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CHAPTER ONE





It was Saturday morning, and Joe was in the paint department of the local DIY superstore. He was just wondering what colour he could make if he blended orange, purple and gold paint, when, out of the corner of his eye, he saw a streak of grey disappearing under the shelves.


“What was that?” he said.


“Mmm?” muttered Dad, who was reading the labels on the paint tins. He didn’t look up.


Joe’s big sister, Sarah, frowned. “I didn’t see anything.”


“It was grey, sort of like a squirrel or something,” said Joe, crouching down and peering under the shelves to see where it had gone.


Sarah rolled her eyes. “They don’t let squirrels in shops, weirdo!”


Joe scowled and tried to think of a clever reply, but just then his little brother, Toby, whizzed past, doing a wheelie with the shopping trolley.


“Look out!” called Dad.


“Hey!” yelped Sarah, jumping out of the way.
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Joe grinned. With a bit of luck Toby would get her next time! He turned back to the paint charts and was about to invent another crazy colour combination, when suddenly he saw it again – a flash of movement out of the corner of his eye. He turned sharply and saw a tail disappearing round the top of the aisle.


“There it is!” he yelled. “Look, Dad!”


“Hmm?” Dad looked up. “What is it, Joe?”


“A squirrel out doing its shopping, apparently,” Sarah smirked.


“I definitely saw something,” huffed Joe.


“OK, OK,” said Dad, trying to soothe the situation. “Maybe it was a guide dog – they’re allowed in shops.”


Joe was about to explain that it was smaller than a guide dog, when Toby whizzed past again.


“Stop that!” Dad reached out and grabbed the trolley, stopping it dead. He sighed. “The sooner you let me concentrate on choosing this paint, the sooner we can get out of here.” He turned to Sarah. “Hurry up and decide which colour you want for your bedroom. Toby, you hold the trolley still while I load it up. And Joe, can you go and find me a plug for the bath? Which reminds me, you still need to get a new sponge for your mum!”


Joe’s face reddened. Mum’s last bath sponge had been chewed up by an undead pet that visited him – a zombie hamster named Dumpling with a huge appetite! Not that his parents knew that. No one else had been able to see the hamster apart from Joe. So he’d got the blame for the mangled sponge – not to mention turning their kitchen upside down and scoffing his headteacher’s packed lunch!


“And don’t forget you promised to pay for it out of your pocket money,” added Dad. “It’ll be a nice surprise for Mum when she gets back from work.”


Joe sighed. Sometimes life just wasn’t fair!
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The bathroom department was right at the back of the shop. Joe walked through the aisles, past towering shelves. There was an entire section filled with different loo seats. Joe had never seen so many designs. There were all the usual ones, and some fancy ones, too – a shiny gold one, a see-through one with goldfish printed on it … and a very weird one that looked like a shark’s mouth. Joe smiled; he wished he could buy that to scare Sarah! He was just searching for bath plugs, when suddenly a small furry head popped out of one of the display toilets.
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“Whoa!” Joe jumped. It definitely wasn’t a guide dog, but it wasn’t a squirrel either. It was a cat – an odd-looking silvery-grey cat that was covered in dirty bandages. As soon as it spotted Joe, it shot out of the toilet like a cannonball, straight into his arms, and gripped on tightly with its claws.




[image: ]





“Ow!” Joe yelped, as the cat clawed its way up to his shoulder where it perched like a parrot, peering into his face. Joe winced. Its breath smelled of rotten fish.


“You’re Joe, aren’t you?” it yowled in a high-pitched voice. “Joe Edmunds, the keeper of the Amulet of Anubis? I need your help!”


Joe groaned. Not another undead pet! It had been just over a week since Dumpling had visited, and things were just getting back to normal.


The cat nuzzled into his neck with its big furry face. Joe wrinkled his nose. Its breath really did pong.


“My name’s Pickle,” it said.


Joe rolled his eyes. “Don’t tell me – you’re in a bit of a pickle, Pickle!” But the cat didn’t seem to find Joe’s joke funny. She dug her claws deeper into his shoulder. “Hey! Stop that, it hurts!” Joe squeaked.


“I need your help to save my sister,” whined the cat. “I’ve been trying to speak to you for days. But there’s been so much horrible noise coming from your house that I’ve been too scared to get close. I hate noise!”


Joe frowned. What was the cat talking about? Then he remembered that Dad had been building Sarah a wardrobe using his power tools.


Pickle started to purr. “At least it’s quiet here…”


Just then there was a loud PING-PONG from above them, and a booming voice echoed around the shop.
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Pickle leaped out of Joe’s arms with a howl and darted away.


“Hey,” Joe called, “it’s only the tannoy!” But Pickle wasn’t listening. As she sped across the shop floor, Joe noticed that her bandages were beginning to unravel. “Watch out!” he called.


But it was too late. Pickle tripped over the trailing bandages, landing with a thump on the shiny lino and skidding wildly out of control. She finally came to a stop when she crashed head first into a pyramid of paint tins.
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