behind a bush.
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The ambulance screeched to a halt‘
\ outside what was left of the family
. Q\ ‘ home.
As soon as it had stopped. Humbert
( ( @ lumbered over to it. He picked up the
. ® ambulance with ease,
A

‘ARG‘H! ”? screamed the

ambulance driver as he leaped out

of the door, landing on the ground
with a thud. “OOF'!”
He looked up in horror as the giant baby crushed the
ambulance with his bare hand.
CRUNCH! “WHAAA T
Humbert was hungry again. ° o ., :’ b
A v

He took a humongous bite L

out of the ambulance.
“BURP!";

14 :
And another. BI.]'];{]-:)!”I g :

Until he'd swallowed it down.
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«“aULP! BURP!”
Father was still hiding behind the bush, but decided it

would be safer to make a run for it. He raced down the

street, but the giant baby thhuandered after

him.

thquake.
poodle and ate that.

Each step was like an ear
Humbert grabbed a passing

c<cBBURP!™

R ¢
The little old lady out walking the poodle didn't let go O

the lead so she was gohbbled up too.
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““BURFP!

Father ran and ran. Still the giant baby chased him.

A tree was upended, and munched into a pulp.

“BURP!™

Then a double-decker bus was gobbled up.
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Next a squad of police cars raced down the road. They
stopped in formation to create a roadblock. One by one
the cars were t0Sse€d Up in the air and caught in the

baby’s mouth like peanuts.







Humbert grew bigger and bigger and bigger the more

he ate. He was now the size of a Tyrannosaurus rex.
Father ran across the bridge to the city. There he
hoped the baby could not catch him.
However, the city just meant more things for

Humbert to eat.






Streetlights.

Statues.
Cars.
Lorries.

Even a fire engine was gobbled up in one gulp.

“BBBUUURRRPY







Up ahead, Father spotted
a very tall building. It must
have been a thousand floors
high. Right at the top he
was sure to be out of reach
of his ravenously hungry
baby son. There was a
glass lift at the side of the
building. Father frantically
pressed the button for floor
1,000, and began travelling
up at speed.

In the safety of the lift,
the man breathed a sigh of

Q@G‘.

The lift jolted as it
reached the very top of the
building. The doors slid
open and Father rushed

out on to the roof. When

TR






he looked down, he saw that
the giant baby was scaling the
building.

“NooOO!Y” ,*

screamed Father.

WHIRRR!

The man turned round.

A police helicopter was buzzing
overhead. The pilot leaned out

with a loudhailer.
S
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In no time, Humbert had
climbed to the top of the building.
Father was trapped. The baby's
ginormous hand reached on to the
roof and scooped up the man.

“DON’T EAT ME!” ne
pleaded. “I AM YOUR FATHER!"

But the baby just smiled, baring
his gums.

‘ﬁRGH!” screamed the

man as he disappeared into the

baby’'s mouth.

i out: ‘ ’ ,
cne ey spat
e U OK *
“y
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“THE MUSTARD!” exclaimed Father, scrambling to
his feet on the roof of the building. Slipping over on the
spicy sauce had saved his life.

Just then three fighter jets whizzed past.

“DON’T SH(:)O’I‘!H shouted Father.

“All we need to do is coat every man., woman and child )
in the world in mustard and we will all be fine!” (-.-,

The baby reached out and grabbed

one of the fighter jets.

He munched it down.

“BURP!”

And another.

“BURP!”
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The pilot of the third jet

started to fly off at speed.
Humbert reached to grab it.
As he did, he lost his balance.

“’00000000"

screamed Father as the big

baby tumbled to the ground.
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Humbert the hungry baby was no more.

S0 what is the moral of this story?

It's very simple. However hungry you are, N i VER
try to eat three fighter jets in one sitting.

Two are more than enough.
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STACEY
Superstar

FROM THE MOMENT she made her grand entrance
into the world on the day she was born, Stacey Clog
believed she was destined for stardom. By the age of ten
the girl was convinced she should be the biggest star who

ever lived.
In her mind she haditalljplammed out.
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Stacey would reach the very top of the entertainment
world, sell millions of albums and be ShOwe€red with
awards. Then she would play herself in a five-hour

movie of her own life. entitled quite simply

XL Sfuceq C|oq: J\r‘(
%}ﬁ The Mq’lh Behinc! ”‘IQ Leqenc] **ﬁ

In her own lifetime a huge gold statue of herself would
be erected in her home town, and a museum set up

in her honour. The Clog Museum would not house
any clogs. Instead it would contain Stacey’s personal
collection of gowns,
awards and, of course,
photographs of herself
wearing the gowns and
holding the awards.
This would ensure she
would remain famous
for centuries after her
passing, celebrated

until the end of time.

And beyond.
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There was just one problem.

Stacey had no talent.

When she tried to sing, the noise she made was
ear-tortur.ingly painful. It wasn't so much singing,
more W&illng’. Despite her poor parents spending every
penny they had on singing

-

4

lessons for their fame-
hungry daughter, Stacey
never got any hetter. In
fact, she just got worse.
Every time the girl
practised her singing,
something terrible

would happen.

Once in her Music class, at
the top of her school, her teacher leaped out of the
window with his hands over his ears and fell five floors.
When he was found on the ground, he had a look of
relief on his face.

When Stacey took on a huge ballad in the kitchen,
her mother screamed and begged her daughter to

stop. When the girl refused, and just started singing






STACEY S8UPERSTAR

louder, the woman hid in the deep freezer. It took weeks

to thaw her out.

3 3 h'
sed in her bedroom, Spacey S goldfis

- o 1. and her hamster,

aleap out of its bOW

Beyonce, woul

Mariah, would

leap in.

the tiles all explodedof
T the Walls

Performing Christmas carols at a school assembly,
the headmistress hit the fire alarm and the school

was evacuated.
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Strolling in the woods and humming to herself, trees

would fall behind her.
h note in a love song one

hall for @ grou

T cups Sm&She ’

rt.icularly hig
al communit,y

Hitting & pa .

night at the loc

jes, thel
t.hanl{fully deaf. old 1adies

wering tea all gver them- .

sho
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Practising scales with her Music tutor one afternoon,
the lady dived into her grand piano and shut the lid
tight.

Forced to rehearse at the bottom of her back garden,
the shed somehow set itself alight and burned to the
ground.

Standing alone on top of a hill, as soon as Stacey
began singing, a flock of birds fell out of the sky and
landed dead at her feet.

However, nothing could stop Stacey believing she was
the world's greatest singer. She was right and everyone
else was wrong. Especially her goldfish. So one day
Stacey decided to enter a TV talent show. She was sure
that this would be her first step to stardom.

The girl’s mother and father begged their daughter
not to audition for The EG0 FACtor. They knew it would
only lead to disaster. Stacey might very well cause the

judges and audience to scream for her to stop, on,

even worse, laugh at her for singing so awfully.
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“You are Stacey Clog,” said Mother.

“I know!” said Stacey Clog. “And I, Stacey
Clog, will be crowned the greatest singer of
all time, live on TV!”

Father tried a gentle approach. “But, my darling,

what if you just have an off day...”

«Stacey Clog
does not
have an
off day!”

thundereq Stacey Clog

“But you are Stacey Clog,” repeated Mother.

“I know, you fool. My audition will be a triumph. It
will be forever remembered as the first step on Stacey
Clog’s journey to superstardom. No... mega-stardom!
No... hyper-stardom! Just really, really, really
blg stardom. Has there ever been a time when
Stacey Clog hasn’t had an incredible reaction when

she sings?”
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“For the last time, you are—"

But before Mother could finish her sentence, Father
stepped in. “No, my dearest daughter. Indeed, the
reaction has been one of total incredulity.”

“Exactly!” replied the girl. “Stacey Clog
knows that as soon as Stacey Clog sings live on TV,
Stacey Clog will become the most famous person the
world has ever known.”

“Oh no,” murmured Father.

“...of all time.”

“I thought you had finished.”

*...forever and ever.”

“Finished now?”

“_..and ever.” The gir]l thought for a moment. ‘“Yes.
Stacey Clog has finished.”

The decision had been
made. So forms were
filled in, phone calls were
made and a very expensive
designer gown was bought

for Stacey by selling the

family car.
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Finally the night of the audition came. After weeks
of non-stop rehearsing, Mother had gone to live at
the North Pole, so Father took his daughter to the

theatre on the bus. Her dress was so huge it took up the

entire back row.
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As Stacey swept on to the stage, Father waited
anxiously in the wings.

“What's your name?” asked the head judge, Tyson
Trowel. He was a very vain man. Despite being at least
ninety years old, Tyson had a strange orange spray-on
tan, glow-in-the-dark teeth and a wig that sat atop his
head like a crouching badger. This was the Kind of man
who wore sunglasses inside, in the dark. There were
three other judges, but he paid them to sit there and

look pretty and never speak. The Egﬂ Factor was
all about Tyson.
“Stacey 0108',” replied the girl. “It’s

a name nobody will forget after tonight.”

The audience all murmured to each other.
Who was this girl with the huge ego?
Tyson Trowel had a short
memory. “Sorry, what's your name
again?”
(‘;ISta, cey
og.

“So, Stacey Clog, what are you

going to sing for us today?”
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“A love ballad.” announced the girl. “It’s about the
great love of your life.”

“Who will you be thinking of when you sing it?” asked
Tyson.

“Me,” replied Stacey.

The audience
laughed. Even Tyson

Trowel, who couldn’'t

walk past a mirror
without admiring
himself in it,
smirked.

“So., sorry, what's
your name again?”

“Stacey
Clog!” The girl
was becoming
irritated with the

little man now.
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“So, Stacey Clog, are you any good?”

“Humbly. Stacey Cng’ is the greatest singer of
all time.”

The audience giggled again. There had been some big-
headed people auditioning on the show before, but this
girl was off the scale.

“Well, sorry, what’s your name again?”

“STACEY CLOG!”

“Stacey Clog. The stage is yours...”







The lights dimmed. and a spotlight picked out the

girl and her huge dress, which made her look like a
giant meringue.

Father had been listening backstage to his daughter,
going increasingly red with embarrassment. Now it
was his moment. Stacey had given her father a simple

task: he was to play the backing CD for her to sing to
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when she nodded in his direction. However, to save his
daughter from complete and utter ﬂumm a¢an live
on television. the man had a secret plan. He'd swapped
the backing CD with no singing on it to one with a
famous singer performing the song. And just as Stacey
was about to burst into song he planned to pull the
plug on his daughter’s microphone so nobody in the
theatre or at home watching it on television could
hear her. That way it would seem as if Stacey Clog
had a fantastic voice, instead of one that sounded like
someone dr&ggiﬂg their nails down a blackboard.
Stacey took a deep breath, and nodded to her father.
He then pressed “play” on the CD player.

remembering to put in the right CD
with a supers'ar already singing
/
on it. [
Kkstage Was '
When no one bac the plug
the man yanked

ing.
100K out of the

of her microphone

y wrapping the lead

wall b

round his fo0t-
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Stacey opened her mouth to sing and the judges. the
audience in the theatre, and the millions of people
watching their TVs at home heard this most magical
sound. Immediately the judges were all applauding and
the audience was on its feet. Stacey Clog had the voice

of a su perﬂsfa r, or so they thought.

Father put the volume of the music up as loud as it
would go so it would drown out his daughter’'s wails.

As for Stacey, she was completely oblivious to her
father’s deception. This was exactly the reaction she’'d
been expecting from the start. Complete worship of
her talent. In her mind's eye Stacey began to see her

destiny. Her own private plane, AIR CLOG ONE

A chauffeur-driven Rolls-Royce picking her up on
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the tarmac to whisk her to the stadium. A hundred

white kittens to play with backstage before a show.

An audience of thousands on their feet before she’'d

even sung a note. The biggest diamones in the world

dangling from her ears. Ten costume changes during

each song. The stage in flowers at the end of
knee-deep

the concert.

Backstage, Father was smiling to himself. His
plan couldn’t be working any better.

However, his smile dropped as disaster struck. Just as
the song reached a crescendo Stacey stamped her foot
and the cD SHUCK.

The voice on the CD repeated a word over and OvVer
and OVer again. 6"’;’

“Liove—Love— 1oV

Love—Love—
The audience realised they had been fooled. Suddenly

they were very, very angry. The girl was a cheat! The

o0 becamezeszﬁ O O ‘. v i
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In a panic Father pressed “stop” on the CD player, and
rushed on to the stage to whisk his daughter off and
save her from the angry mob.

“WHO ARE YOU?” aemandea Tyson Trowel.

“Iam the girl’s father, sir!” replied the man as
he opened his arms to scoop his daughter off. “This is all

my fault. Please forgive me. I wanted Stacey to do well
so I swapped the CDs. Please, please, please don’t
blame her!”
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“Daddy! Yourdnedit for me”

S(}I‘eamed Stacey. She then pinched her father’'s nose.
“Ou(}hl % velled the man.

The audience all booed again.

“BOO‘.”

“OH, SHUT YOUR FACES" e

at them, and they booed

even louder this time.

“BOO!”

“Stacey, please,” pleaded the girl’s father. “I just
didn’'t want you to be laughed at.”

“Laughed at!” The girl couldn’t believe her ears.
“Stacey Clog is the greatest singer
the world has ever known!”
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“BOO!”

Sensing this was great entertainment, and brilliant
for ratings, Tyson Trowel spoke up.

“Audience, please. Shut up!”

The audience obeyved him.

“Now, sorry, what's your name again?”

“STACEY CLOG!”

“Stacey Clog, why don't you sing for us without any

musical accompaniment?”

ce N O ! e pleaded her father.
“YE S !” replied Stacey. “This is the

moment that will be remembered
forever as the birth of a superstar.”
“Excellent!” murmured Tyson, rubbing his hands
in glee.
The girl took a deep breath. Her father winced and

put his fingers in his ears.






v
-l

Immediately. a sound so unbearable that you would

rather spend eternity being given a wedgie than listen ’ﬂ;

to one more second of it filled the theatre. “
-' RGH”
- ' ' ﬁ

Screamed the

The noise Was 80

norrendous that
wel’'s wig

myson Tro
flew off. G‘ 3
B
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The girl, as always, just carried on. Stacey hit a

particularly high note.






It was so piercingly high that a crack

pﬂ . shot across the ceiling of the theatre.
4 » ORAC' #
\ I Kyl ¢

f |

° ;
&% ° Aglant chande]ier

fell to the flogy
-

T\ SMASH

o ﬁ Wobbling...

The audience SCreamed and ran for their

lives...
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Tyson desperately tried to find his wig, and was
crushed beneath tonnes of debris.
1 29 e

“NOO0O! )

% Dust was thrown up in the air as if there had been an

actual explosion. Wh OOS h '

NS All of this was :
S R e
captured live on %%

television, until

| S

people’s T'V screens %
turned black as
the cameras were

%
- _C) destroyed.

“ARGH"’

..before the entire

theatre collapsed.
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It was a momentous night in the history of
entertainment. One that would never, ever
be forgotten.

S0 Stacey’s dream did come true. The girl became
wildly famous. Though for being the worst singer in
the world rather than the best. The only positive note
was that Stacey had hospitalised Tyson Trowel, and he
couldn’t be on TV for a whole week.

Although the theatre had completely collapsed, and
there were thousands of tonnes of rubble,
Father refused to give up the search for his daughter.

After days and nights of digging with his bare hands,

2 “STACEY!”

an exclaimed,

the m

tears i

n his eves.
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The girl's dress had been ripped to shreds, her mouth
was dry with dust and she was covered from head to toe

in dirt. When the man tearfully dragged his daughter

out of the rubble, her first words were...

“Did I get through to the next round?”













Fussy
FRANRKIE

F'RANKIE WAS FUSSY. The little boy refused to eat

any fruit or vegetables whatsoever.
If any found their way on to his dinner plate, he would
get rid of them immediately. Brussels sprouts would be

= k s
flic ed across the kltcher;luﬂg over nis shoulder.
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Tomatoes would be Spl&tted on the ceiling.
Aubergines would be thrown back at whoever had the
misfortune of serving them up.

Rhubarb was the boy’s absolute WOI'SE nightm&re.
Like a lot of fussy eaters, he'd never actually tasted the
food he hated the most, but to Frankie it looked and
smelled “yucksome”. Whenever he came face to face

with a piece of rhubarb, he took great pleasure in
flushine ;
g1t
down the toilet.
“Goodbye, ranKy danKy rhubarb! Good riddance!

Ha! Ha!” the boy would say as he watched it swirl

down the pan.
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Every morning at breakfast-time in the kKitchen
Frankie's mum would plead with him. “You need to
eat your five a day, Frankie!” The pairlived in a
little house on the far side of town. Casting a shadow
over the family home wasg a huge nuclear power station
that glowed in the dark and H“MMED all day and night.

“Ma, I do get me five a day!” sPaPped the boy.

“Crisps, biscuits, chocolate, cake and biscuits.”
“You counted biscuits twice!”
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“Dat’s cos I 'ave two packets a day! Duh!”

Frankie's daily menu looked like this:

BREAKFAST:

MID-MORN[NG SNACK:

SWeets Sbrinkleq with Sugar

L

LUNCH, MAIN COURSE:
a packet of chocolate biscuits

dipped in chocolate Sauce

PUDDING.

a deep—fried cake
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AFTERNOON TEA:

a packet

washed

of double
down with a glass of tr

_chocolate biscuits,
eacle

LU

DINNER, MAIN COURSE:

a choc

a block of fudge

a bag of toffee

olate egg on & bed of crisps

PUDDIN G:
smothered in

fudge sauce

LR

BEDTIME INACK:
g to chew on
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The boy's mum was sick with worry about her son.
Because of his terrible diet, Frankie was becoming
bigger, paler and = 1 1 121 by the day. So Mum had
decided to create a food revelution in her house. Her
son was going to

eat fresh fruit and

vegetables at every
meal whether he
liked it or not.

“I"'m starvin’.
Wot's for brekkie,
Ma? If it’s not

chocolate, then 1

am puttin’ meself

up for adoption.”
“It’s better than
chocolate! Just you wait and see.”

The lady then whisked out a plate she’'d been hiding
under a tea towel.

“Ta-da!” she exclaimed excitedly.

“Wot's dis, Ma?” Frankie demanded.

“It’s a grapefruit.”






THE WORLD'S WORST CHILDREN 2

“A wotfruit?”
“A grapefruit. It's really delicious. Have a try.”
Frankie looked at the thing with contempt. He leaned

his face down and took a sniff of it.

“It smells fresh.”

“It smells disgustabl& I ain’t eatin’ dat, you cruel old
nagwiten! Glmme some chocolate.
Now.”

The lady was hurt by her son’s outburst, but tried to
stay strong. “No,” she replied.

Frankie couldn't believe his ears. “Wot do ya
mean, ‘no’? I want chocolate!”

“No, Frankie. Grapefruits are yvammy. I promise you.






FUS8Y FRANKIE

They taste sweet, just like a... sweet. Come on now. Be a
good boy.”

The lady tried to feed her son a segment with a spoon
as if he was a baby. He stTu8gled for a while, but Mum
persevered and eventually got the piece of fruit in her

son’s mouth. As soon as she had, he Sp&t it back at her.

SPT, AT

It hit the boy’

“EURG’H! n screamed Frankie, “Th&t
tasted like pukey plops!”

As the poor lady peeled the piece of grapefruit from

s mum right on the nose.

her nose, she realised she might have to try a different
approach with her son.

Bribery.

“Look, Frankie,” she began, “if you eat the grapefruit,
you can have one square of ¢chocolate from this
giantvar herer

Mum always had a 12N bar of chocolate on
standby in case her son became angry.

The boy was craving ¢hocolate. He hadn’t had any

for a matter of hours. However, there was no way he was
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going to eat that ylcKy mUcKy fruit thingummy
whatever it was called. A wicked plan crossed his mind.

“All right, Ma, you are right. I should 'ave me
five a day. I'll eat it!”

“GOOD BOY!” exclaimed Mum. “Oh, Frankie,
I am so pleased! Go ahead th—"

“Nah!” nesnapped. “Ya need to get the
chocolate out first.”

“Yes, yes, of course.”

ed round. Frankie Pickeq up
ed itout of the window.
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ion.
It flew right at the nuclear power stat

The grapefruit must have hit something as the lights

on the power station fjjo
@
1”9 d for a moment.

Mum then turned back with the square of chocolate
in her hand.

“You finished it!”

“Yeah, Ma!” lied Frankie.

The lady inspected his bowl. “You ate the skin as
well.”

“Did I?”

“Yes! It's very tough, the skin of a grapefruit.”

“Yesg, well, that’'s the best bit, Ma.
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“I said gimme dat
chocolate! Now!”

The lady was about to hand her son a square of

chocolate when he ate it out of her hand like a dog.

“OW!” screamed Mum. “You bit my finger!”

“It was in the way, Ma! Now, what’s next?”

Feeling she was on a roll after Frankie had eaten up
his grapefruit, skin and all, she tried the next fruit.

A banana.

It was the same routine. Frankie tricked his mum

into thinking he’'d eaten it in exchange for another 4

square of chocolate. Again the banana was flung out of /
the window. However, because
it was bent, the banana
returned to him

like g hoom®
Frankie Oon the heaq. So he

&

threw it again, underarm

this time, ang Once again
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it hit the power station. The hum 2
became a loud NAING noise.

Mum turned back to see the plate was empty.

“Frankie! You ate the banana skin!” ;

“Yeah, Ma. It were yummuytastic! Chocolate! Now!” ;é

“Yes, yes. Of course!”

This time the lady wasn't taking any chances
with her fingers. She had become attached to
them. So she threw the square of chocolateup
into the air for her son to catch in his i
mouth, the way one might throw/,, < -- -
a fish to a killer whale. g T

Having had incredible succesé 'y
with the grapefruit and
banana, the lady thought
it time to become more

adventurous.






THE WORLD'S WORST CHILDREN 2

So this morning’s breakfast was to be
rounded off with an exotic fruit.

A pineapple.

Once again Frankie managed to convince
his mum that he had eaten it whole, when he /,/
had lobbed it out of the window. Once

of

again it reached the power station. 4

causing some kind of siren to go

off in there.
“What a super breakfast,
Frankie!” said Mum brightly. “We

are on a roll now.”

A little later that day it was time for

lunch. Frankie’s mum felt she should

try her son on some vegetables. A

cauliflower was the first one to he '
A
Mum’s back was turned. He threw it like one might

throw a shot put. The boy was given another square { 4
of chocolate.

flung out of the window as soon as

Next a platoon of peas was flicked one







R
lo :mo

PIN

They all flew out of the window straight towards the

. power station. This was fun! ‘
And the reward was m OI'e Cnﬂcolﬂte

Pudding was a pear. The weird, misshapen,

off the hoy 8

easily bruised apple-type thing was, of course,
flung out of the window, and it disappeared N
somewhere inside the POWER STATION. _/::
Mum was worried that because her son
was being so good eating up all his fruit and vegetables
she was soon going to run out of chocolate. The giant
bar was very nearly gone.
Dinner was a cabbage. Thisisa

vegetable even people who like vegetables

don’t like. Even other vegetables shun

the cabbage and won’t be friends with it.
Cabbage is a vegetable that gives other
vegetables a bad name. Yet as soon as his

mum’s back was turned to break off another

square of chocolate Frankie appeared to
gobble up the whole cabbage in one go.
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Really it too had been launched out of the
window, once again landing somewhere in

the power station, which was now giving off

red hot heat.

\
By this time Mum was beginning to become suspicious. \
“T hadn’t even cooked that cabbage yet!” she

exclaimed.
- t' b1
“I like it raw, Ma. More nurtri... nutti... Nuntl...
The boy was searching for the word “nutritious”, but
couldn’t find it anywhere in his brain, so settled for
something simpler. “More fings in it, innit?”
Mum wasn’'t exactly sure what her son meant, but

nodded anyway. “Yes. Good boy.”

“CHOCOLATE!”

“Yes, yes, of course! Coming right up!”

For pudding Mum had planned to feed her son his
most dreaded food... rhubarb.

“Now, Frankie, let’'s see what a good boy you really can
be! If you eat your rhubarb, you can have two squares of
chocolate. In fact, you can finish off the whole bar!”

As she turned round to pick up the bar, Mum noticed

the window was wide open.
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“That power station is very hot today.” she said to

herself, before shutting the window. A piece of rhubarb

flew past her head at speed.‘%\'\
©
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“Frankie! What on earth do you think you are doing?”
demanded Mum. She was furious at having been fooled
like this.

“I fink dat rhubarb fingy is still alive! As
soon as I bit into it, it ran off!”

“Did it indeed?!”

“Yeah! It ran across the table, then did this big leap
fing off it to the window!”

Mum stared at the boy. She was fllmi]]g. Frankie knew
the game was up. He hadn’t seen that look since he'd
swapped the family dog for a bag of flldge.

“You haven’t eaten a single fruit or vegetable I have
served up all day. have you?”

Frankie was silent for a moment. “Yeah, I 'ave, Ma.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I took a nibble out of one.”

“Which one?”

“A pea.”

“You ate OIl€ pea?”
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“Nah, I ate about 'alf of one. It was l’anky dani(y
doodah! Totally disgustable! Repolting! Never again.
Right, Ma, gimme the rest of that choccy
bar. NOW!”

“There will be no chocolate for you, young man!”
cried Mum. Being called “young man” meant he was in
serious trouble. “Now, you get off to bed at once!”

“But, Mal!”

“BED! ’

ugged and slope

a off upsbairs to his

- 1)
| i aring -
Frankie shr -

pedroom. He mu

i s d to stay up later

i .

than that.
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“BEB! “0“! B shouted Mum from the boy’s

bedroom door. As he slid under the covers, she drew
the curtains. “Tomorrow we are going to start all over
again.”

“WOT?!”

“Guess what's for breakfast?”

“Dunno. Some’ink vomiticious and all
fruityvegetably I bet.”

“You are dead right, young man. Rhubarb!”

“NAH I ”? the boy bawled.

“YES! Rhubarb for breakfast!”

With that, Mum stormed out of the boy’'s bedroom,

dramatically sla.xrnynin g the door as she did so.

BANG!

The lady then had a sit-down in a darkened room. She
couldn’t remember ever being so angry.

That night Frankie found it hard to sleep. The
thought of having to eat rhubarb for breakfast made his
stomach turn. He tossed and turned for hours, before

finally drifting off.

“LZZZ ..
“Zzg >






THE WORLD'S WORST CHILDREN 2

The sound of someone or something tapping on the
window woke him.

TAF! mAP!

Frankie's eyes opened in terror.

Was this one of those dreams where you dream you are
awake?

\

TAP! TAP!

There it was again.

TAP! TAP)

Again.

The boy was shaking with fear. Who or what was out
there? His bedroom was on the top floor of the house. It
was too high up for anyone to reach.

TaP! T'A P!
L

There was only one thing for it. Frankie would have to

peek out of the window. He slid out of hed as quietly as

he could, and pulled the curtain back the tiniest bit.

W
ArgAY
“ RG screamed the boy.

i a
Outside was some kind of monster. 1t looked like

. ; -
cabbage, but was about a thousand times the size a

was glowing a ﬂﬂﬂ ﬁﬁ NOUS green colour.
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It t%pPed on the window with its leafy hand.

TAP! TA P!

As it wasn't going away. Frankie slowly opened the

curtains. What was this creature?

ALY 1 a1 T atien plant from outer space?
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"FR“NK_‘E ? " it boomed.

The thing knew his name.

“Y-v-yeah?” he stammered.

“FRANKIE, THE FUSSIEST
CHILD IN THE WORLD?”

“T guess so. Who are you?”

“Iam the cabbage you so cruelly threw out of the
window! Yes, we fruits and vegetables do have feelings,
you know.”

“Why are you all big and talkin’?”

“You threw me so high I went down the chimney of the
power station and ended up in the nuclear reactor.”

“WOT?” The boy couldn’'t believe his ears.
Behind the giant cabbage Frankie could see that smoke was

pbillowing from the power station. It was clear the place was

going into meltdown.
“Now it's time to get my Fevenge.
If you won't eat me, | Will eat VDII!"
With that, the cabbage’s leafy hand smashed through
the window and grabbed the boy by the arm.

“OW! >’ he screamed.

Frankie wrestled free and rushed out of his bedroom.
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He raced down the stairs and out into the street. He ran
as fast as his legs could carry him. Soon he was out of
breath and had a stitch. A diet of cake, crisps, biscuits
and chocolate had left the boy unfit.

Limping down the road, Frankie didn’t dare look
back. Behind him he could hear a thundering sound.
After a few more steps the boy couldn’t help himself. He
just had to look back.

At the front was the giallt @U@W i) &) cabbage.

«GET HINY

it poomed as it pounced along.
1

Behind the cabbage was a huge gleowing
white-and-green thing. It was hOpPing down

the road.
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“NASTY LITTLE RUNT)” itcnoutea.
“LET’S DIGEST HIM SLOWLY! MAKE
HIM SUFFER)”

Next to the humongous cauliflower were a hundred
bouncing green spheres. They were about the size of

beach balls.

Frankie realised these must be f—
the peas that he had flicked out of the window.
The peas seemed to be crying. “1 CAN'T BELIEVE
HE DID THIS TO US!” one saiq, fighting back the

tears.

“EVERYONE LIKES PEAS!”

“TI don't! Peas are puketastic!” shouted Frankie.
“LET’S TEACH HIM A LESSON!” criea

another pea.
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U.YE S ! i shouted a chorus of them.

The fruits were not to be outdone by the vegetables.
A giant grapefruit. a ginormous banana, a colossal pear
and an enormous pineapple were all following close
behind.

“KEEP UP!" said the grapefruit.

“I AM KEEPING UP, DEAR! niscea the pear
“YOU KNOW I BRUISE EASILY!”

“ME TO O ' ” chimed in

the banana.
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The pineapple was pushing past them all to get at the boy.

“OUT OF THE WAY,
COMMONERS! EXOTIC _

FRUIT COMING THEOUGH_“1

{

it bellowed in a posh voice.

Frankie was frozen in fear. The
fruits and vegetables surmunded
him, all ready to pounce.
«please’ Please! Ibeg you!
Don’t eat me! I promise I'11
eat me five a day!”

Just then a voice came

from far off. It was a

ginormous rhubarhb,.

“THE BOY s M:NE'”

boomed the rhubarb from the roof of the house.
The vegetable was lit from behind by a silvery moon.
“WHAT?” demanded the cabbage.
Frankie looked at the tall pink vegetable thing.
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“T didn’t even manage to fling ya out the window!” the
boy protested. *Ya bOuNced off the glass and hit me
ma in the face.”

“I know, replied the rhubarb. “That is a

crime not just against me, but

against rhubarbs of the

/ world. I had to avenge

”  tThemr. SoIcrawled across

the kitchen floor. leaped

through the cat flap and

jumped over the fence to
get inside the power

_) station. From there

I found my way into

the nuclear reactor.
BINGO! A nuclear

rhubark!
YOUR
WORST
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able leaped off
gh the air.

- With that the monstrous veget
the roof of the house. It flew throu






A 2
Save us the rest!
said the fruits.
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It was a feeding frenzy. The boy was gone in
seconds. The peas bOullced up and gobbled down what
was left of him.

That was the end of Fussy Frankie.

S0, children, please remember this important
lesson...

Eat your greens, or one day they might eat you.
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CLARISOA

ONCE THERE LIVED a girl called Clarissa. On the
outside she appeared to be the sweetest, Kindest,
gentlest little girl you could ever meet. Clarissa would
wear little old-fashioned ]]ll'lk dresses, always with
matching pink ribbons in her hair.

Everything in her bedroom was a shade Ofpillk.
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Clarissa had pink teddy bears,

The only colouring crayons

she had were shades of pink

The girl had a collection of
antique porcelain dolls all
dressed in pillk nightdresses

that she tucked up in bed _,///"

with her when she went to sleep.

‘@ Clarissa's favourite toy was
a miniature pll'lk tea set.
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She would delight her grandmas and grandads by
letting them watch her drink tea from a tiny cup and
stuff her face with dozens of fairy cakes with plllk
icing. Everyone thought the little girl was absolutely
adorable.

However, this delightful behaviour masked what
Clarissa was really like. The girl had a streak of dire
cruelty within her.

A cruelty towards cats.

Claris

sa had grabbed & cat’s tail

When she was & baby.
ed it as hard as she CO

“MraoW"

The creature had hissed at, the baby and made her cry;

Ever since then she’'d hated the animals, and whenever

uld.
and yank

Clarissa would
pour pepper
into a cat’s

foodso it hada

$neeting .
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Squeeze glue on to the branches of a tree so cats

would get stuck up there.

Tie two cats’ tails together

where.
peither could g0 any
80

Paint one bright pil'lk so it looked like a stick of
candyfloss.

Attach one to a kite and then launch the terrified
creature into the air.

She would stick a stamp on one, and post it to
Australia.

Usea hundred remoteacontrolled

toy mice to drive a cat crazy.

ne with i
B -
T grandmass
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Clarissa had been tormenting the local cats like this
for years. But she’d never had one of her own.

As it was her birthday coming up, Clarissa asked her
parents for a very special present.

“Mama! Papa?” The little girl spoke in a singgo?z
voice to make herself seem sweet.

“Yes, my angel sent from heaven?” replied Papa.

“Tam an #Ale bit lonely.”

“Oh, my sweet babycakes!” said Mama.

“Whatever can we do, my snowflake?”

“Mama, Papa. It would be awfully nice if T had an
idebele feilteritvo...”

What was she going to say?

“...Jove.”

The girl's parents had tears in their eyes. She had
fooled them good and proper.

“How did we create a child so perfect?” asked Mama.

“Clarissa is better than perfect,” replied Papa.

The little girl smirked to herself.,

Mama and Papa couldn’t wait until Clarissa’s birthday,

which was a whole week away, so the very next morning
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they surprised her with a special present. Mama and
Papa took Clarissa up her breakfast tray as they always
did. The girl had breakfast served to her in bed every
morning. But. when they lifted the silver cover off the
platter, instead of boiled eggs and soldiers there was

the cutest kitten you have ever seen.

¢¢
p 8 * sajd Mama and Papa.
The kitten's fur was as white as snow. It had the
biggest, bluest eyes, the softest paws, and a Kissable

nose that was dinky and /M‘M{y in colour.
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As Mama handed it to her, the little girl scooped it up
in her arms and held it tight. The kitten miaowed in
pleasure and snuggled up to her.

“MIAOWI”
“Mama, Papa! I love her!”

exclaimed Clarissa.

“And she is going to love you!” replied Papa.

“To the moon and back!” added Mama. “What are you
going to call her?”

Clarissa thought for a moment. “Blossom!”

“Oh, my most darling of darlings, that's the sweetest
name I've ever heard,” gushed Mama.

“They are both so adorable together I want
to weep,” announced Papa.

“Happy tears I hope, Papa?” asked Mama.

“Tears of pure joy,” replied Papa.

“Good. Now Blossom is all yours, my sweetest sugar-
drop, so promise me you'll take good care of her?” asked
Mama,

“Of course I will. And I just want to say yvou are the
best papa and mama in the world, and I love you heaps

and heaps.”
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Mama and Papa looked at each other, &dﬂa&@ moz'é
;fm‘c{e. and left the room.

;'P -}‘ h’
= e )

]

As soon as the door had closed, the little girl’s cuter-
than-cute expression changed.

“Right, Blossom!” ciarissa snarled. Her

voice was deeper now, and the cutesy singsong tone had

vanished.
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Immediately the little kitten was shaking with fear.
“Cats are vile creatures. Now I have one to torment to
my heart’s content!”
“MIAOW)»
cried Blossom.
The first thing that Cruel Clarissa did was put
headphones over the Kitten’'s ears and make her listen

to a booming Beethoven symphony really loud.

BA BA BA pHM! BA BA BA BOM!

The little girl laughed...

“Ha! Ha! Ha!”

...as poor Blossom suffered.

“MIAOW!”
Clarissa flung Blossom on to the fan hanging from the

ceiling in her bedroom and put the speed up as high as

it would go. “IV[TAOW!”

She mixed chilli powder in with the cat food. That

meant when the kitten broke wind she shot up into the

"ppPFFFTIT!!!

“MIAOW!”
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The girl put her hair
in curlers and gave Blossom

an awful perm.

“MIAOW!”

Like a pirate, Clarissa made
Blossom walk the plank and into the pond. PL O
i 5%
MIAOW! 3,
She styled her whiskers so it looked as if she had the
silly moustache made famous by Spanish surrealist

painter Salvador Dali.

Worst of all was the time Clarissa smuggled
Blossom into the Crufts dog show under her

coat and then let the poor creature loose for

the dogs to chase.

“WOOF”’







THE WORLD'S WORST CHILDREN 2

Now, of course, cats are very intelligent beings. If

vou look at a list of animals from

Elephant

Orang-utan

Dolphin
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1O

[stupiie_st, J

J T . '

you will see that cats come near the top:

Goldfish
\
Slug |

Sponge

Human

Crow






One night while Clarissa was sleeping in her

little pink bed after yet another long day of kitten-
tormenting, Blossom just managed to S((UEEZE herself
out of an open window. The kitten hopped across the
roofs of neighbouring houses, and followed the sound of
distant miaows. Blossom found a garden where the local
cats were all having their nightly meeting.

Under the .si[very gfo'w qf the moon, the animals
were dealing with business. Cat business. There were

squabbles over territories, reports of badly behaved






e .!!h_-_;'d.-.‘h b

dogs and tales shared of which old ladies were Kindest
by putting out saucers of mi]k__f_or them.

Overseeing it all was a my old tomeat who lived
wild on a rubbish dump. Little Blossom was nervous
about joining the group at first, but eventually she
jumped down off the roof and met her fellow felines.
Through tears, Blossom told the other cats about the
cruelty she suffered at the hands of her owner. Needless
to say, the cats were furious. How could anyone treat a
defenceless little kitten like that?

“MIAOW!”
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Once Blossom had described Clarissa to them, it

turned out that they’'d all been victims of this beastly

child too. \
As leader of the coven of cats, the tomeat announced

that they would all work together to take revenge on
Cruel Clarissa. With a show of paws the motion was )/

the cats would strike. —-‘='::._...--'
-l—'—-_--.'.-
_..---"""'—-

passed. The very next night under the cover of darkness /

The following morning Clarissa woke up with just one

thing on her mind. Kitten-punishing.

The gir] strapped Blossom to ar

propelled her down the stairs

%5&54 CLUNK!
- CLUNK!
CLUNK!

eature to the washing line
right between Papa’s under

oller-skate and

Clarissa pegged the poor cr

Pants and Mama's frilly

SwING!
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Clarissa tied the Kitten to a model railway track. then

flicked a switch to drive a train towards her at speed.

WHIRR!

She attached a home-made contraption
to the kitten's back, which dangled a
budgerigar in a cage in front of her

face, just out of reach.

“TWEET!
TWEET!”

Clarissa painted Blossom's face orange and whisked

up the fur on her head. Then she put the kitten in a
little black suit with a red tie so she looked like the
President of the United States of America.

Finally Clarissa ate ten tins of baked beans and blew

off Vlolently right on top of the Kitten's head. .

TRUMPETY
TRUMP
TRUMP =3
TRUMP! I %—?“ _
&"-'J A - e
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However, despite all this Kitten-bothering today,
Blossom didn’t look the least bit bothered.
In fact, throughout all these ordeals the kitten just

purred away.
Blossom knew what was coming as soon as night fell.
“Just yvou wait until tomorrow, Blossom!
Ha
ha!”
whispered the girl menacingly. She went to bed

dreaming of more ways she could make her kitten
suffer,
«Z zz >
<2

e
S

In the middle of the night the girl was woken up
by a foul smell. She realised there was something
whiffy right in front of her nose. Opening one eye,
she saw a little furry face staring back at her.
Opening her other eye, Clarissa realised the

terrible truth.






She was staring straight at a cat’s hottom.

No wonder it was whiffy! It belonged to the dirty old

tomeat.

“Aﬁ]f‘ghl ”? Clarissa screamed. The girl tried to
get up. but couldn’t move. Looking down at her arms
and legs she realised they were covered in cats. All

these strange moggies were pinning her down.
“GET OFF ME, YOU VILE
C R E ATU R E S I ”? she screamed, but the cats

wouldn’t let go. The girl flailed her arms and legs
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around, but still they wouldn’t let go. Using all her
might, Clarissa rolled herself off her bed.

(&
H
U
M
P!

With great difficulty, she stood up. Catching a glimpse
of herself in the mirror, to her horror Clarissa realised
she was covered from head to toe in cats. Sitting on
top of her head was Blossom herself. The kitten was

smiling and purring loudly.

“PURR! LygRY
This was REVENGE!

The girl tried to knock the cats off by banging her
arms and legs against the furniture in her bedroom, but

the creatures just dug their sharp claws into her and

clung on all the more. “O 99
i velled the girl.
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There was nothing for it. Clarissa had to scare the
cats off herself. One thing these animals hated was
water, so the girl raced down the stairs and across the
back garden in the direction of the pond. She took a
running jump. Seeing the water ahead, the cats all

dived off her and on to the ground.

~. SPLOSy!”

= Cr
uel Clarissa landed in the pond.

After a moment she popped her head up out of the
cold, green water, weeds stuck to her hair. The cats

gathered around the pond. They hissed at her fiercely

and reached out their paws to swipe her.







THE WORLD'S WORST CHILDREN 2

So the girl ducked her head under the water again and
held her breath. Surely the cats would disperse. But
when she resurfaced they were still there.

CHISS!

Again the outstretched paws all swiped towards her,
their claws out.

Clarissa hid underwater again.

This went on all night.

As dawn broke, her parents ran into the garden and
shooed the cats away.

e 2

SHOO!

BlossommHm:ped on to the back of the old tomcat, and
they all darted off.

Mama and Papa dragged their daughter out of the
water.

“My poor darling!” criea Mama.

“*What on earth has happened to our little ray of
sunshine?”

The girl had turned a nasty shade of green, and was
Shivering with the cold.

“BRRRR!”

Her teeth were chatteling like crazy.
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cHATTER! CHATTER! CHATTER!

A frog was crouched on top of her head.
“Ribbit!™

Clarissa coughed and spluttered. and a tadpole she

had swallowed sIho t out of her mouth.

she wailed. The girl had never
felt so sorry for herself in all her life.

Cruel Clarissa had learned her lesson. She would

neVEI, evel' torment a cat again.
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The tomecat took Blossom off to a lovely family.
who had often fed the old stray fish and chips. There
Blossom stayed, loved by everyone.

For her next birthday Clarissa begged her parents for
a very different present.

“Mama? Papa?” said the girl.

“Yes, my scrumptious little fairy cake?” replied

Mama.

oy -~ =
t_f/)/f?ﬂ?/jﬁ can S frave an ible bur ;7@
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Who Never, Ever Did His Homework

HARRY HATED HOMEWORK. He did everything he
could to avoid doing it.
The boy had a long list of excuses he would recite to

teachers explaining why he couldn’t hand it in:

My goldfish ate it. I —mSQummi s \
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Mﬂ mum ate tt. She’s been on a diet and was
extremely peckish.

<= =\

The house was robbed vy a

gang of burglars and the first
thing they took was 111y

Geography exercise

bOOK. There is a big criminal --_-_

black market in Geography

homework.

My homework was deemed so SUPEID that it went
straight to the British Library, where it will be Kept

under glass for future generations.

[ left it onthe back seat
of my dad’s car, but
unfortunately a
hippopotamus escaped from
the zoo and sat on the car,

destroying everything inside.
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My Little sister is an 0Tigﬂmi IllﬂSlel' and used

the pages of my exercise book to make a huge paper

re-creation of Ancient Tokyo.

[t was put in a rocket and
blasted into space by NASA
SlilBllliSlS attempting to seek

1 N We were all out
of Loo paper. so

my Aunt Rose

used it to

wipe her bottom.

[t was struck by a
bolt of lightning and it

burst into a ball of flames.

Secret Service agents confiscated it as they said it

contained a top-secret algebra equation.

113”28}/:: 7 K13+ 64')/3)
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Because Harry N€Ver, €Ver did his homework, he
had time to do all the fun things he wanted to do after
school, like play on his games console for hours and
hours, and... Actually, that’s it. Playing computer
games was all the boy liked doing. If he had his way, he
would play computer games all day and all night. His
thumbs working the controller, the boy would la-ugh

to himself... —_— HaJ! 99

...as he thought about all his classmates having to do
their homework while he drove racing cars through the
streets of Monte Carlo, or flew through space shooting

lasers, or scored the winning goal in the World Cup.
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The boy had NOT handed in his homework for so INANY
VEars that his teachers had all given up on him. -
However, one day a new teacher arrived at the school,

a mysterious old History teacher, called Madame Magna. :;;
This lady was dressed from head -" z

to toe in black, with a lace \

scarf covering her head,

which all but obscured her

eyes.
Madame
Magna f.’
smelled like an
old, musty book
that you might find
in a jumble sale, and
she spoke with a thick
foreign accent that

nobody could quite place.

Sch{)‘j\'

Rumours about the @
ir] L%
'w b
oya1ady SWirleq 5,5ynd
On her arrival some children

thought she might be a witch.
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Others thought she was a time traveller who had
actually lived through all these moments in history
that she taught. Guesses about her age ranged from
seventy to seven hundred
Even the other teachers kept their distance from her.
}- At lunchtime, Madame Magna sat alone under a tree
smoking a lon g pipe. Jpd swirl into e

ot

als.
% 929‘““ F\—'\

The plumes of smoke .4 float in tH°

Shapes of peopt® ©

Madame Magna turned pipe-smoking into an art.
Our story beginsg on the day Harry had his first lesson
with the new teacher. Madame Magna was teaching
the children all about the various methods of medieval
torture. As the bell rang, Harry
was the first to leap up out of his
\ chair to go.
) “Homevork in first thing

tomorrow!” announced Madame

Magna. “Harry, vould you Stay
behind,
LEA SE?::
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Harry let out a huge sigh. “What now, miss?”
“Madame!”

“What now, madame?”

“It has come to my attention that you have never

. vonce handed in your ﬁomevor&“

“Well, miss, I mean madame...” began Harry. He was
very experienced at giving teachers the brush-off with
some I'idiculous excuse, so was not too worried.

“That is strange, because I did it all.

in my exercise book?”

Madame Magna took out her pipe and stuffed
the end with tobacco. Slowly she lit it with a match,
and blew a huge cloud of foul-
smelling smoke into the boy's
face. Harry coughed and

sPluttereq as the smoke






HARRY, WHO NEVER, EVER DID HI§ HOMEWORK

swirled around him. The boy was sure he could see
shapes of knights in armour on horseback jousting in
the smoke. However, no sooner had he seen the vision

than it was gone.

“Vell, vell, vell, Harry, you are quite the joker!
But if you don’t do your
homevork,
tonight, you
may be

visited by

apparitions in the
dead of night.”

The boy was unnerved

by this. “What do you mean,

miss, er. madame?”
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“You T?i[[see for yourself. You are the master of your
destiny.”

“Can I go now, miss-madame?”

“Yes.” The old lady took another long drag on her pipe,
and blew a huge, thicK cloud of smoke right in the
direction of the boy. This time he was sure he could see
camels and slaves and the pyramids of Ancient Egypt.

Harry coughed and Splutlereq again. When the smoke

geriously SDOOKBG..

had cleared, she was gone.

Harry was
M d- trhe mYst‘

erious mad o
dead of night*

The boy ran all the way home, and as soon as he was
in his bedroom he rummaged in his school bag for his

History exercise book. It was all but €INPLY of work.
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Harry had been doodling instead of making notes for
most of the term.

The History homework, or * ﬁomevorfij’, that
Madame Magna had set for the evening was an essay:
“Who is the greatest villain in the history of the '{/‘Ofﬁﬁ 7
(Harry realised the teacher meant “world".)

The boy pondered the question for a while. The
problem was he hadn’'t listened to a word, or even a
TJO?’I{, she had said in class, so Harry hadn’t the faintest
idea who to write about. The boy knew that Darth Vader
was a villain, but was pretty sure that he’'d been made
up, rather than being a figure from world history.

Harry scratchsd his head. Then he chewed his pen.
Then he picked his nose. He did lots of things other

than his homework. In no time, he had discarded his
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—

E exercise book and was bacKk playing on his games

console, saving the galaxy or destroying the galaxy or

1) some such nonsense.

| When Harry finally went to bed. he'd forgotten all

‘ about his History homework, and the teacher’s strange
E premonition. After hours of playing computer games,

the boy was tired and went straight to sleep.

A 'dl?ﬂfh]}’ chﬂ? bassed through his

room in the middle of the night

It woke Harry up. Opening his eyes,
he saw that a huge cloud of silky
grey smoke had filled the room. The
smoke was swirling and twirling
into shapes, and finally settled to
create five terrifying figures, all in
historical clothing.

“Who are you?" demanded the boy.

“We are the greatest villains

in history,” said one in a suit of
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armour, carrying a mighty sword. “I, of course,
need no introduction. I am Attila the Hun!”

“I've never heard of you, mate.” replied Harry.

“Well, you should have done!” replied Attila.
He was not at all pleased this boy had no idea
who he was. “I was the most feared ruler in
Europe and waged war on everyone!”

“1"11 take your word for it,” murmured
Harry. He then turned to the
next figure. “Who are you?”

“I, boy, need no introduction!”
said the man as he swirled his cape. g

“Yes, vou do,” replied Harry. “T've

@.

never seen you before in my life!”
“Does the name Viad the
Tlllpﬂlﬂ' mean nothing to you?”
“No."
“Well, five hundred years ago /
1 impaled everyone in sight.”
“Good for you. Next!™
“I am surely the worst villain in

all of history!” said a theatrical man in a
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white robe with a crown of gold leaves on
top of his head.
“So what'’s your name?”
IuCillil_:]lllil! I was Emperor of the Roman
Empire. But, more than that, A GOD!”
“Oh, here he goes again...” muttered Attila.

“But I murdered far more people!” said a

flamboyantly dressed figure in a white wig.

“Let me introduce

myself, child, as
you clearly are
something of an
_ignoramus. I am
the leader of the
French Revolution.
I executed
thousands of
people, including

some of my closest friends.”
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“Why did you do that?” asked Harry. “If you didn’t like
them, then why not just never text them back? After
a while, they'd have got the message.”

“This was the 1790s! We didn’t have mobile telephones
then, you buffoon!”

“Ha! Ha'! Ha!” came a voice. Sitting in the corner of
Harry's bedroom was a heavy-looking man with a long,

grey beard. “You are all nobodies compared to me!”

“Who are you?" asked Harry.
- - - .
“I know you jest with me, child. I am nghis "zllﬂll,
ruler of the Mongol Empire. As I swept across the world,
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my army Killed millions of people. Who cares about a few
less Frenchies? Pah!”

With that, Genghis Khan S P A
on the floor. Robespierre was fuming.

“How dare you! Some spit landed on

my tights! Wipe it off at once!”

“I will not!” replied Genghis.
“Whoo!” cooed Caligula,
mocking them. “Come on
now, girls, let’s not fall out!”
“SHUT UP!”
ordered Harry.
\/ The world’s worst villains

were stunned into silence. No one

had ever told them to shut up before.
“Now, can you please tell me what you are all doing

here in my bedroom? I'd rather vou didn’'t kill me,

if you don’'t mind, because I've just got

to level eight on my game.”
All the villains laughed.
“Kill you?” said Vlad.
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“As if we would do such a thing,” added Genghis. 'J :
“So what are you going to do?” demanded Harry. f‘ _,.."A-,%

“We are going to make you do your
homework!” announced Robespierre.

“Oh no!” replied the boy.

“Oh yes!” said Attila.

“Not fair!” said Harry.

All night the villains stood over the boy as he was
forced to do his History homework. Just as Harry would
write a sentence, a violent argument would break out
between the villains.

“But you can't begin a sentence with ‘but’!” Robespierre
bawled.

“You just did!” Vlad the Impaler replied, before
impaling the leader of the French Revolution,

Slowly but surely the essay began to take shape. The
villains were more than happy to give the boy the facts
and figures he needed as they boasted about their awful
achievements.

“The guillotine was a very effective way of putting all
the French nobility to death!” Robespierre bragged.

“How mind-numbingly dull!” Caligula replied. “In






s
Ancient Rome, I threw people into the

L ' arena where they would be eaten alive by
. / bears and lions. Much more fun!”
So as not to cause any more violent arguments,

Harry didn't choose anyone as the absolute worst
villain of all time. Instead he wrote: “In conclusion,
Vlad, Caligula, Genghis, Robespierre and Attila were
all as bad as each other.”

The villains seemed happy with that, and murmured
in agreement.

“I still think I was the worst,” uttered the ruler of
the Mongol Empire.

“Shut up, Genghis!” said Harry.

As the sun rose in the morning, history had been
made: Harry had completed his first-ever piece of

2 homework.

“I hope you get top marks, Harry,” said Vlad.

“And bonne chance for your exams,” added Robespierre.
Harry looked at the Frenchman blankly.
“It means good luck,” added the leader

of the French Revolution,
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“Thank you. I will try.”

“Maybe try and do your French homework from now
on too.”

“Yes, all right!” replied the boy, in a strop.

“You do toe much playing on this computer-game
doodah,” declared Genghis.

“I know,” agreed Harry.

“Promise me you will cut down the hours on it,” said
Caligula.

“I promise,” replied the boy.

“Our work here is done, gentlemen, and, of course, Vlad,”
said Robespierre. “Adieu!”

Despite all their craziness. Harry was

going to miss having them around.
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Although he’'d had a sleepless night. the boy skipped
to school in the morning and couldn't wait to hand in
his homework to his History teacher.

Madame Magna read it eagerly and was mightily
impressed. “This is vonderful. Absolutely vonderfull”
she exclaimed as she puffed on her pipe.

“Thanks, miss, I mean madame.”

“Is this all your own vork or did anyone help you vith
it?” enquired the teacher with a wry smile.

“I had a tiny bit of help.”

“Yes, I know, boy.” replied Madame Magna, before
blowing a huge pluirrie of smoke into the classroom.

It took the shape of the five most evil villains in
history: Viad, CHligulﬂ, GEﬂghiS, ER/G/QMFAM
and Attila. They all smiled at Harry.

Just as Madame Magna hobbleq off down the
corridor, the boy called after her.

“But, just so you know, this whole homework thing
was very much a one-off.”

The lady stopped and turned back to face Harry.

“Is that so?” she replied.

“Yes. I won't be doing it again.”
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“Vot a shame. And T know you vould so enjoy
tonight's Aomevork. It's all about our old friend
Boudicca, the Ancient British queen who led the revolt
against the Romans.”

“Gosh, that sounds s © O O O boring.”

“Vell, let’s hope she doesn’'t make a little visit tonight

in her chariot.”

Madame Magna smiled and puffed on her
pipe. The corridor was filled with THICK black
smoke. It swirled into the shape of a queen riding a
chariot pulled by her two powerful horses. The wheels

on the chariot had razor-sharp blades.

hop
Rlades that could C
off

vyOUR LEGS

in a heartbeat.
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The chariot was travelling at enormous speed, and the
blades were coming right towards Harry.

“DEATH TO' ROMANS!" st
Boudicca.

The boy was trembling with fear. “All right! All
right! I'll do it.”

“Yot a good boy!” replied Madame Magna.

The lady inhaled on her pipe, and Queen Boudicca
vanished. Harry watched as his teacher made her

way down the corridor. With every step she
became fainter and fainter, until Madame
Magna melt&d into aix, into thlll air.

The teacher disappeared as mysteriously

as she had appeared.
From that day on Harry
always did his
homework. He
never wanted
to see that
terrifying
teacher

again,













Gruesome
- %GRISELDA

@‘@ CREEPY-CRAWLIES ARE CALLED CREEPY-CRAWLIES

for a reason. They are creepy and they are ¢ rawly .

% Slugs, wornms, spiders, caterpillars and cockroaches are
% creatures that give most people the cre eps. -

20 Not Griselda.







GRUESOME GRISELDA

Griselda was a girl who loved creepy-crawlies. If she
saw a worm Wig@9ling around in the mud, she would
pick it up and put it in her pocket.

Now, worms don’t make the best pets.

Worms don’t come if you call them. 4{(_\,
L]
T WQ’C

If you throw a worm a stick, it won’'t bring it back.
“Worm! Fetch!”

You can’'t train worms to do tricks.

However, Griselda had other plans for these Shmy
creatures. The little girl would use them to give people

the willies.
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Griselda attended an incredibly pash all-girls

boarding school:

ﬁ\(@lﬁ\‘;\lq"

The DuchEss
oF (QUEENSBURY'S

The school was full of young ladies with long hair and

even longer names, like the Honourable Lady Antonia-

Rose Huntingdon-Smythe.







GRUESOME GRISELDA

N &
e AL R L A T e
perfect w. ¢

wa PETTECt wen R,

ama PETrTECT mu ¥

i’_a

In their spare time the girls liked to press wild ok
flowers, embroider lace handkerchiefs and decorate
fairy cakes.

Griselda delighted in being the

odd one out. The little girl never
brushed her hair so it was like

a bird’s nest, topped off with a
grokty purple hair scrunchie.
She loved having black q rhme
under her fingernails. And,
most of all, Griselda was

proud to be more than a

little pONREY.
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The very proper headmistress, Miss Fragrant, would

take one look at the girl and ba\Vl at her,

“(riseldal You need a bath!”

“No, thank you, Headmistress. Lying in your own
filth, hath'ater for hours can’t be healthy!”
Then off Griselda would bound to I"Oll in some mud,
drag herself through a bush or lie in a

puddle.

When night fell, Griselda would

- sneak out of her dormitory to
find some cteepy-crawlies.
These she used to play
gruesome tricks on everyone
else at school.
There was the time when
the little girl gathered
hurdreds of leeches. She placed

them under the covers of the

head girl’'s bed.

—






GRUESOME GRISELDA

A nasty Slippery surprise was waiting for

Lady Clarissa-Jane Hever-Blenheim when she slid

between the sheets.

screamed the girl as outside the window Gruesome

Griselda sniggered to herself,

ccHuh! HuhI Huh!_ﬁa
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Or there was the day when Griselda spied a pair of the
headmistress's frilly bloomers hanging on the washing
line of her garden. Griselda picked up the two longest,
tickliest caterpillars she could find. and then hid them
in the lady’s knickers. That morning in assembly as

Miss Fragrant was leading the entire school in prayers,

the headmistress found herself unable to keep still.







GRUESOME GRISELDA

Her bottom had never felt so itchy. ﬁ AH | 2

6o
All the schoolgirls looked at the lady aghast as the
usually proper Miss Fragrant wl‘iggled and hopPed
around the stage, YELPING like a little dog.

“YAP!
YAP!
AP

Only Griselda knew the
reason why. Sitting in the
back row of the school hall,
she couldn’t help smirking

at the chaos she had caused.
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"g ﬁ Worst of all was the time on Prize-giving Day when

the guest of honour at the school was none other than

L% %@{y the Q{Mﬂm

iy, |
(&5 .
e 5 By «

The Queen was there to hand out

the prizes to all the girls who were

f even more superior than the others,
and give a speech on how PEST to
succeed in life.

When all this was happening, Griselda
(who was unlikely to be burdened with any prize, unless
there was one forl:heegiegt feet) sneaked off to the

school kKitchen. There she replaced all the

cucumber in the sandwiches

with live S|ippery sjugs.

T
F
-






¢

GRUESOME GRISELDA

As all the prize-winners took tea and sandwiches at %—
the garden party after with the Queen, everyone was
on their absolute D€ ST behaviour. Even though the
cucumber sandwiches tasted disgusting, the teachers,
parents and prize-winning girls all swallowed them @S/

without complaint. No one wanted to make a scene in %

the presence of such a dlgt-l“gUIs-hEd guest.

‘Delightful sandwiches,” said one old duchess.

“Yes, this cucumber is so fresh-tasting.” replied a
countess. “It’s almost as if it’s ali'e!"

Who would spit out their food in front of Her Majesty
the Queen? Well, nobody except Her Majesty the Queen.
This was for the simple reason that she was Her Majesty
the Queen already. Her Royal Highness took one bite of
ner S{Ug SamdWich and immediately Spatb it out.
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~ ‘BLEURGH!”

i she screamed as she splattered the food all

over the headmistress. Breadcrumbs

_ covered Miss Fragrant’s hair while a
» 5 1" half-chewed slug ended up stuck to her
3 NN f-)? ; glasses.
/f b W N Above their heads a branch of a tree was
-t r botticing
) < d Griseld
5 and 4, Griselda was

hiding up there, hooting to herself uncontrollably.

v “There was a live slug in my
i sandwich!” varked the Queen.

“Is that so?” replied the headmistress, squirming with
embarrassment as all eyes turned to her. “Does Your
Royal Highness not like live s]ugs as a sandwich filling?"”

“NOI” replied the Queen. “And not dead
ones either.”

“Noted! We promise never to serve Your Royal
Highness any slug-based snacks next time.”

“There won't be a next time!” spluttered

the Queen as she marched off in the direction of her

- - & T s

=¥ »

s lla

—






Rolls-Royce. “Slug sandwiches!
I have been served some
revolting food on my travels,
but this is the absolute worst.

Have that headmistress locked in

a dungeon in the Tower of London!” \

“It's a museum now, ma’'am,” replied her lady- )
in-waiting.

“Well, then lock her up in the gift
shop,” snapped the Queen. She gslumped in the
back of her Rolls-Royce. - Put your foot
down, man!”
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“Yes, ma’'am!” replied the chauffeur as the beast of a

car 200MBA away, the flags flapping in the wind.

“And stop at the nearest kebab shop. I need to

have something to take this disgusting taste
away!” the Queen barked, desperately trying to rub the
S|UE juice off her tongue with a lace handkerchief.
This was the darkest day in the school’s long history.
Immediately all the pupils, parents and teachers
were gripped by this mystery. Who was the phantom
cteepy-crawlies pest?

HINTEII posters were put up all over the school.






GRUESOME GRISELDA V-
pE sl

CEED? | T g
WANTED #

Do you know who put leeches in the

head girl’s bed, hid caterpillars in the

headmistress’s undergarments and put an
unspeakable creature in the otherwise
delicious sandwiches served to
)J'%‘f' )j@ﬁ)‘fy the e@'fﬁfw on Prize-giving Day?

Information wanted.

£1000) reward

given for any information that %
\ EZ leads to their capture. é]

All the girls at Duchess of Queensbury’s were toorich L

to care about a mere hundred pounds, so the reward

had to be put up to one thousand pounds. That was a whole @é‘ f
week's pocket money to some of those girls. @*é:’

& ¢

ok PR g =
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Still there were more attacks.

A toilet bowl in the staffroom was
filled with cockroaches. They
nipped the bottom of the History
teacher, Miss Wolsley, as soon as f// 3 :

she sat on the toilet seat.

e

“OUCH!” Sl

. A huge hairy spider gave the

Art teacher, Miss Hockney, the
ShOCk of her life when it was put
in her box of brooches and the

lady tried to pin it to her chest.

“AAH!”







el N ;ﬁ* ©

W L
" GRUESOME GRISELDA ‘i"‘;@ . w,
" S ~ “9@" &
e
Every time Griselda played a hasi‘g Trick on someone, o

she wanted it to be even more gruesome than the last. %@:% 0

L
Mornings before school Gllsel f@}

would rise at dawn to go 0y P

down to the pond to fishout & %N
tadpoles. grogs and newts.” a..t e L
.}, Lunchtimes were spent &@. Sl - %,g“
foraging in the grounds for " % -
beetles, centipedes and woodlice. ®* ‘-’-"!& ~
. ~p B
In the dead of night Griselda would sneak out of her (}‘ o bon

bed to dig up the school playing field for worms. Each J\s i

night she would put hundreds of the wiggliest onesin M 2 o/

: o o o
All the creatures would be stored in a huge trunk

a wheelbarrow and take them back to her dormitory. o~ @
‘é4
>

Ah

under the girl’'s bed. It was a treasure trove of yuck.

e . J/

2k was @ _
. iiff” epyi

Griselda would la,ug h to nerself

GGB k
as she poured in her latest finds. H al
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When she finally slipped into bed after her foraging

expeditions, Griselda would dream up her next

nightmare. The bigger, the badder, the
Toe G ttex. rromout of the darkest corner
of her mind crawled the nastiest of thoughts. Could
Griselda use all these creatures at once? That way she
could create the most grueSome trick of all time. This
would be her mastgrpigce.

It was a gruesome plan, even by Griselda’s standards.







GRUESOME GRISELDA

The little girl decided she would fill the headmistress’s
bath from top to bottom with creepg-crawlies. Miss
Fragrant always lectured Griselda about having a “jolly
good soak”, and would often rhapsodise to her pupils in
assembly on the J OyS of bath-time.

“Girls, you must bathe at least thrice a dayv. It cleanses
not just the body, but more importantly the mind,” she
would say.

As soon as it went dark, Griselda dragged her heavy
trunk to the headmistress’'s cottage. She climbed
into the house through an open window, and found the
bathroom. The bath was already full of hot water, and
the sweet SMmell of lavender oil hung in the air. It

was a smell that made Griselda feel sick.

—~vUCK

The lights in the bathroom were dimmed and candles

‘99

were placed around the bath. The girl pulled the plug

and drained the bath of water. In the next room, she

could spy the headmistress in her nightgown putting

her long grey hair up into a bath cap in readiness for her

nightly soak. P
p MR
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Next the gruesome girl put the plug back in and
poured all the creep 3-crawlies from her trunk into
the bath. She filled it to the DT'1IM.

It was a terrifying sight: all those creepg-crawlies
creepy-crawling over each other. It was a sea of hQrrars.

Griselda stood back and admired her work.

13 \ =
H& Ha,_! . ﬁ

H&‘- 9 B
she sniggered to herself at

the WICI(E%:{ picture she had painted in her mind of

Miss Fragrant unwittingly slipping into the bath.
t, the

; . h
However, as the little girl was 1ost in thoug

g r.
headmistress gwung open the bathroom doo

The dOOI‘ knOCked

Griselds, clean over

efnd she Toppled head S
first into the bath |







f In seconds the creepgucrawlies covered her. They

devoured her instantly. The headmistress desperately

tried to pull Griselda out of the bath.

A Criseldq) == %
dom

]
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But there was nothing left of the girl, save for a
half-eaten purple hair serunchie.

In a way, Griselda had been right. Baths were not for
her.

If she had lived, the girl would have learned an

important lesson:

NEVER
PLAY TRICKS
ON PEOPLE
THAT YOU

WOULDN'T |
WANT PLAYED |
ON YOU.













Spoiled
BRAD

BRAD WAS THE most spoiled boy in the world. He
came from a Supﬁr-]f'i(}h family, who made their money
from having money. Brad lived with his mom and pop in
a one-hundred-bedroomed mansion in America.
Because Brad was so spoiled, he didn’'t even take

care of the amazing things he was given.






SPOILED BRAD

His mom and pop bought their only child all he

ever dreamed of and more...
A hundred puppies that Brad quickly
tired of and put in the trash.

His own miniature White limousine
that Brad deliberately crashed into a wall at speed,

smasghing it to pieces,
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A ball-serving machine that was meant to

help Brad with his tennis lessons. Instead the boy

turned it on his long-suffering tennis coach, firing

balls straight at him as if @3"““-—-.._

it was a cannon. : e

“OUCH!”






SPOILED BRAD

A complete set of leather-bound
encyclopaedias. He read the entry
for “aardvark” and then gave up and

used the rest of the pages as toilet

roll. R‘I_‘P" WIPE!

A priceless old oil
painting that Brad smashed
his head through so he could

use it as a Halloween costume.

A cut-glass chandelier

for his bedroom

that he used to

swing on. SI/PIIVG[

An antique double bass that Brad had never

once played. Instead, when the snow came, the hoy

&

sat on the

instrument
touseitasa

toboggan.,

WHlZ'Z"
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One morning Brad swept down the family mansion’s
lon g staircase in his silk pyjamas, dressing gown

and monogrammed u«eluel slippers.

“Good morning, Bradley Junior.,” murmured his

parents. Pop was checking his stocks and shares in the
Financial Times. Meanwhile, Mom was reading a glossy
magazine and taking some pleasure in pictures of the
rich and famous who’d had plastic surgery that had
gone horribly wrong. As usual, they were being waited

on by their rather SI]OUt),T English butler, Hopkins.






SPOILED BRAD

“Pancakes, butler!” demanded the boy as he

entered the grand dining room and walked over to the
impossibly long table. “With cream, ice cream and
chocolate sauce!

“¥Yes, of course, yvoung sir.” purred Hopkins,

before i
bowmg and retreating' to the kitche
n.
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B :
rad Junior slumped down at his
head of the tabje,

“Mom? Pop?”

“Yes, Bradley Junior? Did you enjoy your million-

usual place at the

dollar birthday party yesterday?” asked Pop.

“It was 80-80,” the boy replied. “I have been
thinking.”

“Oh yes...” prompted Mom. It wasn’'t often her son
thought.

“It’s not fair that I have to wait another whole
yvear for my birthday.”

“Well, everyone has to wait, Bradley Junior.” said Pop.
“That's why birthdays are special.”

“Idon’t want to wait!” declared the boy. “I
want it to be my birthday every day!”

Mom and Pop shared a look. They were used to their
son acting like a $P0iled brat, but this was a new 1y,

“Son! Yesterday we laid on an incrediﬁ@ eﬁqpensiw
day for you,” began Mom. “You had a gi&]ﬂt
chocolate cake...”

“I love cake!” announced Brad.

“We know,” said Pop.






SPOILED BRAD

“There was a funfair in the garden, a mountain of
presents...” continued Mom.

“And we bussed in hundreds of children from all over
the state to pretend to be your friends.” added Pop.

“Then you can do the same again today. And the next

day. And the day after that. WHERE ARE MY
PANCAKES, BUTLER?! And the day
after that. And the day after that.”
“And if we don’'t?” asked Mom.
Brad Junior thought for a moment. “‘If you don’t, I
will put you both in an old folks’ home at the

earliest opportunity and leave \! x
you there to ROT!” /Z AN

Pop sighed. “I guess we'd better

get going,” he said.
“YES T & exclaimed Brad.

“PANCAKES!
NOW!”

Hopkins emerged from the =
kitchen carrying a 4_{/‘ ~

silver platter.

Your DPancakeg, sip*

the by tler announceq
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“That was too slow!” hiSSBd Brad. “Pop, can you have
him flogged?”

“No! That would be wrong, son.”

“Shame.’ mused the boy.

Hopkins raised gn eyebrow.

Hastily, preparations were made, and at four o’clock
on the dot Brad’'s second birthday party in two
days was in full swing. There was a huge disco tent on
the lawn, & dolphin show in the swimming pool and
abOullcy castle as big as the family mansion itself
{(though Brad decided as it was his birthday only he

Pﬂ'

could bounce on it).

“Happy hirthday

cried Mom and Pop as a g‘la,nt chocolate cake was

wheeled out.

¢ CAKE!” yelled the boy. .,
“Happy birthday to ME!

With his hands, Brad scooped himself a

huInOIlg’OUS piece of cake and stuffed it in his mouth.






“Where are my presents?” he demanded, Spraying

crumbs all over the bussed-in guests, who looked a little

bored as they had all been at his party yesterday.
Hopkins stag8er€d along, holding a mountaln

of presents.
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“Not enough!” said the boy. “Tomorrow I want

more!”

The butler sh@ok his head, and the presents tumbled
to the ground. Mom and Pop looked at each other and

sighed.

The next day it was the same story. Brad had yet

another birthday party.

reoaster

This time there was a rolle

on the lawn, al EIBDhaHt tC‘ I’lde 0ll and a famous pop

star singing his hits on a little stage. Brad decided that







SPOILED BRAD

everyone else at the party had to wear headphones, so
only he could hear the performance.
Once again, the bigg‘est birthday cake anyone had

ever seen was wheeled in by

four servants.

“CAKE I - exclaimed the boy.
“HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO ME!”

“What?” said Mom. She couldn’'t hear what her son

had said because she still had her headphones on.

The boy shouted this time: : I‘:[ SAID,
‘HAPPY BIRTHDAY
TO ME!"”

“Oh right! Yes! Happy birthday, Bradley Juniorn,” said
the lady.
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Today the cake was

the size of a paddling
pool. With both hands,
Brad scooped up
as much of it as he
possibly could and
stuffed it in his face.

The slice was, in fact, so
D1g that what he left
behind was smaller than
what he took.






«“WHERE ARE MY PRESENTS?!”

from head to toe with 'c‘tumbs.

1wWANT PRESENTS!”

Mom and Pop had learned their lesson yesterday.

Today there had to be more presents. So the butler
drove a forklift truck in, which was plled hlgh with a
tower of gifts.

Brad took one look at what his parents had bought
him today and bur st into tears.

“What's the matter now, Bradley Junior?” pleaded
Pop.

“I thought you loved me!” wailed the boy.
“And this is all you get me! Tomorrow I
want more. Do you hear me?

MORE!

MORE!
MORE!”
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The next day at his birthday party he got more.
Much more. This time the garden played host
to a log flume, though Brad didn't go on it himself as
ne HATED getting wet. There was a professional
heavyweight boxer. who Mom and Pop had paid to
pretend to be knocked out by their son with one punch.
There was a motorcycle display team, though the birthday
boy made all the other party guests wear blindfolds so
only he could see it. It was his birthday, after all. Of
course, it was his birthday every day now.

One of the children who'd been bussed in to
pretend to be one of Brad's friends made
the mistake of speaking up. ‘“You
know, Brad, it’s actually my
birthday today too.”

immediately 3

The spoiled ’OI'&T" ‘WHAA‘.”

“Whatever is the matter now?”

tarted walling.

asked Pop. :
«This spiteful 110516 COCkroach

has ruined my party!”







SPOILED BRAD

“How?" asked Pop.

“He said it's his birthday too.”

“Well, it is my birthday!” replied the boy. “If I wasn't
being paid a hundred dollars in cash to be here, I would
be at home with my folks celebrating.”

“Tam not sharing my birthday party with anyone!”
bawled Brad. “Please have him publicly horsewhipped.”

“We can’'t have him horsewhipped, Brad!” replied Pop.

“Shame! Then have him thrown out
immediately!” said Brad.
With that, two brutish security guards

picked the boy up under his armpits and
marched him out of the party.
“Will I still get my hundred
bucks?” he asked as he was
carried out.

“Right!” began Brad.
“Because of that boy
ruining my birthday,
Iwant dOouble
presents

today.”
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“Double presents is what we have,” saia Mom.

Right on cue, a huge crane swung overhead. At the

controls was the butler.

SWil]gi'ng

from the Crane wag g giant
to bur

net, full
Dbresents, There

ands of them. There Were som

Sting wity
must haye

any they

—
—
-~







SPOILED BRAD

blotted out thesun. Slowly the net of gifts was
lowered to the ground.
“Are you happy now, Bradley Junior?” asked Pop.
“No. I am not!” replied the boy.
*Why not?”
“Because you've forgotten the cake! How
can you have a birthday party with no cake?”
“We have got you a cake!” protested Mom.
The lady clicked her fingers and the
b j_ g'ge St cake the world had ever
- \\ seen was towed in by a tractor. Th.lS
. cake was the size of
a swimming pool.

¢ OAKET” shouted the boy. .
3 “Happy birthday to ME!

As the paid guests joined in with

a rather reluctant rendition of
“Happy Birthday” - they had been
singing for three daysinarow
now, after all — the boy cl@mDPered
to the top of the pile of presents.






= -
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“What on earth are you doing,
Bradley Junior?” called up Mom.
“Iam going to dive into the cake!” ’
replied the boy. -
With that, the spoiled brat 18#Ped ﬂ

up into the air and 15ndeq in the

cake with a giant... ’






The boy started stuffing his face full of it. He was
pushing M OT€ and YY1 OY'€ into his mouth as he
tried to tread water* in the cake.

Eating huge amounts of chocolate cake every day
had made the boy rather round, and soon Brad found
himself sinking fypther 204 further 110 it. In moments

he realised he was drowning in his own birthday cake.

“HELP p

cried the boy.

Mom and Pop looked on, smiles creeping across
their faces.

Hopkins spoke up. “Excuse me, sir, would you like me
to dive in and rescue him?”

“Let’'s not be too hasty.” replied Pop.

“Bradley Junior does love his cake,” added Mom.

The butler smiled to himself.

* “Tread cake” is the correct expression here.
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Slowl1ly but surely. spoiled

Brad sank 1ower and lower
into the cake.

Soon he had disappeared

from view, never to be seen again.
The lesson from this story is a simple one.
While you may be able to have your cake and eat it,

don’t be too greedy. You might just drown in it.













TRISH
the Troll

ONCE UPON A TIME, at the top of a very tall block

of flats, lived a girl called Trish. From her window

the little girl would look down upon the world, and

daydream that she had complete power
over

everyone.






TRISH THE TROLL

She would close one eyve and hold her fingers up to
the other. She would spot someone walking along fifty
floors below — it might be
an old lady walking her
dog, a child playing with
a ball or a young mother
hurrying home with her
shopping — and, whoever

they were, Trish would

get them in her sights
and pretend she wag
S{]_lIlShlllg them between
her fingers.
“You are SquiShed.
and you, and you..."” she
would say to herself,
and a broad smile would
spread across her face. “I
wit SQUISH you any
Trish longed for some

way of SquiShng people

for real.
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The idea came. as good ones often
! e do, while she was sitting on the
toilet. It was break-time at school,
and Trish was sat on the loo, staring
up at all the graffiti that decorated

the walls and door. There was barely

a space that wasn’t covered by some

.
.

words or drawings.
Some of the graffiti gave a newsflash on the love lives

of the teachers:

Nlg§ TROUT bOVES Nk FRUFROCE

I saw Mr Bohgers and mss pahuke
sitting in a tree K.1. $.8.1.N. G

: :;s; :l::: i Qs coT e HOTS

Other graffiti took the form of an alternative school

report: y /?7%,5 s @O/QI// Gj
] HATE HISTORY!

SCENCE SucKs:






TRISH THE TROLL

There were quite a few harsh restaurant reviews of

the school canteen:

DON'T ENT THE SAUSAGE ROLLS
UNLESS You wANT To DTE]

YOouU NEED TO CUT THE cUSTARD

+na KNIFE.
" BRING BACK TURKEY TwillLERS!

Trish wondered what it would feel like if she wrote
something really nasty. Would that be like S(UISING
someone for real?

In her blazer pocket the girl kKept a thick felt-tip pen.
She placed the lid in her mouth as she pondered what
to write. The most popular girl in school was Megan.
Megan was always Kind to the younger children,
included all the other kids in games and had a smile
for everyone, even the grumpiest teachers, like Mr

Bongers. Finally Trish scribbled in big black letters:

MEGAN'S GO BG BREATH.

Megan didn’t have bog breath. It didn't matter.
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All that mattered to Trish was that once she had read it
Megan would feel well and truly Squhe(}
/" Trish left the cubicle, and walked

past the mirror. As she glanced
at herself, she noticed
something startling. A big
wart had appeared on the end
of her nose.
“What is this?” muttered
Trish to herself.

It was very strange. She hadn’'t noticed anything
when she’d left her flat this morning. The girl pulled her

hair down to hide it, and hurried off to her next lesson.

By lunchtime news had spread across the school like
wildfire about what had been scrawled on the toilet
wall. Poor Megan was crying and being comforted
by her friends. Trish lingered nearby, munching on a

Scotch egg so she could listen in.

D06 BREATH. v v

breath, do I?” spluttered Megan through tears.
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“NO!”
. came a chorus of girls’ voices.

“Then why would anyone write such a thing?”

“I bet it's some saddo who gets a kick out of secretly
being horrible.” replied her best friend forever. Cheryl.

“I think they are called trolls.” added a sporty boy
called Paul, doing keepy-uppies.

“Who would want to upset you like that?” asked Trish
with a guilty smirk. “You know I think you are the
nicest girl in the whole school.”

“Thanks so much,” replied Megan. A gust of wind blew

Trish’s hair back, and Megan spotted the wart. It was

s0 big it was hard to miss.
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“Trish?” asked Megan.

“Yes?"

“What’s that thingy?”

“What thingy?” asked Trish, playing innocent.
“That thingy on your nose,” replied Megan.

“Oh, this tiny thingy? It's just a little zit. It will be

gone in the morning.”

But it hadn’t gone in the morning. Trish woke up with a
start, and immediately felt her nose.

“INO!” she muttered to herself as she sat up in bed.
“The wart is still there!”

No matter, there was more S[llllShlIlg' to do.

The girl made sure she was first past the school gates
that morning. The place was deserted, perfect for what
Trish had planned. She sneaked into the Art room and
snatched a pot of paint and a brush. From the shed
she helped herself to the caretaker’s ladder. Checking
first that she was still alone, Trish daubed the outside
of the main school building with letters so huge
they could be read from outer space. &

= ‘ﬁ-






CHERYL HAS
i« MASSIVE

M As she slid down the ladder. the
girl could feel her ears burning.
‘¢ _.
O
They were flaming hot O ,'

| i l | She reached up to touch them.
’93

N

and growing at an alarming rate.
Thick hairs started Spl‘ﬂutlng‘

out of them.

I

\ ___.
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There was a puddle at her feet,
s0 Trish peered at her

reflection.

"N000o!”

screamed the girl. She now had
two glﬂOf Mous fnrry ears that

wouldn’t have been out of place

Seeing the deputy headmistress,
Miss Birch, trundle through the
school gates in her motorised
wheelchair, Trish hid behind the bike
sheds. There she waited for Cheryl to

arrive. She couldn't wait to see her reaction...

The poor girl burst into floods of tears as
soon as she saw the writing on the wall.
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“Tdon’t have a massive bum! Do I?” she wailea.

“No, your bottom is small,” replied Megan.

“Too small?” demanded Cheryl.

“No!” said Paul. “Medium.”

“Small medium or big medium?”

“Medium medium,” replied the boy.

Trish sNig€erled to herself. Another victim SQHIShEd

BRIIING!

The bell rang for the start of lessons. With her
increasingly bizarre appearance, Trish wanted to wait
until the coast was clear. As soon as the playground
had emptied, the girl sneaked into the main school
building. She paced along a deserted corridor on her
way to her History lesson. Despite being late, she
couldn’'t resist striking again. Trish pulled out her

thick felt-tip pen and scrawled across the wall...

PauL'S GOT A
PI22A FACE!?

No sooner had she finished her poisonous prose than
the girl noticed her hand had thick, curly hair growing

on it.
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GGAR

GH\”

she screamed. 9
The girl checked her

other hand. Before her

very eyes her hands

were becoming claws, her

fingernails transforming

into SP1KY talons.

HAPPENIN

T O ME? 1’ ?  sheeried.






TRISH THE TROLL

en.
A clagsroom door swung op

Wy iah Tonkj_ng!” shouted Mr Bongers,
the bald, bespectacled History teacher. “What’s
all this shouting?”

“Nothing, sir!”

“And you are late!”

“Sorry, sir!”

“Get in here at once!”

Trish took a deep breath, and walked towards her /
teacher. The girl pulled her hair down over her earsin
the hope that she might hide them. Next she bowed
her head and ya,nked down the sleeves of her blazer
so Mr Bongers might not see her QI or C[a‘W.S.

She rushed past the teacher at the doorway, and hid at
the back of the classroom.

“S0 where were we?” began Mr Bongers.

“The Vikings, sir,” said Thomas, the
cleverest boy in class.

“Oh yes, thank you, Thomas. The Vikings. Now, the
Vikings had their own special beliefs. Can anyone tell
me what they believed in?”

“Elves,” replied Thomas confidently.
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“Well done, Thomas,” said the teacher. “That’s right.
Elves go up on the board. What else?”

The boy was first to put his hand up again.

“Anyone other than Thomas?” asked Mr Bongers.
*Yes, Megan?”

“Giants?” guessed the girl.

“Excellent. Giants go up on the board. Any other
thoughts? Anyone other than Thomas?”

As the children in the class continued making
suggestions, Trish pulled a drawing pin off a poster on
the wall and started SCI. afc iﬂg words on her desk. It
was time to do more SQIllShlIlg She smirked as she
etched the words

THOMAS IS A THICKO

Just as she was rounding off the “O” of “THICKO”,
the girl felt a sharp pang of toothache.

¢ ﬁ&h ! ” It hurt.

Trish checked her reflection in the window. Her teeth

fying that she terrifieq
edinagﬂﬁ@ﬁci? S@Gﬂ@@ﬁ

herself Her mouth widen






"A TROLLL” e

Paul. ! —

*Very good, Paul,” zaid Mr
Bongers. “Put your hand up next
time, but you are correct. The

Vikings did indeed believe in trolls.”

“No, sir! Look! A TROLL!"

exclaimed Paul, pointing frantically at Trish.

All eyes turned to the back of the class.
“A_RGH‘ 12 screamed the other
L]
children as Trish's blazer ripped...
PP-’ rr

RERRIIIFE

ﬁ;ﬂd a thick back covered in 21l
N ; o

Spljt OpeH' .

...and ten fat, dirty
toes broke€ out.
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“B
LEURGH!” Trish felt sick at the sight of

them, the nails all black with goodness knows what.

Tentatively, Mr Bongers approached this thing that
was sitting in his classroom.

*Are you feeling all right, Trish?” he asked. “It's just
that vou look like yvou have turned into some kind of,
well... troll.”

“] AM NOT A TROLL!” -
growled. Trish’s voice was suddenly deeper and darker
than ever hefore, It was like listening to a hundred-
vear-old man who'd smoked a hundred cigarettes a day.

“Well, in fairness, Trish Tonking, you do look
like a troll,” replied the teacher.

‘, ] f‘] j .
’ >

Cheryl and Megan shared a look. The two girls had

worked it out.

“TRISH MUST BE THE ONE WHO’S BEEN
WRITING ALL THESE NASTY THINGS!”

exclaimed Megan.

“SHUT YOUR FAGE, THUNDER THIGHS!”
“SHE’S THE TROLL!” cried Cheryl.

Trish the troll had been busted.






TRISH THE TROLL

She needed to get out of there. And fast. She dashed
to the door, but found she couldn’'t grip the handle with

her claws.

“STUPID DOORI” she thundered, ramming

her shoulder up against it and smashing it off its

hinges.

t P THAT P!
| bellowed Mr Bongers.

As the creature SCuttled down the corridor, all

the other classroom doors swung open, and teachers
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and pupils swarmed out, eager to see who or what

was causing the commotion. Soon there were
hundreds of pupils and teachers giving
chase. The one who looked most thrilled with
it all was the ancient Miss Birch. The deputy
head was in hot pursuit, going full speed ahead on her

motorised wheelchair.

U TR

(3N
)\ N (i







TRISH THE TROLL

The troll turned a corner in the corridor only to see
she was trapped. There were walls of people on
either side of her.

“WATCH OUT! I WILL BITE!”
shouted the creature, baring her fangs.

“Just vou try.” replied Miss Birch with a smile.

"CHARGE)”

cried the i
. old lady as she brandisheq

walki
Ing cane. Her wheelchaip was trundling at ful]
Speed Straight towards Trish
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...before racing across the playground and out
through the gates. Now the entire school was pursuing
her. They were all shouting, and soon passers-hy

were joining in the chase.

- G’ET IT 1 » shouted the 1ollipop lady.
; o ffic warden.
Sl @ ATOH T T!° yelledatx affic

“LOCK IT UP!.” called out a vicar.







TRISH THE TROLL

Trish darted past her block of flats. People would know
to find her there, so she dashed through some woods at
the back of the flats, Soon she found herself in a spooky
old churchyard. Exhausted, the troll 1ay down
beside a gravestone.

“THIS WAY, EVERYONE!”

called out Miss Birch, leading the

pack in her motorised wheelchair.

“ICAN SMELL IT!”

The troll hid behind a
tompb. The mob didn’t spot her,
and soon passed through the churchyard to continue
their search for the creature.

Too full of fear to come out from her hiding place, the
troll decided to stay put until nightfall.
However, as soon as the sun went down the mob flooded
back into the churchyard,
many brandishing flaming
torches or pitchforks.
“The footprints
ended here,” said Mr

Bongers, now armed with






a hllge butterfly net.

“That means the creature must
be hiding somewhere in the
churchyard,” replied Miss Birch.

now armed with an antigue

musket.
The flaming torches were shone all
around the graves. Before long, one stopped

on a big hairy foot sticking out from behind a tomb.

“THERE IT j[S1 . shouted Mr Bongers.
“IT’ S MINE 1 »? called Miss Birch from her

wheelchair as she raised her musket to take aim.

There was nothing else to do. Trish made a run for it.

BANG’BANG!

Gunpowder lit up the sky.

Shots rang out.

The troll scrambled through a hedge, and tumbled

down a steep bank before plunging into a freezing river

be]c:-w.
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The mob looked on from above as the flow of
the water carried the creature off.

“BLA ST ! " cursed Miss Birch. “I am all out

of gunpowder!”

After floating downriver all night, the troll found

herself being swept out to sea. ‘HELP 1 23

she screamed.

Soon the land was a distant memory.
Just as she thought the sea would take her. Trish
spotted a tiny island. It was little more than a rock
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poking from the water. A wave SIlashed the troll into
it. She clung on to the rock with her claws
for dear life. With waves crashing around her, she
just managed to heave herself up. The only shelter
from the cruel sea was a cold, dark cave. Coughing and
Splutleling, Trish crawled into it.
That cave would become the troll’s new home. It was
so small she couldn’t even stand up straight.
“Oh no!” cried Trish. “I am completely SquhedI”
Now she knew what it felt like. She passed the rest of

her days all alone on that island.

Trish the troll lived unhappl l? ever after.













Competitive

COLIN

CoLiN CLONT HATED BEING SHORT. He felt everyone
was looking down on him the whole time. In fairness to
them, they couldn’t help it.

Every night Colin would lie in bed and curse his
parents for being shoxrt and making him

sSshox1t._






COMPETITIVE COLIN

“It’s not fair! Blast my titchy mum and dad. Because
of them I will never be tall.” he would say t.O himself.
“But I will show everyone that I am a gl ant
among men!”

Colin had to win at everything. Rules and fair
play meant nothing to him. He had to be the winner.
Number one.

Because he was so competitive, Colin was not good

¥

let go of the parc

ol, even if the & %&a@*
a O
ot W

ever
an i¥ round the room to try t0 &

g0 L
«1 am NOT 16408 8

For Musical Chairs he was
even worse. Colin would stick
a chair to the bottom of his
trousers with superglue at

the start of the game so he

couldn’t lose.

I am the Winner!”
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Once in a game of Hide-and-Seek
the boy hid in a chest of drawers for
a whole week because he was

so adamant he would never be

found, and that he’'d be crowned

Hide-and-Seek Champion forever.

T <
Ha) Hg 1 =

Colin would watch TV quiz shows

and memorise the answers. Then
he would watch them on repeat

with his parents and shout out

e

all the answers before they could.
“l AM THE CLEVEREST!”
If the boy was taking part in a three-legged ZR\ %7

race, he would borrow his grandma’s

wooden leg and strap that to his own leg.

That way he wouldn't be slowed down 1

by being tied to anyone else. 3'-
“I won gold! Here’s your leg back, Granny!” he

would shout ag he hurled it across the playing field at her,

‘35

“OOF |

causing her to topple to the ground.






COMPETITIVE COLIN

If Colin was losing badly at a board game, the boy would

simply kick the board and all the counters “P in the

his sack and

ZC o2

past the other

children.

air,

ok, SAY
_ 5 *3\15
w,et ® N

BAS ‘5

When playing Musical Statues, Colin

would dip himself in cement and let it dry

first. That way he couldn’'t move a muscle

and would win the game.

The downside was that he would have to be

with a
smashed o™v of the cement afterwards

’
sledgehammer. o Ch‘ .
OucH-
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In exams Colin would make sure he came top of
the class every time by using a mini-microphone, an
earpiece and a boy with a pile of textbooks outside, who
he had bribed with chocolate.

“A HUNDRED PER CENT AGAIN!”

In running races at school Colin would bring his own
starter pistol along. This he would only fire once he had

crossed the finish line,
“T won!” BANG‘.

In football matches Colin would tie the ball to
his boot so he never had to pass it, and it would be

impossible for anvone else other than him to score.







COMPETITIVE COLIN

Most nights Colin would add a cup, medal or
certificate to the huge trophy cabinet he had in his
bedroom. Whenever he did win something, the boy
gave himself a pat on the back.

“Well done, Colin,” he would tell himself.

Because he had appeared to come top in everything, news

~ soon spread. There were stories in local newspapers...

LOCAL LAD WINS A
MEDAL OR SOMETHING
DESPITE BEING SHORT

__before he broke through to national newspapers.

Eventually Colin found himself

heing interviewed on televislon.

“That’s & mightily |
impressive trophy cabinet,

' d.
Colin,” the presenter remarke

“Thank you. I guess I am just the best at everything.”
“And what's incredible is. looking at you. you can’'t be

more than five years old.”

“Iam ten.” “Oops .33
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Sitting in his cak-panelled office,
watching the interview, was the
head of the British Olympic

team, LLord Sock. Sock was a
portly old man with a bushy white

moustache, who in the distant past
had been an athlete himself.

“This boy is the answer to our prayers!” ne exclaimea.
“He is a winning machine.”

The man looked up the boy’s number and picked up
the telephone right away:.

RiNnG RiNg! RING RING!

“Colin Clont?” he asked.
—_——

-
“Yes?” \H\

“Tam Lord Sock. You may have

Ly
heard of me.”

“Yes, of course, sir, I mean, lord.”
training, and it's the hundred-metre sprint [} |
on Saturday. Colin Clont, your country

needs you to bring home the gold!”






COMPETITIVE COLIN

The other end of the line went quiet. The boy felt sick
to his stomach. Cheating in a school sports day was one
thing, but trickery in the Olympic Games was quite
another.

“Colin? Colin? Are you there?”

“Yes, I am here, Liord Sock.”

The boy’'s mind was racing. He began to imagine the
glory of winning. If he was the fastest man in the world,
his height would never be mentioned again. A golden
haze filled his head. There was no bigger competition
in the world than the Olympic Games. There was no
bigger prize than an Olympic gold medal. Competitive

Colin couldn’t help himself.
«Well, boy. have you made up ¥V

aiYeS, and it’S a yes‘

our mind?”

“Splendid. We will see you at the British Olympic
team training camp first thing tomorrow. It's only an
hour away. Or for you, if you run, half an hour!”

“B-b-but, 1ord...” the boy Spluttereq. He looked
at his trophy cabinet. He realised there wasn't one

award he had received on merit. He had cheated

horremdous|yY to win everything.
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“Yes, boy?”

“I prefer to train alone.”
“AIC'HB?” In all his years in
sport, .ord Sock had never

heard of such a thing.
“Yes. In my bedroom.”
| “Yourbedroom?!” Now the
7 L man was utterly incredulous.
*Yes, lord.”
“But this is the hundred-metre sprint!
How big is your bedroom?”

“I don’t know exactly, lord.”

“Hazard a guess.”
“Five metres across.”
*Well, how are you going to practise running
one hundred metres in such a small room?”
Colin thought for a moment. «71 will Tun ro H‘QQ

& .
JPOJIO‘}

THE BOY HAD A POINT.
“Well, your sports record speaks for itself. We will see
you on the day of the race. Don't let us down, Colin.”
‘S

With that, Lord Sock hung up the telephone. .

Colin felt wobbly, and slumped on to his bed. He was






COMPETITIVE COLIN

going to have to think of something blg if he was to
pull off a victory at the Olympic Games.
That night he stayed awake until dawn dreaming up

all the different ways he could cheat...

Fire nimself out of
a cannon and fly past
the finish line.

'f {%ﬂ{\ Block the way of his competitors by P
herding sheep on to the track. BAA!"
%ﬁ b
| { )@ / \

Attach the back of the other competitors’ J"
underpants to heawvy Wﬂiﬂl‘lls so as they set off they
pinged straight back.
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running track and serve all his

fellow competitors free giant Mr

Whippys, giving them indigestion

soR P!
"
Let off a stink bomb at the start line. “POOH‘.

before the race.

ue \N OOf, Use a sleigh and a pack of huskies in the
‘ ﬁ i' OOfIH hope they might make him go faster.

Lie and tell everyone else it's actually

[/
an egg-and-spoon race, and distribute CRACK'

eges and spoons to slow them all down.

Hitch a ride on the back
of a cheetah, the
world’s fastest
animal.
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Simply run faster than everyone else.
Sadly all these ideas seemed doomed to fail,
especially the last one. Just as Colin was about to call

the whole thing off, his imagination swirled with

E&ﬁtﬁiﬁ{sexled shoes!

First, he bought the biggest running shoes he
could find. These were at least twice the size of Colin’s
actual feet, and made him look like a clown.

Second, he hollowed out holes in the soles so he could
install some wheels he had prised off his old toy cars.

Third, he laid his hands on the most powerful
fireworks he could find. He cut open the backs of the
shoes and placed the rockets ingide.

While the other competitors would have to run as fast
as they could, Colin would simply light the fuses on the
fireworks and shoot past them in his special rocket-

propelled shoes and win the gold medal.

What could possibly go wrong?







THE WORLD'S WORST CHILDREN 2

“Well. you are shorter than I expected,” remarked

Lord Sock as he laid eyes on the boy for the first time.

Oh, not you as welll” moaned Colin.

R -
AR e\ \ Y

The pair were standing in the vast Olympic stadium

in Tokyo, Japan. The atmosphere was electric. Flags of
every country in the world flew. Hundreds of thousands
of sports fans were packed in their seats. Cameras from
around the globe were beaming every event live to an

audience of BILLIONS.






COMPETITIVE COLIN

The man looked down at the boy's enormous running
shoes. "My, what huge feet you have.”

Colin’s shoes were nearly as long as he was tall. He'd
been hoping no one would notice how big they were, but
it was impossible not to.

“Thank you, lord. That's why I can run so fast.”

“Is it really. boy?”

“Well, Isay ‘run’... I do have an unusual way of
running, where my feet never leave the ground.”

Lord Sock could not hide his shock. “T am extremely
concerned about this, boy. You are representing our
great country (and it is a great country as it has
‘ereat’ in its title) in the most important sporting
event in the world. And you tell me you run without
your feet ever leaving the ground? I have never heard
so much nonsense in all my life. CDliIl, Iam
pulling you from the race.”

“No, lord. Please. I will win gold. I PROMISE YOU.”

A towering figure passed the boy. This was Ike
Scarper, representing Jamaica. He was the fastest man
in the world, with 103 Olympic gold medals to his name.

He looked at Colin and chuckled to himself.
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“Ha! Ha! Ha!" 1ze neaded straight for the racetrack.

“You'd better get going, boy.” said Lord Sock.

With some difficulty, Colin rolled to the start line.

An Olympic official dressed in a blazer stepped up to
the track, starting pistol in hand.

“Take vour places at the start line, gentlemen.”

Tke was next to Colin. When the man
crouched, he was still taller than Colin when
he was standing up.

“How nice for the clown to lend you
his shoes!” murmured Ike
with a smirk.

Colin shook his head.






COMPETITIVE COLIN

He was desperate to teach this handsome. funny and -
worst of all - tall man a lesson. The boy reached into
his shorts and pulled out a craftily concealed box of
matches.

“On your marks!” called out the official.

“I'11 be waiting at the finish line with a cup of British
tea for you!” said Ike.

Colin lit the fuse in his left shoe.

“Get set!”

However, Colin’s fingers burned, and he dmpped the

match before he could light the next fuse.

EGOW!H

This could spell disaster. B N‘ ( : '
1 & o

The starter pistol fired.
The athletes powered towards the finish line led, as
always, by Ike Scarper.
With only one firework 1it and his right foot being
dragged along behind, Colin found it impossible to go

in a straight line. Instead, he shot off sideways and

smashed into one of the runners. E \
T ‘
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“00F!"  \ RGH!

Colin sent the man flying.
The runner fell to the ground. THUD !

Spinning around uncontrollably like a giraffe

at its first roller disco, Colin took out a few

more runners.

THUMP!
THUMP!
s\ THUMP!

W 3(;%3\ “O0F!”
_ - “OOF!”
e ’@& “O0F'!”

They fell to the ground.

THUD! THUD!
THUD!

Now $pinning on one leg like an

ice-dance routine gone horribly wrong,
Colin's other foot with its glant shoe
spunaround, clumping

some of the other runners in the face. -

.






EGOW!!!,
CCOWI'}B

the ground in a heap.
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Soon there was just one man standing. It was, of
course, the Olympic legend Ike Scarper. Just as he was

about to cross the finish line and win his 104th Olympic

gold medal, the firework in Colin’s shoe

exp\ﬂ

ded- -







BANG]

--Sénding the boy ﬂyjng up

towa,rds the Sky

“OW!”

~-Knocking him oyt COLD.
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g‘]_*ound llke ami

THUD;

Sitting on top of the man, all the boy had to do now
was stand up and cross over the finish line. He held up
his hands in triumph.

The crowd in Tokyo was furious.

e CB O O ! 29

This little British boy had wrecked the race, and
knocked out the world’s fastest man.

“That was a disgrace!” thundered LLord Sock as he
marched up to the boy. *You should be ashamed of
yvourself. You have let the Olympics down. You have let
Great Britain down. Most of all, you have let yourself
down.”

Before Colin could reply, a voice boomed over the
loudspeaker system. “The winner of the hundred-metre
sprint is Colin Clont of Great Britain!”

The boos became louder still.

(X3 B O O ! 29
Before he knew it, the Olympic officials had whisked

Colin off to the winners' podium. There he was not only






awarded a gOld medal. but
a silver and bronze too as

none of the other competitors had
crossed the finish line. At that moment
they were all being stretchered off the
running track.

Colin's smug face was beamed around
the world as a hundred thousand
people in the stadium and billions

around the world bo o e d him.

From that moment, Colin Clont became public enemy
number one. The boy couldn’'t walk down the street
anywhere in the world without strangers booing him,

and even throwing rotten fruit at him.







173 - 14
_“BOOr THwack: ‘(1
HISs)>» SPLUT!

This meant Colin could never go out. He had to stay

sPLAT! E T\.”
0OFY’

in his bedroom with the curtains closed in case some
angry passer-by hurled a rotten tomato at the window.

SPLURGEH!

The boy’s three Olympic medals took pride of place in
his trophy cabinet. Every night before he went to bed he
placed them round his neck, and admired himself in the
mirror.

“T am the only person to have ever come first, second
and third in the same race,” he would tell himself, “That
means I am the absolute BEST and not short at all.”

Then the boy would give himself a little pat on the

back, and git alone in his












ONCE THERE LIVED a little girl called Noe. Noe only
ever used one word, and that word was “no”. it was a
word she loved. It was a word that if you said it enough
would drive everyone else crazy.

Nothing gave Noe greater pleasure than seeing the

chaos the word “NO” caused. She thought of the word
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as a stick of dynamite. If you used enough of them, you

could causeahuge X PIT . O SITOIN.
<480 Omn

Whatever her mum or dad asked her to do at home, the
answer was always the same.

“Noe, please can you ¢lean your room now?”

“No!”

“Noe, don't be greedy! Please can you

leave one of those chocolates for me?”
“No!”
“NOE! WILL YOU TURN
YOUR MUSIC DOWN?!” T
“NO!” ;E{
Soon her mum and dad ~ .

would be 1opping
Up aﬂa
aow ™

D j
n the SPot with fury l‘

NO, NO. NOEY”
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At school Noe found the word “no™ had an even more
maddening effect.
Our story begins one morning in the school

playground when Noe was slurping a thick chocolate

milkshake. P -/
_-_ QL " T

When the girl had had enough, she threw the
half-full paper cup at the headmaster’'s feet, splattering
his shoes and trousers with chocolate milkshake. As
always, Mr Gubbins was dressed immaculately in a

three-piece suit with a natty bow tie. He HATED litter,

and wanted the whole school to be spotless like him.

“Noe? Pick up your litter at once!”

demanded the headmaster.
s
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““n ”
“YE S ! 23
“No.”
“You will pick up your litter at

once!”

(19
No.

B Mr Gubbins was

turning scarlet with fury.
“Noe! See me in my office at once!”
“No.”
“Right, you have a detention!”
“No.”
“A double detention!”

“No!”

“Well, I... er, I um, I am excluding you

from school with immediate effect!”
“No!”

“Right, that’s it! That’s my last
warning. Do you understand me?”
The veins in Mr Gubbing’s head were throbbing now.

“Hn,“ replied the little girl with a smirk. Noe rarely

got such a huge reaction from her favourite little word.
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“I mean that I am not giving you any more warnings. I Q

think yvou already knew that, didn’'t you, Noe?" Oo
“‘No.” @)
“Well, I think you do, Noe.” O
“NO.” o
“Yes.” o
“No.” O
“¥Yes.” o
“No.” O
The headmaster then tried to O

trick Noe, by saying “no” o

instead of “yes”. &
“No.”

Noe paused for a moment J

before saying, “INTo.” w
Gubbins dropped

to his hands and

knees, and began

howling like a wolf.
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It was clear the man couldn’'t take a moment more
of this. Soon all the pupils in the school had gathered
around. They were interested to see if their headmaster

might actually burst like a balloon.

S O'p!
?\F\

Fortunately the old caretaker, Mr Potts, was at the

other side of the playground pulling some leaves out of
his beard. Seeing the commotion, the old man hobbled
over. He took his boss by the arm and laid him down on
a comfy bed of leaves in his wheelbarrow.

“Come along now, Mr Gubbins, sir.” he whispered.

As he wheeled the headmaster away, Potts shot a
disapproving look at Noe, who just smirked back.

The episode got Potts pondering... If only he could
find some way to get the girl to finally say “YES”
then the world would be a better place.

The problem was that “yes” was a word Noe never,

ever said. To her, “yes” was a boring word. It didn’t

drive people Crazy.
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Over the years Noe had become famous at her school
for driving all her teachers round the bend.

Mr Nimbus the Geography

teacher had become so
frustrated at Noe saying
“no” to everything on a
trip to the countryside
that he went missing.
He wasn't found for S1X
months. When he
was finally unearthed,
he was living on a diet of
rainwater and soil in a cave
in just his underpants.
Noe’s PE teacher, Miss
Spriggot, became so exasperated
that Noe refused to do any exercise of any kind ever
that she burst into tears, and went and locked herself in
the toilet. The teacher didn't come out for & Whole
term. she survived by having biscuits passed under
the gap in the door. Tea was poured under too that she

had to lap up with her tongue like a dog.
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The head of Drama at the school fared little better.
When the class was practising improvisation or
“improv”, as Mr Snood called it, all Noe would say
was “TIO". The first rule of “improv” was always say
“yes”. After years of this Mr Snood couldn’t take any
more and was found in the school canteen repeatedly
hitting himself over the head with a wooden spoon.

When Noe said “NO” to doing anything the teacher
asked in Science lessons, poor Mrs Ledement ate her own
shoes. She said later that it was a cry for help.

The most serious incident of all involved the Art
teacher, Miss Knicknocks. When all Noe
would paint on the canvas was the word

“NOU again and again and again, Miss

Knicknocks dipped her bottom in blue

paint and ran around the
school pressing her behind
against every surface she
could see. There were bottom
prints on every wall, door

and window. She is now on
PERMANENT “gardening leave”,
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As for Noe, she delighted in all the chaos she caused.
The girl was determined to say “no” to absolutely
everything for the rest of her life.

One day Potts was in the local newsagent’s
buying some of his beloved toffee bonbons. On Friday
afternoons after finishing work he would buy himself a
bag that he would enjoy over the weekend.

“There you are, Mr Potty! A bag of my
.ﬁ:T’IQSt bOHbO IS,” said the newsagent as he
poured them into a brown paper bag. “To you, sir, my

favourite customer, the bag is

absolutely FREE OF CHARGE.”
“Thank you, Raj,” said
. the caretaker.
\ “But please bring the
.. baghback. It's the only

one I have.”

The bell on the door rang
as Noe stepped into the shop.
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Raj grimaced as he saw her.
“Ah, Miss Noe who always says ‘No’! My fav—" Raj
couldn't bring himself to say it. “One of my top five
hundred customers.”
It was clear that the newsagent didn’t look forward
to Noe's visits to his shop. Potts was intrigued how
someone who only ever said "NO” would be able to
order some sweets, so he lingered over by the magazine
rack, pretending to browse.
“Can I help vou at all, Miss Noe-No?" asked Raj.
“NO,” replied the girl.
The newsagent sighed to himself. “This is always a
trial. Miss Noe-No, would you like your usual bag of
liquorice allsorts?”
The girl hesitated. Noe badly wanted those
ligquorice allsorts. In fact, her mouth was watering ’
as her eyes fixed on the jar behind Raj's head. / oy
The newsagent tried again. “Miss Noe-No, do you ‘
NOT want a bag of liquorice allsorts?”

Ng -

“So that means you do!” exclaimed Raj.
“Is that right, Miss Noe-No?”
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“NOI,, The girl couldn’t help herself. She stamped
her foot on the floor. It was clear that saying “no”
all the time drove Noe nuts too. Mr Potts was still
pretending to browse through a copy of Woman's Weekly
as he munched on his toffee bonbons, intrigued by what

he saw.

“Oh my,” exclaimed Raj. “This is going to take

all night again! Can you just for once in your life
say ‘ves’, please, Miss Noe-No?!”

“N O\:’
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“All right, young Miss Noe-No!” Raj was
getting annoyed now. “See how you like this! Do
you not not NOL not NOT XM @€ want a
bag of liquorice allsorts?”

A look of deep confusion crossed the girl's normally
smug-looking face. There were just too many “not"s for
her to count.

“or do you not NOT not not NOL not hot not
Not want a bag?”

The girl was looking increasingly frustrated.

“Or perhaps you do not not NnOt not not not not
not hot not not not not not XM @ infinity
and no returns want a bag of liguorice allsorts?”

Noe growled at Raj, and then ran out of the shop.

Raj chuckled to himself.
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“That was very clever, Raj!” mumbled Mr Potts, still
chewing on a toffee bonbhon.

“Thank you, Mr Pottiness! That’s the way to trick
that annoying little miss! Put so many ‘not’s in front
of her that she can’t possibly count them.”

“I will be sure to tell the teachers at school. She drives
them all up the wall.”

“You do that, sir. Now, could I have my bag back,
please?”

The caretaker looked down into his bag of bonbons.
“Raj, I've still got a dozen left.”

“*Well, pop them all in your mouth, chop-chop!”

“T like the bag to last me the weekend!”

“Chew them very slowly then!”

Reluctantly Potts poured the
rest of the bonbons into his mouth.
It was so fuall his cheeks looked
liketwo balloonss,

“Thank you so much, Mr Pottery.”
said Raj as he took back the brown

paper bag and folded it up neatly.

“See you next Friday!” D Iﬂ G—"
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The caretaker had all weekend to work on his plan.

As soon as he had managed to gulp down the huge
mouthful of bonbons, he called the headmaster and told
him of the scheme.

“But, sir, this will only work if every single teacher,
dinner lady, secretary, cleaner and, of course, every
single one of the pupils takes part.”

“I understand. And, Mr Potts? Why don't you change
all the signs in the school over the weekend? Fingers
crossed that will really annoy Noe!”

“You will teach that girl a lesson.”

“We all will!”

Assoon as Potts had put the telephone down, he set
to work.

All the signs up and down the school were to be
changed.

“DO NOT RUN IN THE CORRIDOR” became

DO NoT not hot not
0t not nop

not NoT
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“DO NOT PLAY BALL GAMES HERE"” became

DO NOT NOT NoT NOT NOT NOT NOT NOT NOT NOT
NOT NoT NOT NOT NOT INF€©"X" NOT NOT
™WNOX PLAY BALL GAMES HERE.

And “DONOT TALK IN THE LIBRARY™ became

DO NOT NOT NOT NOT NOT NOT NOT
NOT NOT NOT NOT NOT NoT NOT NOT NOT NOT
NOT NOT NoT NOT NoT NOT NOT NOT INT©O "X
NOT NOT NOT TALK IN THE LIBRARY,

Monday morning couldn’'t come soon enough for
Mr Gubbins. The headmaster was buzzing with
excitement. As Noe was always late for school
(normally delaying a bus full of people by saying “no”
to paying her fare), Mr Gubbins called an assembly for
the entire school.

“Today we are all going to play a trick

3 93

on Noe, the girl who just says ‘no’.

9 9 Everyone erupted

!
6 ‘HOOR AY = in cheers.







NO NO NOE

Miss Knicknocks. who had ended up putting blue bottom
prints everywhere, had been called back into school by the
headmaster. The Art teacher did not want to miss this.

“Every time you ask Noe a question, put as many ‘not’s into
it as possible. That way she will become confused, and not not
not not not not not know whether to say ‘no’ or not..”

The crowd listened intently.

“If anyone gets Noe to say ‘yves’, then we won't have
any more lessons today!” announced the headmaster.

Another huge cheer went up.

“WHOO‘-’ |

“In fact, we will have a

HUGE PARTY"’
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The caretaker was standing on a stepladder in the
assembly hall, peering out of the window, keeping
watch for Noe’s arrival.

“She’s coming!” Mr Potts called out as he saw the girl
pass through the school gates.

“Right!” said the headmaster. “Everyone act natural!”

When you are told to act naturally. it can immediately
seem impossible to do. Carrying a secret around feels
like holding a huge wobbly jelly. You feel as if you
are going to drop it at any moment.

All the children swarmed into the playground, and
bombarded Noe with questions.

“Noe, do you not MOt not not not not not not
Nnot want to come to my house for tea?”

“Noe, do you not not not not not not not not
not MOt not not Not want one of my crisps?”

“Noe, do you not not mot not not not not not
not not not not not not not not NOt want to
copy my Maths homework?”

“Noe, do you M@t not not not not mot not not
not not not not not Mot not not not not not
want to go on a date with Ned Shabby?”
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The girl became so frustrated she felt as if her head
was going to explode. How had she become trapped in
this nightmare where she couldn’t say no?

The girl dashed into the school building
and hurried along the corridor. She
put her hands over her ears as more
and more of these unanswerable

questions were fired at her like

a machine gun. T‘
RAT- TAT-TAL"
Having drowned out everyone’s voices, Noe suddenly

spotted the sign on the wall that read...

DO NOT NOT NOT NOT NOT NOT NOT
NOT NOT NOT NOT RUN IN THE CORRIDOR.

on?!
What on eal , ,
¢ R o [0¢sCreameq
again,

The girl stopped dead in the corridor, not knowing

which way to turn.
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“Noe, do you not mot not 1ol not not not met not
not not nol not not not mot not not not not not
not mot not not nol not not mot not not not not
not not mot not not NOt want to bunk off later?”
piped up another child.

“Noe, do you not nol not not not not not not not
not not not not not not not not not not not noi
not not noi not not mot not not not not not not
not not not not not not net not NOT Not
want to sign up for the school trip to the zoo?"” said
another,

“Noe, do you not not not nol not not not not not
not not not noft not mot not not not not not not
not not mot not not not not mot not not not not
not not not not not mot not not not not not not not
not not not mot not not not not not mot not not
Not want me to give you my dinner money?” asked a

third.

“AAARR@GG
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i r English
irl made & dash for it, and ran into he
The g1r

nd he "

Then she breathed a sigh of relief. However, when she

turned round, Noe realised all her teachers were there,

staring back at her.
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“Hello, Noe,” said Mr Nimbus the Geography teacher
brightly. “Do you not not not not not not mot not
not not not not not not not not not not not not
not not not not not not not MOL net not not
not not NOI not not not mot not net mot not
MOt not not not not not net not not not not net
not not not not not not not not not NOE not
not MOt NoT N0t not Not NOI not not
not IIOI not mot not NOT NOT want to do your

homework?” , , Noe felt as if
“ARGH!
. bananas.
The tracksuited PE teacher Miss Spriggot’s turn
was next. “Noe, do you R0t not not net not not not
MOt not not not not not NOI not not not not
not not not not MOL not net not not not not net
not not not not not noet not mot not not not not
not not not NOt not N0t not Nnot Not
not not not N0t not MOL not not not not not
not not noi not not not not not not not not not
not not not MOL not not not not MOL not not

want to do the cross-country run this year?”
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Last it was Mr Snood’s turn. “Noe, do you think that
drama is mot not not net not not not MOL not not
not not not MOl not not not not not not not not
NOL not not not not not net not not not not net
not not not not not not not not not MOE not
not MOt NoT N0t not Not N0t not not
not N0l not MOL not not not not not net not
not mot not not not not not not mot not not not
not MOL not not not not MOE not not a stupid
subject or mot not not mot not not not MOK not
not not not not MOl not not not net not not not
not MO not not mot not not met not not not not
not mot not not not mot not not not not NOE
not not MOt Not N0t not NoT N0t not
not not NOf not MOL not not not not not not
NOot not not not not not not not not?”
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SCreameg Noe
° ;

The girl couldn’t take it any more.

Then the headmaster appeared in the doorway. “Noe,

would you like us to stop asking you these stupid
questions?”

All the staff looked at the girl with anticipation, as
did Mr Potts the caretaker and the children who had

gathered outside the windows of the classroom.
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cc*SLfE S 2

. 99
The entire school
“HOORAY -

erupted into cheers.

“HA HA 1 > cried Mr Gubbins.
“WE DID ITI” exclaimed Mrs Ledement

the Science teacher, who had previously been reduced
to eating her own shoes. She grabbed Mr Snood and
planted a lingering kiss on his bald head. which he did
not seem to like at all.

“H UR;(}:[‘I1 ” uttered the Drama teacher.

Mr Potts rushed into the classroom, and the
headmaster held out his arms to embrace him.

“You are a genius, Mr Potts!”

“0Oh, it wasn't my idea. It was Raj the newsagent!”

“Well, that’'s splendid as I have asked him to help with
the party in the playground. Let’s all head out and see
what he has in store for us.”

Once the teachers had rushed past him, the
headmaster was left alone with Noe.

“Noe, are you pleased that we finally got you to say
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‘ves'?" asked the man as he straightened his bow tie.
The girl thought for a moment. It felt as if a great
weight had been lifted from her. She smiled and said, “No.f”
“What?!”
“Iam only joking, sir. YeS! YES! YES!1am
pleased. I love the word ‘YES, !”
“YES, YES, YES!” exclaimed Mr Gubbins.
The headmaster led the way out to the party in the
playeround.
There was a mobile disco, and the teachers were all
boﬁgieiﬂg on down as the pupils ®ni€gereq at them. The
always-generous Raj had set up a stall of free sweets.
“Come and get your sweeties here! Only
a decade out of date!”

called the newsagent.
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