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[image: ]
               

            

         

         “YAAAARGHHH!”

         Mum’s scream made Bertie drop his spoon in his Wheeto Flakes. He rushed upstairs to find his family on the landing.

         Mum was standing outside the bathroom wrapped in a towel.

         “There’s a spider in the bath!” she cried.

         “Is that all?” Dad laughed. “I thought it was something serious!”

         “You haven’t seen the spider,” said Mum.

         Suzy shuddered. “UGH! I hate spiders.”

         “Can I see it?” begged Bertie.

         “No, you keep out of the way, Bertie, I’ll deal with this,” said Dad.

         He marched into the bathroom.

         A moment later he marched back out again, looking shaken.
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         “That’s a really big spider,” he admitted.

         “I told you,” said Mum. “Well, aren’t you going to do something?”

         “Yes, you can’t just leave it in the bath,” said Suzy.

         “Okay, okay, I’m working on it,” replied Dad. It wasn’t that he was scared of spiders, he just wasn’t very keen on picking them up.

         “I can catch it for you!” cried Bertie.

         Mum and Dad looked at each other. Clearly neither of them were about to go back in and tackle the spider.

         “Well, okay,” sighed Dad. “But for goodness’ sake don’t let it escape.”

         Bertie hurried off to fetch his school lunch box. It was the perfect size for a spider trap. He crept into the bathroom on tiptoe.

         “WOAH! It’s massive!” he cried.

         “Just get rid of it,” groaned Mum. “And hurry up, I’m freezing to death!”

         The spider was sitting halfway up the bath. It was dark, hairy and almost as big as Bertie’s hand. Bertie wasn’t scared of spiders though, and this one was a real whopper. Maybe it was a rare species – a King Kong spider or a giant vampire spider perhaps?
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         Bertie got into the bath with his lunch box at the ready.

         “It’s okay, Mr Spider, I won’t hurt you,” he whispered.

         SLAM! He brought down the box. The spider made a run for it but Bertie was too quick for him.

         “GOT YOU!” he cried, jamming on the lid.

         His family were waiting outside.

         “Well? Did you get it?” asked Suzy.

         “Yes,” said Bertie, holding up the box. “Look, he’s a monster!”

         “EWWW!” yelled Suzy.
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         “Take it away!” shrieked Mum.

         Bertie couldn’t see what all the fuss was about. It was only a spider – anyone would think it was a man-eating python or something!

         “Please, just get rid of it,” said Dad.

         “Can’t I keep it?” asked Bertie.

         “NO!” cried everyone at once.

         “Just for a few days?” pleaded Bertie. “I’ve never had a pet spider.”

         “Absolutely not,” said Mum. “And before you get any ideas, don’t try hiding it in your room.”

         “Let it go in the garden,” said Dad. “And then you better get off to school.”

         Bertie sighed. You’d think his parents would be pleased he wanted to look after a poor homeless spider. Weren’t they always saying he should be kind to all living creatures?

         He took the lunch box out to the front garden and removed the lid.

         “Sorry, Mr Spider, I’m not allowed to keep you,” he sighed.

         The spider clung to the bottom of the box.
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         It was a pity no one at school would ever see him, thought Bertie. Darren and Eugene would be dead impressed. Know-All Nick would probably faint with fright. It was no use though, his mean parents refused to have the spider in the house. But hang on a moment, they hadn’t said anything about other houses. Bertie smiled and replaced the lid. All he needed was someone to look after his spider for a little while – and luckily he knew just the person.

      

   


   
      
         

             CHAPTER 2

            
               
[image: ]
               

            

         

         DING DONG!

         Bertie rang Gran’s doorbell. He was late for school but this wouldn’t take a minute.

         Gran answered the door wearing her dressing gown.

         “Bertie, what are you doing here?” she asked. “Is something the matter?”
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