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      ‘NOT THE GHOULIES!’

      ‘Samantha!’ I could tell by the look on my mother’s face that I would be in big trouble if I kept going. ‘Don’t use names like that.’

      ‘But they’re so weird!’ Of course, I had to have the last comment.

      Mum was shaking her head. ‘Why is that, Samantha? Because they don’t fit with your idea of what’s normal?

      Aik! Mum had used my full name twice, so she must be getting angry. I glanced at my sister, Biddy, who was looking pale and nervous. If she next said my whole name ‘Samantha Grace O’Neill’, I’d know I was in big trouble and wouldn’t be allowed to watch my TV show - Spy Kids.
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        * * *

      

      A few months ago, Mum, Dad, Biddy, and I – and Teddy our dog – moved into a new house, not far from our old one. The ‘Ghoulies’ lived on the corner, just three houses away. There were four of them altogether. Well, two Ghoulies and two Normals.

      The Ghoulies were a mother and son – Biddy and I had worked that out after watching them walk past our house many times with their three savage dogs. They were both short and very round and had hair like spikes. The son always wore shorts with braces, and grey socks and sandals – like an old-fashioned kid or something. But he wasn’t a kid like us though. He was sort of a man, but sort of a kid too. The mother Ghoulie always wore black jeans and black windcheater top. She was – a mother’s age – thirty, maybe sixty?

      I don’t know why Biddy and I called them ‘Ghoulies’. We didn’t even know if there was such a word. But it seemed a scary word and they were scary. So were the Ghoulie dogs who were kept on long chains in the front yard. A few times Biddy and I rode our bikes past their house and peeped through the gate in the high fence that surrounded it. Those dogs must have been able to smell us because they growled and barked like demons. If that’s what demons do. One time, we saw red Ghoulie eyes staring right at us through the window.

      And their garden! It was kind of spooky because when the Ghoulie mum and son weren’t walking their crazy dogs, they were on their hands and knees digging up the grass with a spoon and fork. Not that there was any grass, it was just a brown patch covered in bones, with no trees and dead looking bushes with long thorns.

      One of the Normals was a girl-woman who was blonde and pretty. Biddy and I called her ‘Marilyn’ after a girl in a monster show called The Munsters that our Nana and Grandpa watched on repeat. They had seen every episode of that show when they were kids. Not together. I don’t think they knew each other then.

      The other Normal was a skinny old man who always wore an old-fashioned hat and looked a bit like Mr Burns in The Simpsons.

      The strange thing was, we hadn’t seen the Normals for a while. Biddy and I thought that the Ghoulies had killed them and chopped them up for dog food, probably boiling them alive first, then cutting them into dog mouth sized morsels!

      We told Louie about the Ghoulies and how we thought they’d murdered the Normals. Louie is our friend from school and is in my class. He’s really smart and knows more stuff than some of our teachers. He doesn’t put his hand up to answer questions much now though because some idiot boys called him mean things. I told Louie not to worry about them, but he’s quieter now and looks sad sometimes. We try to make him laugh at lunchtime when we sit under the big peppercorn tree in the playground and tell jokes. Louie’s jokes are always a bit strange. Me and Biddy don’t understand them, but we laugh anyway. Biddy’s jokes are just … sad. Once, when she was telling us one, I saw a huge stick insect crawl onto her head. I couldn’t stop looking at it and started laughing before she got to the punchline. Strangely, this seemed to please her. I guess she thought she was doing a really good job. But then Louie saw it and … I’ve never seen anyone freak out like that. He jumped up and started hopping around pointing at Biddy’s head. She looked really confused and told him to ‘sit down, I haven’t finished yet.’ Louie obeyed. Biddy continued with the joke – it was so long and boring – but I was still laughing, and Louie’s eyes were just HUGE. Finally, I felt a bit sorry for my sister and reached out towards her head. The stick insect climbed on the back of my hand just as she knocked my arm away. When it fell into her lap she jumped up and screamed and screamed and screamed and…

      One day, the Ghoulies knocked on our door. Biddy and I saw them from our room, and we got scared. Dad answered the door, and we peeped out of the crack of our bedroom door. Mother Ghoulie started jabbering to Dad in a strange Ghoulie language – a sort of hissing and shishing. Somehow, he seemed to understand her. The Ghoulie son just stood there and nodded.

      Mother Ghoulie was talking about our dog, Teddy, because she kept pointing at him and laughing. Teddy has a superpower of being able to ‘talk’ to us. Not like literally, but he kind of talks with his face. When Mother Ghoulie reached out to pat him, I was sure that Teddy would growl at her and then look at us and nod or use his eyebrows to say ‘You’re right. Don’t trust them.’ But he didn’t. He actually let her pat him! Traitor! I had been sure he’d know the difference between a Ghoulie and a Normal, but they probably have power over dogs anyway.

      A few weeks later, Mother Ghoulie was at our front door again! This time she was carrying a big plastic bag. Mum had trouble understanding her, but Dad came to the rescue. It seemed that the old Normal – who was mother Ghoulie’s father – had died and they were cleaning out his things. WE KNEW IT!

      When she had gone, we followed Mum and Dad as they carried the plastic bag into the bedroom. They were both really quiet and just looked at each other in the way that grown-ups do when they’re thinking the same thoughts.

      Mum opened the bag. Aik! THE OLD MAN’S SUITS AND HIS HAT! And they smelled awful. Like some people smell on really hot days. Like the taxi driver at the airport last summer. Phew! The smell was so bad we had to open all the car windows without looking too obvious. I think Dad told the driver that he suffered from claustrophobia or something. Mum and Dad gave each other ‘the look’ that day too.

      ‘I wonder what made her think we might want these,’ Mum said as she picked out a smelly jacket from the bags using the tips of her fingers. ‘It’s very nice of her, but it gives me the creeps a bit.’

      Gave her the creeps? I was sure I could see a dried blood stain right in the middle of the back!

      ‘I don’t think they have any friends around here,’ Dad said as he stuffed the clothes back in the bag. ‘We might be the only neighbours who speak to them.’

      Sometimes, I wish my dad wasn’t always so friendly, for his sake. One time, he got to talking to a person in the street selling raffle tickets for a charity. Dad didn’t want any, he just wanted to be friendly because the person looked a bit lonely and sad that nobody was buying any. Anyway, Dad gave in and bought $40 worth of raffle tickets. The first prize was a family trip to Hawaii, so when the date of the raffle draw came, he looked for the result to be published, like it said on the ticket, but he couldn’t find it. He rang the number, also on the ticket, but it was disconnected. It turns out that it was a scam – not a cyber one for a change, but a real, live one with actual people and tickets. Poor Dad. He was really disappointed and a bit embarrassed, I think.
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        * * *

      

      Why does the last week of school before Christmas holidays seem to drag on and on? I’m sure it’s a cruel plot by teachers to keep us there to stop us from having the fun they know we’re going to have. Most of the time in that week, we do nothing in class. The teachers try to convince us that the game we’re going to play, or the word maze we must do is very educational. I don’t think they believe it any more than we do, and that they would rather be out of there too, doing what teachers do on holidays. What do teachers do on holidays? Pick on shopkeepers?

      One day, Biddy and I saw Mr Robinson our math teacher, in the ice cream parlour. We didn’t recognise him at first. B and I argued ‘it is’ – that was me – me; ‘it isn’t’ – that was Biddy- for ages. Mr Robinson always wore a pink bow tie and a suit, but this man had on a singlet, so his arms were bare, and he had tattoos of plants and animals all the way down to his wrists. His hat was on backwards and I had to agree that he looked a lot younger than Mr R and not much like a teacher. He was on his own and kept looking at his phone with a worried or a bit of an angry look on his face. If he was a real teacher, he wouldn’t be looking at it all the time because that’s what he says in class, ‘You’ll get bad eyes and posture!’ But this man was hunched over his phone and his thumbs were going crazy writing a message. ‘Okay,’ I said. ‘You’re right.’ ‘As usual,’ Biddy said with an annoying hand on her hip and her head tilted like she was a movie star. ‘Hello, you two.’ We both nearly jumped with fright when the man came up behind us. ‘Fancy seeing you here. Are you enjoying the holidays?’ Up close I could tell that it really was Mr R as he has one yellow tooth in the front. ‘We are,’ I said as I shuffled my foot to give my sister a told-you-so kick. A soft one of course. ‘Well, enjoy your ice cream girls,’ Mr R said over his shoulder as he was going out of the shop with a double rum and raisin. He held the door with one foot as he tried to hold onto his phone, keys and ice cream and I saw that he had NO SHOES ON and his toes were really hairy. YUK! We wondered what Miss Bopeep would think of that. Her real name is Miss Pettison, but I’ll tell you why we call her Miss Bopeep later. Anyway, we’re pretty sure that Mr Robinson has a crush on Miss Bopeep because we’ve seen him waiting by her car in the school carpark sometimes. One time, we saw him surprise her. She was just about to get into her car when he came leaping out of the bushes with a long-stem red rose. He tripped and went wobbling towards her with the rose outstretched. Miss Bopeep looked shocked, but she grabbed the rose by the flower that was pointed towards her and reached for Mr R’s arm to steady him. He almost fell ON her, but she didn’t seem to mind too much. Hilarious.

      We kept Louie informed about the Ghoulies. He hadn’t really believed Biddy and me when we first told him about them, but once he knew that the Old Normal was truly dead, he started to think that maybe we were onto something.

      It was on the second last day of school when Mother Ghoulie came to our place and asked Mum and Dad if we’d come to their house for a Christmas drink and, get this, they agreed! We couldn’t believe it when Mum told us. You should have seen Biddy’s face! Her eyes, which are gigantic behind her round glasses, were popping, and she was white like a ghost.

      Are grown ups really brave or really naïve? Naïve is a word I’ve just learned. I heard Mum describing Aunty Linda as naïve because she didn’t realise something about her boyfriend – whatever that was. Anyway, Mum and Dad weren’t worried at all about going to the Ghoulies’ house for a drink. When we told Louie about it the next day, he was got really excited about it.

      ‘THIS IS GREAT! YOU CAN LOOK FOR CLUES!’

      I was happy to see Louie happy, but go searching in the Ghoulie house? I DON’T THINK SO!
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        * * *

      

      The evening we were dreading had arrived. I could hardly concentrate as I got dressed to go. Not that that’s unusual, Mum would say, as I always seemed to look a mess. I don’t know why. I put on clean shorts and a clean T-shirt, but I still look like I’ve freaked out. It’s like I’m a stick with arms and legs. And my HAIR! No matter how hard I try, I can’t get it to stay down. Mum cut it shorter, but that made it look worse. So now, I have short red hair that sticks out in strange spots on my head. I look like a mutant rather than a girl. Biddy never seems to have this problem. She could be caught in a typhoon, and she’d still look like Miss Neat. She’s small and a bit … round, but at least she looks like a girl, while I look like a human bean. It’s probably because she always wears dresses and must have a matching ribbon in her long, black ponytail. We don’t look much alike. That’s probably clear. Even Louie has wondered if we’re real sisters. Sometimes I’ve wondered that too. I mean, we’re soooo different. We look different, we like different things, she’s smart, and we sure do think differently.

      As we left home for the Ghoulie house, all I could think of as Biddy and I trailed behind Mum and Dad, was that I wasn’t going to live to see my Christmas presents. I had a list – a long list – a spy kit, including forensic fingerprint pads and spy glasses; any of the latest Lego for 12+, an ant farm, three pairs of purple shorts, and a Smartwatch to track my running speed – though Mum and Dad are “not keen” – their words – on the idea of the watch. If I’m lucky enough to get one, it’ll have ‘limited functions’, that’s for sure. Mum and Dad are a bit old fashioned about that. Biddy’s list was … very her: hair ties with bows, matching handbag and shoes, a collection of Roald Dahl reprints and a new album for the tickets she keeps from the shows that Grandma and Grandpa take us to. I asked Louie what he had on his list, but he said they don’t celebrate Christmas. When I knew this, I asked Mum and Dad if it would be okay if Louie came to Grandma and Grandpa’s for Christmas lunch. Mum explained that Louie’s family would have other celebrations and different times to ours, but she did say she’d call the Wangchuk to see if that would all right.

      Let me tell you about Louie. He, his mum, and his dad come from a country called Bhutan and, at home, they speak the language called Dzongkha. That’s a cool word. I’d never heard of Bhutan before, but it’s up in the Himalayas and is very hard to get to. The country is between China and India and Louie says it’s often called the ‘Land of the Thunder Dragon’. Wow. Louie was only five months old when Mr and Mrs Wangchuk came to Australia. They came to study medicine and have told Louie that, one day when he’s finished school and university, they will all go back to Bhutan so that they can look after the people there who get sick. They do go back to visit family, so Louie knows what it’s like there. He says that sometimes he feels like he’s ‘torn’ between being Bhutanese and being Australian. He’s glad that university is still a long way off because he’s not sure he wants to leave here. I don’t want Louie to go either. Neither does Biddy. Between you and me, I think she’s got a major crush on him. What if she marries him and they both go to Bhutan to live! I hadn’t thought about that one before.

      Even though we were with our parents, unlike us, they had no suspicions and even liked the Ghoulies. I felt the need to protect them.

      As soon as we opened the front gate, the dogs began growling and leaping in the air to get at us, their chains clanging against each other’s. Biddy’s hand was shaking in mine, or maybe mine was shaking in hers. I looked at the closest window and thought that I saw those red eyes watching us.

      We walked up the steps to the veranda and Dad knocked on the door. Who or what would open it? Would it creak open like in one of those haunted house movies. It didn’t. The Ghoulie son smiled and opened his mouth to speak.

      ‘HELLO EVERYONE. WELCOME. I’M ALPHONS,’ he said holding out one chubby Ghoulie hand to Dad.

      What! That was the first time we’d ever heard the Ghoulie son speak and even though ‘Alphons’ was short, he had a big, posh voice that sounded like the actor in a Shakespeare play called ‘McBreth’ or something like that. That was about murder too, or so Grandpa told us. I couldn’t understand what they were saying in that play anyway. Grandpa and Grandma loved to take us to ‘cultural things’ – Grandma’s words – to ‘expand our perspectives – also her words – because they had ‘all the time in the world – Grandpa’s – and Mum and Dad didn’t.

      Mum, whose other name is ‘Anna’, works really hard as a teacher’s aide in a school near the city. Sometimes we’ve heard her telling Dad about the ‘troubles’ some of the kids there have experienced in their lives. We weren’t meant to hear that but felt sorry for those kids. It helped Biddy and me to understand why Mum sometimes seems so tired and sad when she comes home from work.

      Dad, whose other name is ‘Richard’, works at home as an illustrator for all sorts of books. He’s a fantastic drawer, but most of his work is on computer now, which is ‘not as satisfying’ – his words. Although he works at home, he gets a bit lonely working on his own all day. When Mum comes home from work, he makes a big fuss of her because he’s “starved for company” – yep, his words. Dad’s a lot more talkative than Mum, so it’s kind of strange that he’s the one home on his own all day, but maybe that’s why he does talk a lot when he sees people. When I go to the supermarket with him, we end up being there for ages, because it’s like he knows a person in every aisle!

      So, when Grandma and Grandpa take us to cultural things, Mum and Dad have a “relaxed evening in each other’s company” – their words. They’re really good parents. I didn’t realise that until I had a sleepover at Jenny’s house. Jenny is … I guess I could call her a friend, though only when we’re at school. She invited me and some other girls to her birthday party. Her house was big, I mean seriously big and even had a pool, and I realised that Mum, Dad, Biddy, and I weren’t rich like I thought we were. Jenny didn’t have any brothers or sisters and her bedroom was so big that all seven of us girls could sleep in it. It was fun for a while, but I saw that her mum and dad were sometimes arguing quietly. That night, their arguing got a bit louder. Jenny didn’t seem to care and said it happens all the time. I learned a few things that night – that our small house was big enough for me, that my Mum and Dad were really, really nice – to other people, their kids and to each other, and that it wasn’t so bad having a sister, even if she did drive me crazy sometimes. Jenny had a lot of freedom for her age too. I don’t hang out with her so much now because she hangs with different people, older kids, and maybe not so nice kids. Mum and Dad have a rule for us now we’re getting older and wanting to go out with friends a bit more: ‘Trust = more freedom; No trust = no freedom’.

      But to be honest, Louie’s our only real friend, and we get to hang out with him a lot.

      

      ‘COME IN.’ Alphons’s voice was loud as he led us through the dark house, past doors that were tightly closed. Behind one of them, something banged against the door that made Biddy and me jump. It was the red-eyed monster, I was sure of it! No one else seemed to notice.

      We followed Mum, Dad, and Ghoulie son, Alphons, into a brightly lit room that had just a table, chairs, and a refrigerator. Mother Ghoulie was standing and waiting for us. She was wringing her hands and smirking with pleasure.

      ‘H’lo,’ she hissed. ‘Shidown.’ She pointed to the chairs, and we obeyed. Biddy pulled her chair so close to mine that I almost fell off.

      I looked around the room while Mother Ghoulie, Mum, and Dad were talking. Alphons was blocking the way we came in and there was no other door. I gulped. We were TRAPPED!

      Mother Ghoulie moved to the refrigerator and opened the door.

      WHAT WAS THAT? Plates of red, bloody meat were stacked on the shelves. I pinched Biddy’s hand that had found its way to my knee, and when she glared at me, I flicked my eyes to the open fridge and mouthed ‘MARILYN’. Biddy looked from me to the fridge and back at me again. I swear she looked like she was going to explode with fright.

      Mother Ghoulie took a bottle of beer, and lemonade out of the door and poured us all a drink into coloured glasses. I wondered if the colour was to disguise something she’d put into them, like tranquillizers.





OEBPS/images/break-snowflake-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/the-ghoulies.jpg
'AMANDA APTHORPE

THE EDVENTURES OF BIDDY AND SAM BOOK |

m GHOULIES








