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The PESTS Test (Part 2)





Answer these simple questions to find out how pesty you are …


1.You find an old lump of cheesy pasta on the floor. Do you:


A) Brush it up


B) Have it for your dinner


C) Squish it into the floor with your foot


2.You come across a mans sleeping in their bed. Do you:


A) Sing them a lullaby


B) Wake them up by scrabbling and scratching around


C) Tiptoe away


3.You, by mistake, eat a whole packet of biscuits. Do you:


A) Replace the packet


B) Make it look like a dog/cat/grandparent ate them


C) Apologise


4.You find a bag of rubbish left by the bin. Do you:


A) Avoid it, it smells gross


B) Tear it open and spread it all around making an epic mess


C) Put it in the bin


5.You find yourself on a garden trampoline. Do you:


A) Have a bounce


B) Poop on it and run away


C) Do an impressive summersault




Read bottom of page to see what the results mean





If you answered all As and Cs STOP READING this book immediately. You will never be a PEST. If you answered all Bs, congratulations, read on, you are just the kind of creature P.E.S.T.S. is looking for.
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I’M BACK


This is me, Stix, and I am the height of a pepper pot – the glass one that sits in the middle of the kitchen table next to the ketchup and the salt. It’s quite a bit bigger than the egg cup I was the height of last time I measured myself, so I am very pleased.
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I live with my grandma in a nest hidden behind the washing machine of Flat 3, Peewit Mansions. It’s the only home I have ever known. Until recently I had never even been out of the flat. But that all changed when I met my best friend, Batz – she’s a bat, but I’m guessing that’s obvious from the name.


Batz told me all about the school in the basement – a school for pests like me and her. It’s called The Peewit Educatorium for Seriously Terrible Scoundrels, or P.E.S.T.S. for short. At P.E.S.T.S. we learn how to be the best pests we can be – how to make the biggest nuisances of ourselves, and have fun bothering the mans – but without getting caught.


I joined at the end of the year, which was tough as I had to catch up, but I’m really glad I did. I learnt loads, though at the end of term stuff did get pretty hairy. This crazy cockroach tried to blow up the whole of Peewit Mansions, with all of us inside it! Batz and I managed to stop him, which was kind of exciting. I can’t wait for school to start again tonight, though I hope there won’t be another adventure THAT big again.


But first – it’s dinnertime! Just like always, we wait till the mans we live with have gone to bed and then we sneak out and look for food.


Our mans aren’t so bad – they’re called Schnookums, MyLove, Boo-Boo, and they have a dog called Trevor.
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Tonight, we’re in luck – they had cheesy bake! Besides pizza this is my most favourite food. I guess Boo-Boo doesn’t like it that much. I find a huge blob of it on the step of her highchair and another smear on the door of the saucepan cupboard – she must have flicked it really hard to get it that far.


I split the lump on the highchair in two, but Grandma says she isn’t hungry. Which is odd – it’s not like Grandma to turn down food, especially something as yummy as this.


After eating almost nothing, Grandma goes back to bed.


But I’m not tired. I’ve still got lots of energy and I want to have some fun.


At this time of night, it’s always just me and Trevor, the sausage-shaped dog. Trevor’s a funny creature. I don’t mean in a Ha-ha! way, I mean in a grumpy one. Until recently he used to get cross that Grandma and I lived in the kitchen and the mans didn’t know. Whenever he saw us, he’d bark and bark, trying to tell them, but of course they couldn’t understand him. Mans are so stupid – they can’t understand any creatures but themselves.


Trevor stopped being quite so cross after I helped him save Boo-Boo from the Plagues, Maximus’s pet fleas. (Maximus, by the way, is the big horrible rat who goes to P.E.S.T.S. and the one creature I am NOT looking forward to seeing.)


Anyway, flea defeating aside, I’m still not sure I can trust Trevor. He’s a dog, after all. Grandma has a phrase: Look a dog in the eye, seconds later you will die.


Grandma has a lot of phrases like this. Her favourite one is: A seen mouse is a dead mouse. She’s very strict about how we behave. Not being seen is a really important rule at P.E.S.T.S. too, but we are also taught about having a little fun while the mans aren’t looking. Those are the lessons that I love best!


Luckily, Trevor is always asleep when I am awake, so I don’t worry too much about him seeing me. Tonight, as usual, he’s snoring on his fluffy dog bed next to the fridge. I have this game I like to play with him. Well, when I say ‘with’, I mean more like I play and he lies there asleep. It’s called THE STIX SPECTACULAR. I started off jumping the tip of his tail and over time I’ve practised and got better and better. I’m working my way up to being able to jump over his bottom. I’m getting really good at it.


I need a long run-up, so I head for the far corner of the kitchen. I take four deep breaths (my lucky number) and then begin my run. I’m getting faster and faster, but just as I reach my take-off point, Trevor lets out this unbelievably long and noisy fart. I’ve never heard anything like it! I’m so distracted that I take off all wrong and, rather than somersault over his bottom, I find myself tumbling into his soft, squishy tummy. I bounce off, landing not far from his nose.


Trevor growls and my legs turn to jelly … I want to run, but spine-tingling fear has me frozen to the spot.


I look up at Trevor and see him staring straight at me. Looking me straight in the eye …
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NEW DIET


I do the only thing I can think to do. I hold my paws out in front of me, like somehow they are going to save me.


‘MOUSE!’ he growls.


‘I’m s-sorry …’ I stammer. I peek through my fingers at him. I notice Trevor’s expression has shifted from one of anger to confusion.


‘WHAT YOU DOING, MOUSE?’


‘I was just … err … trying to jump over your, umm … don’t hurt me!’ I squeak.


‘Why I do that?’


‘B-because, err … you’re a dog and I, err … woke you … though it wasn’t my fault! Your huge fart distracted me and I, err, tripped and fell.’


Trevor is silent for a moment. I feel every muscle in my body tense. Can I make it back to the washing machine before he catches me?


Then he lets out a chuckle. ‘New diet!’ he grins. ‘High-protein dried food. Does bad things to Trevor’s tummy.’


‘Oh … right,’ I say, breathing a sigh of relief. ‘Well, umm … it’s late, I’d best be getting off to—’


‘Shhh, mouse, Trevor sleeping now,’ he huffs, lying his head back on his paws and closing his eyes. His tummy lets out a dangerous-sounding grumble.


The second his eyes are closed, I dash back to our nest, furious with myself for so nearly getting into trouble. I really should obey Grandma’s rules. And I usually do. Like, 99 per cent of the time.


OK, maybe more like 95.6 per cent.


When you’re a young mouse, you can’t obey ALL the rules – if you did, you’d have no fun.









P.E.S.T.S.
HERE I COME


I fall asleep thinking about Batz and all the fun we are going to have at school. I’m just in the middle of a dream where I discover I can fly too, when I’m woken by a worrying noise. It sounds like someone or something is eating our nest. I sit up, rubbing furiously at my bleary eyes.


Where’s Grandma? What’s going on?
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‘’Orry,’ I hear her say. I turn and there she is, sitting next to me, mouth stuffed with paper. ‘I ’idn’t ’ean to ’ake ’ou.’ She swallows hard and smiles.


‘Is that a … letter?’ I say, noticing the scribble of mans words on the final shred she’s shoving into her mouth.


‘Yes,’ she declares, finishing up. ‘I had a sudden craving for biro ink. And that totally hit the spot.’


My grandma is so strange! I guess this isn’t THAT unusual. She often does weird things, like:


- tying knots in her tail to remember things


- eating food so spicy it makes her hiccup


- clicking her fingers and toes all at once (just because she can).


Eating letters does seem VERY odd though, even by Grandma’s standards. But I guess it’s just another one to add to the list.


‘Come on, my boy, let’s get back to sleep,’ she says, snuggling down and wrapping herself around me. ‘We want you on top form for the first night of school now, don’t we?’


When I wake hours later she’s still asleep, so I creep out into the kitchen alone. It’s dark and, apart from the whirr of the fridge, completely silent. The clock on the cooker says 11.08. Still nearly an hour before school starts.


I waste 34 minutes finding food. After a lot of searching I finally find two very old, very dried chips behind the bin and a large glob of cereal welded to the bottom of Boo-Boo’s chair. I scrape it off and divide it in two, leaving half for Grandma.


I decide to kill the rest of the time practising one of my new Stix Skills – these are special moves I invent, I’m adding to them all the time. This evening I’m going to practise THE STIX SQUEEZE. Basically, I have to fit myself into the smallest space I can find.


I start off with the toe of MyLove’s slipper. It’s rather smelly, but very easy.


A slightly harder test is one of Boo-Boo’s much smaller shoes. I still manage it.


I look around for something even trickier … The little finger of the left washing-up glove. It’s a tight squeeze … but – yes! – I manage it.


For my finale I choose one of Boo-Boo’s toy cars I find discarded in the hallway. I’m just wrestling the final part of myself in, when I hear Grandma.


‘Evening, darling,’ she says, peering in through the small car’s tiny windscreen. ‘What are you doing in there? Isn’t it time for school?’
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I scramble out of the car and glance up at the clock. 11.55. How have I gone from being way too early for school to being seriously late?!


I give Grandma a quick goodbye hug and scamper up the kitchen drawers. Quick as I can, I slide down into the kitchen sink and skid over to the plughole. This is the entrance to the hidden highway for Flat 3, the secret tunnel that takes you all the way down to P.E.S.T.S. in the basement.


I wiggle myself down through the plughole and into the waste pipe below.


I let go, and feel my body start to slide.


Wooooo-hoooooo! P.E.S.T.S. here I come!









PROFESSOR
DUG


In no time at all I reach the basement. I tumble out of the tunnel and my nose fills with the familiar smell of old paper, stale clothes and dusty furniture.


I’ve been trained well enough by Grandma to know that no matter how familiar you are with somewhere, you never run straight out. I place my nose on CSM (Constant Sniff Mode) and tiptoe, using a new silent-stepping technique I’ve been working on, through the piles of boxes and stacks of old junk, towards the tatty old wardrobe that is our classroom.


Tiptoe, sniff, sniff, tiptoe.


My heart starts beating faster, the fur along my back stands on end and my paws begin to tingle. My inbuilt ‘mouse fear’ seems to have kicked in. We mice are naturally always so careful, always so cautiou—


SWOOSH!


BOOMPH!


Something hits me, sending me tumbling across the floor into an old roll of carpet. I let out an involuntary squeak of terror as a cloud of dust erupts around me.


‘Heehahahahaha. Didn’t see that coming, did ya?’ laughs a familiar voice.


‘BATZ!’ I choke crossly. ‘You scared me! I thought … I thought I was being attacked!’


‘Well, you were … by me! Heehahahaha!’ She laughs and laughs, pressing her big bat face up close to mine and crossing her eyes. ‘Good to see you for real, in the flesh,’ she says, pulling back. ‘By the way, have you grown? You look taller. I mean not that much, a fraction, a titchy bit, I’d say a smidge, a lit—’
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‘Good to see you too, Batz,’ I interrupt. I’d forgotten just how much my best friend likes to talk. I can’t stay angry with her though. There is something about her that makes it impossible. I can’t help but smile. ‘It’s been ages,’ I say.
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‘I know, too long. Come on, let’s go – if we don’t hurry up, we’re going to be late.’ And a moment later she’s flying off towards the wardrobe. ‘Stix and Batz,’ she sings, ‘Batz and Stix. Together again. Dum-deedoo.’ It’s terribly out of tune, which just makes me laugh more.


We reach the tatty old lamp that lies propped up against the wardrobe, the route up to the classroom for those of us who can’t fly. In my excitement, I scurry up so quickly that as I reach the top, I lose my footing and trip off the end. I tumble across the floor of the wardrobe, coming to a halt at a pair of broad pink feet.


‘Well, hello, Stix. Good to see you!’ says Dug the mole with a smile, offering me a large paw.
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‘Dude!’ cries Webbo the spider, galloping over. ‘Give me seven,’ he says, hi-fiving me while balancing on one leg.


‘Hellostixmyoldfriendthoughyouarenotactuallythatoldso morelikeayoungfriendreally,’ gabbles Underlay the carpet beetle, poking her head out from around Dug’s large tummy. I manage to catch the words ‘hello’ and ‘friend’.
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Blue takes great pleasure in buzzing his large bluebottle body around my head super fast. My eyes try and keep up, but I soon become dizzy and have to stop.


Above me, Batz settles herself on the clothes rail.


‘It’s so great to see you all,’ I say, unable to stop my face breaking into a stupidly big grin.


‘And it’s great to see you, too … mini mouse,’ I hear a horribly familiar voice snigger from behind me. A bitter scent hits my nose and my heart sinks. I spin round just in time to see a large rat leap off the end of the lamp and on to the wardrobe floor. He lands with a heavy thump. It’s Maximus, the class bully, who last term made it his mission to ruin my life. I’d hoped after all the trouble he got himself into at the end of the year, he would be a bit nicer – clearly not.


He shakes his body and pulls himself up to his full height. He’s gone from giant to gigantic, and now looks even more capable of doing horrible things to me. I fight the urge to run to the back of the wardrobe and hide.


‘Woah, someone had a maHOOssive growth spurt!’ Webbo says with a grin.


‘Yeah, I have. So you all better watch it!’ snarls Maximus. I can’t believe it – even his teeth are bigger. He pushes his way to the back of the classroom, while rubbing his left ear with his paw.
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‘What happened to your ear? You got growing pains in it?’ asks Webbo, still chuckling away.


Maximus pulls his paw away. I notice that his ear looks red and sore.


‘I hurt it fighting a cat,’ he mutters. ‘The cat came off a lot worse.’


‘A cat? Really?’ I hear a high-pitched voice come from somewhere on his body, followed by another: ‘You couldn’t beat up a cat-ERPILLAR.’


It’s the fleas that live in his fur, Plague One and Plague Two. They’re sitting on his shoulder, falling about laughing like they’ve just made the funniest joke ever.
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‘Be quiet!’ Maximus growls, slapping at them. He plonks himself down directly behind me. I stare straight ahead, determined not to show how scared I am of him. The rest of the class has gone quiet too.


And that’s when I realise something’s wrong. Our teacher, Dr Krapotkin – a hell-raising pigeon with a big ringed ‘A’ for Anarchy emblazoned on her chest – isn’t here yet. She always gets to class before us. Tonight, all that’s at the front of the class is a rusty old tin of red paint.
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