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Greed will be the death of you!


Cut out the following poem and carry it with you while you are reading this book. It will serve to remind you that in The Hothell Darkness you must always be on your guard! Plus, you can cover your head with the piece of paper should it happen to rain frogs.
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Cut out the following item as well, and use it as a hide-behind in the event of scary meltdown.
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Hello again.


You look more like a bad penny every time you turn up. Your room’s still ready. Only this time, because you’re such a frequent visitor, I’ve upgraded you and put you in the tiniest room in the hothell, the Youngest Child’s Room, or as our guests prefer to call it, the Pent-up Suite. Very small. Very stressful. You get to sleep in a cardboard box, have uninterrupted views over a brick wall and enjoy the constant company of the incontinent hothell cat. If you start to go a little stir-crazy, there are plenty of games to play. Notching the bedpost is one, swinging the cat around your head is another, although there may not be quite enough room and you may end up creating a piece of modern art on the walls …


Talking of splattered brains, how’s your behaviour these days? I need to check that you haven’t turned goody-goody since I saw you last. Only the baddest children make it into the Hothell Darkness! And I tend to find that the baddest children are blubbers and sicksters. No love lost there.


OF COURSE you know who I mean … blubbers blub to get their sicksters into trouble, prefer fighting to talking and make the room smell like a barn when they remove their trainers. Sicksters make blubbers sick with all their giggling and crying and chattering on the phone, and they only have to see a shop to wet themselves! Maybe you know them better as brothers and sisters.


So let’s see how bad you are …


ANSWER TRUTHFULLY!


1) When your sickster lies in the bath for hours, have you ever lobbed an electric fire into the water and shouted ‘Catch!’?


2) When your little blubber is angry with you and punches you with all his might, do you laugh and ask if there is a butterfly in the room that has just brushed you with its wings?


3) When you feel car sick do you wind down the window and vomit onto the road or shut the window, lock the door and turn to face your blubbers and sicksters?


4) When there is one crumpet left on the plate and you know that crumpets are your blubber’s favourite food, do you cry ‘Whoops!’ and ‘accidentally’ knock the crumpet into the cat litter tray?


5) Prior to a match, have you ever stuck a picture of your sickster’s face onto a dartboard?


If you’ve answered YES to all of these questions you are a normal blubber or sickster, but an evil individual. Therefore, you are most welcome in the Hothell Darkness. I have taken the liberty of having your bags taken up to your room and booked you a table for dinner in the Lizard Lounge. You’ll be served up on Table 29 and eaten by a large lizard called Mr Dewsberry.


I was a blubber once and VERY good I was too! I’ve never forgot those skills I learned at my mother’s knee. At the time I was under the table attaching a bomb to her shoelaces, because she wouldn’t let me have a second banana milkshake.


It was from my time as a blubber that I developed my lifelong hatred of children. Not just one or two either, pretty much all of them. It was a very shocking incident that still pains me to recall. My lifelong hatred of children stems from the time my cruel sickster told me she could see my pants sticking out the bottom of my shorts and everyone at school heartlessly called me ‘Longpants’! Being a sensitive blubber, I blubbed long and hard to get my sickster and all her mates into trouble. I blubbed for a week, but it didn’t work. At the end of that week I decided that never again would I be a blubber and became an Evil Mastermind instead with a festering brainbox that was brilliant for thinking up nasty revenges.


But I digress. We’re not here to talk about me. We’re here to lock YOU up for ever and cause you some not inconsiderable pain. In between tortures you might find yourself tempted to dwell on the hopelessness and futility of your situation. Don’t be silly. Take your mind off it by reading about the misfortunes of our OTHER guests in our Visitor’s Book (or as I prefer to call it The Book of Grizzly Tales). You’ll have much more fun dwelling on the hopelessness and futility of THEIR situations instead!


The naughty children in these tales are all blubbers and sicksters, so you can expect some pretty brutal stuff: one-on-one cricket battering, hours of ruined hellwork, milk showers, an ooze cruise, a barracuda bikini challenge, a pair of peeled eyeballs, three half-mice and a chair with a secret steel spike under the cushion! And that’s just what they can expect when they get down here!
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Now they’ve started shouting. Why do I always get the noisy bickering ones? It’s like living in a railway carriage with sixty-five million iPod users! Why can’t I get the silent sort you get in church? You know, HOLY blubbers and sicksters, living in Monastries, the ones who take a VOW OF SILENCE.


Our first tale is a tale of big sickster versus little sickster. We all think of BLUBBERS as the vicious ones, but when you realise that black widow spiders are GIRLS, it makes you think again. Anyway this was a horribly one-sided contest. In the red corner, a vicious old trout called Dorothy May. In the blue corner, her little sickster – a tiddly sprat called Petie. They are the Piranha Sisters. And we all know how deadly piranhas can be!


The Night-night Porter
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It all began with an April Fool that Petie fell for hook, line and sinker. It was 06.30 am on April 1st, when Dorothy May ran into her little sister’s bedroom and woke her with a start.


‘Petie! Wake up! There’s a tiger on the lawn!’


‘Where?’ mewed Petie, opening her eyes to instant angst.


‘On the lawn.’


‘No. I mean I can’t see it.’ Petie had scanned the lawn and found it wanting for tigers. But Dorothy May had an explanation for that.
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‘Tigers didn’t get to the top of the food chain by being seen, Petie. They’re the best at killing because they’re invisible. If you could see it, it wouldn’t be a tiger, would it?’ Part of the problem was that Petie believed everything her big sister said. Petie was kind, you see, and thought everyone else was kind too. She didn’t realise that some people (and that included her big sister) were born liars and out to do her harm.





Did someone call me?





‘Oh, help!’ shrieked Petie. ‘We’re all going to be eaten in our beds.’


‘Yes, I rather think we are!’ Dorothy May grinned.


Petie panicked. ‘Run, Dorothy May! Run!’


‘You run, Petie. I’ll wait here and save you.’


‘You’d do that for me?’ gasped Petie.


‘You are my little sister.’ Dorothy May smiled like a slippery snake.


‘Oh, you’re the best big sister a girl could ever have!’ wept Petie. ‘I love you.’ Then she ran out of the bedroom with only one thought on her mind: to get away from the tigers. In fact, she ran straight into the street, caught the next bus to Scotland and went missing for three days, until the police found her and took her to see experts to convince her that there really were no tigers in England.
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‘But these aren’t experts,’ said Petie softly. ‘This is a zoo. These are zebras. What do they know about tigers?’


‘They’d know if there were any loose ones about,’ said the policeman. ‘Trust me.’
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From that day on, big sister had little sister firmly in her grip. Once Dorothy May realised that Petie was gullible, every day was joker-day. Pranks became part of the daily torture. She bent a long nail around her index finger and told Petie it had gone right through the bone.


‘If you don’t believe me,’ she said, ‘listen.’ Then she screamed with pain until Petie joined in.


She sat in the bath with an axe through her head.


‘That’s plastic,’ said Petie. ‘You wouldn’t be alive if you had a real axe through your brain.’


‘Think what you like,’ whispered Dorothy May in her best Poor-Me-I’m-Dying voice, ‘but this blood’s not ketchup!’ It was in fact. That was Dorothy May’s bold double bluff. ‘Taste it if you don’t believe me,’ she said, holding out a palmful of red goo for Petie to lick. Her little sister didn’t stop wailing for nine hundred minutes.
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Dorothy May even pretended to poke her eyeballs out on a gooseberry bush, before staggering towards Petie with zombie arms.


‘Petie!’ she groaned. ‘I can’t see. I’m holding my eyes in my hands. Help me push them back in.’ Then she pretended to slip – ‘Whoops!’ – and crushed her fleshy eyeballs on a patio paving slab.


‘Aaaaaaagh!’ screamed Petie.


‘Grapes,’ sniggered Dorothy May, as Petie scooted away from the blinding as fast as a scalded cheetah.


Not all of Dorothy May’s jokes were gross; however, a large number were designed to get Petie into trouble. Like the ‘acid alien’ story.


‘Aliens!’ gasped the younger girl at breakfast that day.


‘Oh yes. Earth is being invaded by alien monsters that shoot acid from their fingers!’ Watching Petie swallow her lies gave Dorothy May even more pleasure than the time she gate-crashed Petie’s Horse and Rider birthday party and forced all of Petie’s friends to play a game of ‘Pin The Tail on Petie’.
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‘Acid from their fingers?’ gasped Petie. ‘Real acid?!’


‘Oh yes! And they look like teachers,’ added Dorothy May, lowering her voice in case any aliens were eavesdropping. ‘That’s their cunning disguise.’ This meant, of course, that Petie, later that day, gathered her friends together in the playground and issued a Code Red Warning.


‘They’re everywhere!’ she squeaked. ‘I know you think they’re teachers but they’re not.’


‘Look out!’ squealed a bespectacled mouse called Margot. ‘They’re coming!’ Two teachers were strolling over to see what the girl-gathering was about.


‘Quick!’ panicked Petie. ‘Save yourselves! Run for your lives! Cover your eyes so the acid can’t burn you!’
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‘What’s going on?’ asked one of the teachers.


‘Don’t listen to her honeyed words!’ yelled Petie. ‘They’ll try to get you back into the classroom, but it’s a trick. Run! Run like the wind! Run home and never come back!’ Petie’s words started a stampede of screaming children, and put both teachers in hospital with broken bones. The next day poor Petie was suspended and a black mark set against her name in the Behaviour Book.


Dorothy May never said sorry.





A girl after my own heart!





But later that same night, as the carriage clock chimed midnight, Dorothy May woke up to find that she was not alone. Her window had blown open and a cold, whistling wind was shrieking her name.


‘Dorothy May! Dorothy May!’


Dorothy May sat up sharply, just as a skeleton materialised at the end of her bed. It hovered above her bedclothes with bones that glowed green and a lower jaw that dislocated and dropped open every time it spoke. ‘The practical jokes must end,’ it said. ‘Stop tormenting your little sister or the jokes will turn on you.’
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Most children would have been terrified, but not Dorothy May.


‘Says who, bony? For all I know you’re one of Petie’s jokes.’


Then she threw her pillow at the skeleton, expecting to knock it off the fishing line from which it was suspended, but the pillow passed straight through its ribcage. There was no line. The skeleton was real.


‘Ignore my warning at your peril,’ it said. ‘If you do not stop I will happen.’ Dorothy May snorted.


‘You will happen! What does that mean? I suggest you practise your English before failing to scare me again!’
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