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‘Children will laugh out loud at the zany
humour and the witty one-liners … while
David Roberts’ comical illustrations can’t fail to
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‘King is very good at making children think
about their world … hugely inventive and
charmingly funny, early readers will adore
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‘Writer and illustrator have produced an
hilarious fun-packed riot.’ Herald





Ghostly Holler-Day



[image: Images]


Daren King
Illustrations by David Roberts


[image: Images]




First published in Great Britain in 2010 by


Quercus
21 Bloomsbury Square
London
WC1A 2NS


Copyright © Daren King, 2010
Illustration copyright © David Roberts, 2010


The moral right of Daren King to be
identified as the author of this work has been
asserted in accordance with the Copyright,
Designs and Patents Act, 1988.


All rights reserved. No part of this publication
may be reproduced or transmitted in any form
or by any means, electronic or mechanical,
including photocopy, recording, or any
information storage and retrieval system,
without permission in writing from the publisher.


A CIP catalogue reference for this book is available from the British Library


eBook ISBN 978 0 85738 089 0


Print ISBN 978 1 85738 045 6


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
businesses, organizations, places and events are
either the product of the author’s imagination
or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to
actual persons, living or dead, events or
locales is entirely coincidental.


10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1


You can find this and many other great books at:
www.quercusbooks.co.uk




For Rebecca




Also by this author


MOUSE NOSES ON TOAST
SENSIBLE HARE AND THE CASE OF CARROTS
PETER THE PENGUIN PIONEER
FRIGHTFULLY FRIENDLY GHOSTIES





1
The Postcard



If you had seen us ghosties gathered on the front lawn that morning, winter coats buttoned up to our glum faces, you’d have thought we were on our way to a funeral.


But then you’d have noticed the suitcases with Agatha’s hat box on top like a cherry on a cake, and the penny would’ve dropped. Those ghosties are off on their holler-days.


I’m Charlie, by the way. Charlie Vapour. I take my hat off to you!


It all started yesterday evening, with Wither hiding the postcard from Headless Leslie.
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No, let me think—


It started with us lot floating about in the hall, bored out of our haunted heads. Tabitha had an idea, and the light bulb popped. That always happens when Tabitha has an idea.


Tabitha Tumbly is a poltergeist, see, and that means she can move things and make things happen, using the power of thought.
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One minute you’re wisping about in the glare of the chandelier or that antique lamp by the bookcase, and the next thing you know, Tabitha has one of her bright ideas and the room is plunged into darkness. And there’s Pamela Fraidy trembling with fright and Wither blubbing about the price of light bulbs.


‘What us ghosties need,’ said Tabitha as we flitted about in the darkness, ‘is a holler-day.’


‘A holler-day?’ I said. ‘You mean, the sort you go on, then come back?’


‘It usually works like that,’ Tabitha said. ‘A holler-day, by the sea.’


We all wisped into the light of the lounge.


‘That is a super idea,’ Agatha said, clutching her pearls. ‘Every ghosty loves a holler-day.’


‘And it’s dead boring around here,’ Humphrey Bump said, ‘since the still-alives moved out.’


‘But it’s winter,’ said Wither, gazing through the lounge window at the blue-black sky. ‘My knees will knock.’


‘The sun always shines by the sea,’ I told the daft old fool. ‘At least, that’s how I remember it, from when I was a boy.’


Agatha Draft floated over to the coffee table and grabbed a couple of holler-day brochures. ‘Frighten-on-Sea, or Scare-borough?’


The trouble was, me, Pamela and Agatha fancied Scare-borough, and the other three favoured Frighten.


That was when we caught Wither hiding something behind the carriage clock on the mantelpiece. ‘What have you got there?’ I asked him, and he turned red – well, as red as you can get when you’ve been dead two hundred years – and wisped behind the clock.


‘Why did he wisp behind the clock?’ Humphrey asked me, loosening his school tie.


‘He’s embarrassed,’ I told the boy. ‘Wither always wisps behind the clock when he’s been caught doing something he shouldn’t.’
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It took us ten minutes to get Wither out from behind that clock. We tried everything. Humphrey Bump bumped the clock with his fat belly, and Tabitha jiggled the clock this way and that. I crossed my fingers behind my back and told Wither that if he came out, we’d let him perform one of his poems.


‘Aggie,’ Tabitha said, turning to Agatha Draft, ‘you could rustle up one of your force ten gales, and blow him out.’


‘I would,’ Agatha said, ‘if I had I the skills.’


‘Rubbish,’ I told her. ‘If there’s any ghosty who can blow Wither out from behind that carriage clock, it’s you, Aggie.’


Agatha Draft possesses the ghostly ability to create an eerie breeze at will – the sort of breeze that ruffles a gentleman’s collar, and makes the cat’s fur stand on end.


‘Look away, then,’ Agatha said, and we all turned to the window while Agatha sent the clock sailing along the mantelpiece.


When Wither tumbled out, looking flustered and mixed up, he was holding this seaside postcard. GREETINGS FROM FRIGHTEN, it said on the front.


Humphrey snatched the postcard from Wither’s bony, boneless fingers, blew a raspberry and handed the postcard to Tabitha.


‘It’s from Headless Leslie,’ said Tabitha. ‘Wither, this postcard is addressed to all of us. Why did you hide it behind the clock?’


The stubborn old fool refused to answer. He just floated by the fireplace with his hands in his trouser pockets, then wrinkled his brow in thought and said, ‘Charlie, you told me that if I floated out from behind the clock, you would allow me to recite one of my poems. Well, here I am, and—’
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