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Also in this series:


1. Nasty Little Beasts


2. Gruesome Grown-ups


3. The ‘Me!’ Monsters


4. Freaks of Nature


5. Terror-Time Toys


6. Blubbers and Sicksters


8. Superzeroes
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Now that you have been stupid enough to cross the porthole into hell and step aboard the SS PAIN AND EVERLASTING TORMENT you are doomed. Take a Life Jacket …





THE TAKE A LIFE JACKET


The Take a Life Jacket has been specially designed by Captain Night-night Porter to take your life and free up a cabin. If he tells you to abandon ship and put on a life jacket DON’T.
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BEWARE!
UNDER NO CIRCUMSTANCES PUT
ON A TAKE A LIFE JACKET!
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So glad you could make it …


The Hothell Darkness is a bit full up at the moment so I am using this floating prison ship, I mean, cruise liner called the SS Pain and Everlasting Torment to house all you lovely children until I can free up a bit more room at the hothell. Actually, the SS Pain and Everlasting Torment is not really floating. It’s more sunk, as in lying on the ocean bed with a hole in its bottom (this makes it fit in with marine life, because everything that lies on the ocean bed has got a hole in its bottom, otherwise everything that lies on the ocean bed would eat and eat and then explode).


Come on in, the water’s lonely!


Do stop crying! This wreck’s taken on enough water already. You wouldn’t be here if you hadn’t been bad and if you’ve been bad you deserve it. Of course you’ve been bad. You’re a child, aren’t you? And all children are born evil. You don’t believe me, do you? To prove that you are a child, answer this simple questionnaire.


1. Are you smaller than your parents?


2. Does your hair smell like a rugby sock?


3. Does dirt adhere to your skin like flies sticking to a windscreen on the motorway?


4. Do you wipe your mouth on the back of your sleeve after kissing old people?


5. Do you eat the inside of your nose?


6. Is it more important to learn the shortcut to level 29 of Resident Evil than do your homework?


7. Do you float an air biscuit when you sit down or do any form of strenuous exercise?


8. When a dog cocks its leg in your direction do you put a bottle under the stream and keep it under the bed in case your big brother or sister gets ill and needs a glass of Lucozade?


9. Are you still hoping to win a Blue Peter badge?


10. Have you noticed that there are only nine questions?


15. Do you have difficulty counting?


If you have answered YES to all of the above there’s a cabin with your name on it. If you have answered NO to any of the questions above you are a liar or are too old to be reading this book. Luckily, I also have cabins for liars and older book readers down here so you can stay. There is no escape! escaping the fact that I am a sensitive host who thinks of everything. (Sorry. Another slip of the pen. I can’t get a proper grip with all this water.)


So why not sit back, take the weight of your ball and chain and let me ruin run your life. The SS Pain and Everlasting Torment is the height of prison cruising comfort. Thousands of crustacean–bait satisfied customers have left testimonials in our Visitor’s Book (or the Book of Grizzly Tales, as I prefer to call it). Why not read their stories and find out who you’ll be sharing the rest of your life with. And after that your death. And after that your life after death. And after that your death after death. And after that … Actually there’s nothing after ‘death after death’ except appearing on Big Brother. Anyway, you’ll find you have so much in common with the other guests here. Pain and Regret being the main two things.
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Those voices belong to the Gnaughty Gnomes of ‘No!’ What a bugnch of moagners! Gnever a ‘yes’ word betweegn them. They are all irritatigng childregn who say ‘No’ before they’ve evegn heard the questiogn. Do you – WAIT FOR IT! – kgnow what I meagn? Sougnds like you should be joigning them.


This first grizzly tale egnds up in so magny bits it’s hard to kgnow where to start. So let’s just plugnge in shall we, as Tinkerbell likes to say when the kgnives have been sharpegned.


CAPTAIGN GNIGHT-GNIGHT PORTER
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We find ourselves in the town of Flushing Manners, on a street called Pernickety Road, behind a door bearing the name Dunfussing, at the table where Gilbert Sparrow sits down for every meal and stands up again two minutes later without having eaten a morsel. This is the same table at which sit his elderly, white-haired parents. Would it surprise you to know that they are both thirty-five, and that it is the stress of cooking for Gilbert that has turned their hair white?


[image: image]





You should see the state of my hair after living on the SS Pain and Everlasting Torment for the last three weeks. It’s an octopus.





Gilbert was a fussy eater. He never ate what his parents put on his plate, which meant they lived in a permanent state of worry that he wasn’t taking in enough goodness and that one day soon his undernourished body would shrivel up and disappear altogether. But Gnomes of ‘No!’ gnever listen to common sense. No matter what his parents cooked he hurled it back in their faces with a cry of, ‘Poo! Take this poo away!’
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His parents watched television day and night, scouring the adverts for the latest faddy foods – cheese balls promoted by a famous footballer, alphabetti-spaghetti promoted by a famous children’s writer or chicken nuggets promoted by a cartoon chicken with a limp.





You should try walking without nuggets. It makes your eyes water.





The next day, Mr and Mrs Sparrow would tear around the supermarket buying up stocks of these new foods, only to find that Gilbert refused to eat them, insisting instead on eating a sandwich, which was the only food that ever passed his lips.


‘You won’t try anything,’ despaired his mother. Which was true. Since coming off the breast, Gilbert had resisted every new taste offered to him. After the breadiness of rusks he went straight for sandwiches and one type of sandwich in particular – no salad or tomato or vegetables; no meat, ham or cheese … no goodness at all. Just jam.
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Then, one day, Mrs Sparrow suddenly and quite unexpectedly reached the end of her tether. It was in the supermarket. She had been trying to interest Gilbert in a box of fairy cakes, advertised by Tinkerbell, the fairy from Peter Pan, when his screaming made her brain seize up. She rocked from foot to foot while singing a nursery rhyme over and over again. A small crowd gathered to stare at the wide-eyed woman and her eleven-year-old baby with a scrunched up face like a constipated ape.


‘Nothing to see here,’ cried the store manager, pushing through the shoppers. ‘Move along, ladies and gentlemen. Are you all right, madam?’


‘Is she all right!’ screeched Gilbert indignantly. ‘Is she all right? What about me? I’m the one who’s being forced to eat poo cakes against my …’
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Just then an unusual thing happened. The store manager took a pair of socks off the shelf and stuffed them into Gilbert’s mouth so that his howling voice became a muffle. Then he smiled at Mrs Sparrow, said, ‘Won’t be a minute’ and pushed the trolley with Gilbert still inside along the aisle and into the butchery department’s cold store. He locked the door and returned to the distressed lady. ‘Now we can hear ourselves think,’ he said, putting a kindly arm around her shoulder. ‘Cup of tea?’
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It was the nicest cup of tea Mrs Gilbert had ever drunk, sitting there in the manager’s office being told she was a marvellous mother while her son’s cries were locked behind a six-inch steel door. The store manager was extremely helpful, and, far from pushing products from his own store as a cure (as you might expect) offered truly useful impartial advice. When Gilbert was released from the cold store he was still shouting, ‘I only want a jam sandwich! You can’t make me eat anything else.’ But his mother was smiling and didn’t seem bothered by the noise.
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She held him firmly by the top of his arm and, nodding her head to acknowledge the applause of the other shoppers, dragged him home like a Christmas tree.
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That night during a soup supper, she took a box of fairy cakes out of her pocket and waved them under Gilbert’s nose.


‘The store manager made me fill it in,’ she said excitedly, indicating an application form on the outside of the packaging. ‘Your father and I agree that this might be the answer to your little problem.’


‘My problem!’ roared her son. ‘You’re the ones who keep cooking food I can’t stand.’ He threw his spoon into his bowl of minestrone.


‘Do I look like I care?’ said his mother, calmly wiping the flecks of carrot out of her eye. ‘Do I look like I care, Mr Sparrow?’


‘You don’t,’ said Gilbert’s father.


‘What’s going on?’ growled Gilbert suspiciously.


‘Well,’ said his mother, ‘you’re not going to like this, but in future, if you don’t eat what is on your plate we will have to get Tinkerbell to come and make you!’


‘Bravo,’ said Mr Sparrow.


‘You’re pathetic!’ snorted the boy. ‘I can’t believe that I am the product of two such feeble minds. Do you really expect me to be scared of a little fairy?’


‘I think you should be,’ warned his mother. ‘Listen.’ Then she read the out the blurb on the side of the fairy cake box.
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‘What have you done?’ snarled Gilbert.


‘Nothing,’ laughed his mother. ‘That nice supermarket manager did everything for me. He filled it in and sent it off. Apparently, Tinkerbell puts a magic spell on knives and forks so that when a child refuses to eat what’s on their plate the cutlery cuts the food up and forces it down their gullets.’


Gilbert shook his head in disbelief. ‘Tinkerbell is a made-up fairy,’ he scoffed. ‘She doesn’t exist.’


‘Oh it’s not a she,’ corrected Mrs Sparrow. ‘It’s a he. The store manager told me.’


‘Have you lost your marbles?’ shouted the cornered boy. ‘Even little babies know about Tinkerbell - clap if you believe in magic – from Peter Pan. She’s a she, and she’s not real.’
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Mrs Sparrow looked at Mr Sparrow and willed him out of his chair. He stood behind Gilbert and laid a heavy hand upon his shoulder ‘It’s time to grow up, son,’ he said gravely, ‘and face the real world. I mean there’s lots of food I don’t particularly like, but you don’t catch me not finishing what’s on my plate.’ ‘Me neither,’ chipped in Mrs Sparrow. ‘It would be impolite.’


‘So for the sake of a more pleasant life all round,’ said Mr Sparrow, ‘let’s have an end to this nonsense. What do you say?’


Gilbert stared at his feet for what seemed like an eternity. ‘OK,’ he said suddenly.


‘OK?’ gasped his parents with astonishment.


‘OK, but here’s the deal. If you eat everything on your plate for the next week I’ll eat everything on my plate for ever—’ his parents clutched each other’s hands with excitement. This was everything they’d ever wished for ‘—on one condition,’ said the boy.


‘Oh,’ said Mrs Sparrow. ‘There’s a condition?’
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‘Name it,’ said her husband boldly.


‘I’m cooking,’ said Gilbert with a twinkle of sly in his eye.





We don’t have a galley in The SS Pain and Everlasting Torment. We’ve got a gallows, but the atmosphere in there’s not really conducive for cooking. Plus if you drop something by mistake it just falls through the floor.





They agreed to his plan. For one whole week Gilbert would cook for his parents and they would eat everything on their plates. One discarded piece of gristle or fish bone and the bet was off. What Mr and Mrs Sparrow had failed to agree before they accepted the wager, however, was the menu. Herein lay Gilbert’s secret weapon. Over the next seven days, he cooked the most disgusting things he could think of so that his parents wouldn’t be able to eat them: frog spawn milkshake; battered snake and stick insect chips; rancid ostrich eggs with black yolks that smelled like a marathon runner’s feet; sweat glands from a frightened fox; skunk on a skewer; gelatinous gerbils; armpit hair pâté; bogey stew; terrapins on toast; toe jam pie and dung beetle pancakes with a sauce made from sweetened cat’s pee. They ate them all. They knew what was at stake. They knew that if they choked on one mouthful or pushed their plates away they would lose and be right back where they’d started. So they held their breath and averted their gaze and thought about nice things while the beetles ran around on their tongues and the bogeys stuck to their teeth.
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3 DO YOU BELIEVE IN FAIRIES?
Does your child refuse to eat what
You put on their plate?
00 you wish to put a stop to it?

Let Tinkerbell make your wish come true.
simply fill out your name, your childs name, and
the nature of your wish (in no more than forty
words) and send application form to:
Fairysolutions, PO Box 21, Neverland
We will get back 10 you.
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THE SS PAIN AND EVERLASTING TORMENT
WE TAKE THE NAUGHTY OUT OF NAUGHTICALY

'WELCOME ABOARD!

TODAY'S EVENTS.

ALL PASSENGERS MUST GHECK WITH THE BURSAR THAT THEY
HAVE PAID FOR THEIR CRIMES N FULL OR THEY WILL NOT BE
ALLOWED TO PARTICIPATE IN THE FOLLOWING EVENTS
QUOMS 1200 RS TOP DECK_ THROW HORSESHOES AT
SMALL GRYING GHILDREN. REMOVAL OF HORSES FROM SHOES
FORBIDDEN.

PING PONG 500 HRS OFFICERS MESS. SHOOT SMALL
PEBBLES FROM A CATAPULT AT LIVE TETHERED BOYS AND
GIRLS, PING TOINTS AWARDED FOR THE BEST SOUND ON
RELEASE OF HLASTIC. PONG POINTS DEDUCTED I THE BOYS.
AND GIRLS DONT FILL THEIR TROUSERS WITH FEAR.
KNOBBLED KNEES COMPETITION [£00 kS TEA ROOM
GUARANTEED LAUGHS AS CERUIFED SNTGHES GET THER
KNEES KNOBBLED, A MUST FOR ALL BASEBALL FANS,

DINNER N
THE FOLLOWING GUESTS ARE INVITED TO DIE AT THE
CAFTAINS TABLE.

GLEEKT SPARROW, PETULA GGAMBREL-FFETLOCK. JOSIAH
REKS, VIGTORA SPEW, POPERING PAKTKIDGE, IDA LYDON.

'WEATHER REPORT
NOT LOOKING GOOD FOR ANY OF YOU.
BON DAMAGE!
CAPTAIN NIGHT-NIGHT PORTER
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Do you +hink I've got a long face?
There do ke dragons
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Pump me up. I'm going down again
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UEEP BREATH.

CLOSE THE COVER BEFORE YOU'RE IN
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