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Dear Fenda and family


Thank you so much for agreeing to host the visit of Eddie Wright, Fenda’s human exchange partner. Eddie is very much looking forward to his visit, but I must warn you not to be taken aback by certain of his human behaviours and skills. For a start he is a mad puzzle fiend, so if he starts taking your home apart and piecing it back together,[image: images] he will be doing this with the very best of intentions. He is an expert at kung-fu (a human martial art) so if he challenges any of you to a fight it is NOT because he doesn’t like you. In addition he possesses just the one tongue so I’d be grateful if you wouldn’t throw him hundreds of feet into the air when he uses this for both sweet and savoury foods.

I gather that Eddie’s visit coincides with Pembran Festival Day, which I know is an occasion to overeat and generally act wildly. Please could you ensure he doesn’t eat too many Grub-Mash Smoothies during the festivities as his family would like him to return to the human world the same size and shape he was before he arrived in your settlement.

Wishing you a splendid time during Eddie’s visit.



Yours sincerely

       [image: images]

MONSTER COUNCIL FOR UNDERSTANDING HUMANS
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Eddie took a swig from his water bottle. It had been a long walk from the train station and he’d now reached the meeting-point marked on the map.

But there were no monsters in sight.

All he could see was a huge expanse of peach-coloured sand with several large holes spread across its surface.

As a mad puzzle fiend, Eddie never travelled without one. He pulled a complex metal puzzle out of his pocket and tried to unlock the three inter-connected sections. He was on the verge of cracking it when he heard a faint rumbling sound in the distance. This got louder and louder until it reached a raucous crescendo. A second later, what looked like a giant blue pig with spikes on its back shot out of one of the holes. It landed with a crash on the sand and threw off the green monster it was carrying on its back. The monster threw the pig-thing six small white balls then the pig-thing turned, ran a few paces and disappeared into one of the other holes.

‘HEY EDDIE, I’M FENDA!’ shouted the monster, sweeping sand off her fur before springing over to him with a magnificently high leap, and throwing her two thick arms around his midriff for a bone-crushing hug.

Eddie felt the air being sucked out of him as he gaped in awe at his monster-swap partner.

Fenda was three feet tall and five feet wide. Her three eyes were arranged in a triangle formation on her head. Her three feet were incredibly flat with tiny springs on the underside and her arms ended in flattened paws with ten wrinkly fingers.
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‘H … H … Hi Fenda,’ said Eddie, barely able to breathe.

‘Brilliant to meet you!’ grinned Fenda, finally letting go of him.

Eddie took a deep lungful of air, dropped the metal puzzle back into his pocket, and looked over Fenda’s shoulder to the spot where the pig-thing had disappeared.

Fenda followed his gaze. ‘That was a Porcupig,’ she explained. ‘They live in lots of monster clans. We Pembran monsters use them as a taxi service to take us from our settlement up to the surface.’

‘What were those little white things you gave him?’ asked Eddie.

‘They’re ear wax balls,’ explained Fenda. ‘We call them Waxies. They’re what we use for money round here. Each of our ears produces two Waxies a day. You can either spend them or save them!’

‘Er … are we going straight down to your settlement then?’ asked Eddie.

‘Absolutely,’ nodded Fenda.

‘So why didn’t that Porcupig wait around to take us there?’

‘Because on the way down,’ grinned Fenda, ‘we don’t need Porcupigs!’

She grabbed Eddie’s elbow and raced across the sand to the hole where the Porcupig had vanished, and dived in headfirst.

‘WAAAAAAAAAAAAA!’ screamed Eddie as he toppled in after her and found himself hurtling downwards at phenomenal speed inside a circular chute with very smooth curved walls.

‘ULTRA FINE!’ shrieked Fenda with delight, holding Eddie’s elbow very tightly as they twisted and spun.

Thirty seconds later they shot out of the hole and skidded to a halt on a large bed of soft grey mud.

Welcome to the Pembran monster clan!’ beamed Fenda, yanking Eddie to his feet. ‘This is the Travel Circle.’

They were standing in a gigantic, circular underground cavern, dotted with chutes marked ‘UPWARDS’ and ‘DOWNWARDS’. The place was illuminated by shafts of light coming from holes up above that weren’t connected to any chutes. The ground was covered in orange moss which felt warm to the feet. The Porcupig who’d taken Fenda to the surface was comparing his day’s Waxie takings with a couple of his mates. Several other Porcupigs were sipping bone shakes or sitting in huddles by the bottom of different tunnels.

‘I got the last Porcupig of the day,’ said Fenda with satisfaction.

Nearby Eddie could hear voices and the thud of feet. ‘Where’s all that noise coming from?’ he asked.

‘That’s the Market Square,’ explained Fenda, beginning to walk in the opposite direction. ‘It’s late night opening today but we’ll go there another time.’
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‘Cool,’ nodded Eddie, following his monster tour guide.

‘You’ve come at a very important time,’ said Fenda, leaving the Circle and guiding Eddie down a narrow rocky passage. ‘It’s the annual Pembran Festival in a few days.’

‘What do you do on Festival Day?’ asked Eddie, looking above him at the strange purple plants growing down from the roof of the passage and spitting out hot, acidic drips which Fenda skipped to avoid. Eddie thought it would be wise to do the same.

‘We eat loads, play loads and feel ill for about two weeks after!’ laughed Fenda.

A short while later Eddie spied a sleek grey creature in the passage up ahead, with glowing amber eyes and very sharp teeth that glistened in its bendy snout. It looked like a mongoose gone to the dark side.

‘GET OUTTA HERE!’ shouted Fenda loudly. The grey shape twisted round and in a flash was gone from sight.

‘What was that?’ asked Eddie nervously.

‘It’s a Grim Grim Coyote,’ explained Fenda. ‘Only a few ever dare to come anywhere near our settlement. If you visit the Open Plains though, there are loads of them. They hunt in packs and guess what their favourite food is?’

‘No idea,’ replied Eddie.

‘Pembran monsters!’ said Fenda.

Eddie shivered and moved a bit closer to Fenda. ‘So where are we going?’ he asked.

‘There’s someone I want you to meet,’ said Fenda.

The narrow passage ended and they stepped out on to the bottom of a large grey hill which was studded with enormous flashing light-blue mushrooms.

‘Don’t eat any of those,’ warned Fenda, ‘they rip your insides out and your outsides in!’

Eddie swerved round a particularly large mushroom and followed Fenda. They raced upwards and at the hill’s summit found themselves looking down on to a huge pink valley, with a very deep expanse of the orangey moss on its floor.

Bang in the middle of the valley was a gigantic monster fairground, the centrepiece of which was a huge rollercoaster made entirely from different-sized bones. It had a giant sign at the top, each letter of which was made from different coloured fragments of wood:
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Surrounding this were lots of other attractions – a shooting range with short red guns made out of animal horns, a bumper car ride with seaweed cars on the ceiling and a slot machine arcade where you put your head into a socket and the machines spun you round.

But although Eddie was bowled over by all of the rides and machines, he could see that the place had enjoyed far better days. In fact, as he and Fenda walked down the hill towards the fair, he spotted loose joints, broken wheels and crumbling pillars. Close up, it looked as if the entire enterprise could fall apart at any minute. They proceeded down the funfair’s main walkway and stopped at the base of the Zooma-Coaster, where a wizened old Pembran stood with his back to them, wailing at the top of his voice.

‘IT’S ALL OVER!’ groaned the aged monster with pain and anguish, ‘WE’RE [image: images]
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‘DON’T BE SAD, GRANDPA ZEBU!’ shouted Fenda, throwing her arms around the old Pembran’s neck, ‘IT’S SO NOT OVER – AT LEAST NOT YET!’

The old Pembran’s top eye spun round to the back of his head and came to rest on Fenda and her human pal.

‘Fenda!’ he cried, swivelling back his top eye to rejoin the others and turning his body round to face the new arrivals. ‘And this must be Elvis!’

‘Er … it’s actually Eddie,’ said Eddie, shaking Grandpa Zebu’s paw. ‘Why were you saying it’s all over?’

Grandpa Zebu sighed and indicated for all three of them to sit on the ground. The orange moss felt toasty but not too hot.

‘This funfair has been in our family for over a hundred years,’ explained Grandpa Zebu, ‘but times have been tough and as you can see it’s fallen into disrepair. We simply haven’t made enough money in the last few years to update and repair it.’

‘But surely you can get the money some way?’ said Eddie.

‘We’ve tried very hard,’ replied Fenda. ‘My mum and dad are visiting other monster clans at this very minute trying to raise funds, but so far they’ve had zero luck.’

‘With Festival Day nearly upon us and no cash in sight, it looks like we’ve reached the end of the path,’ said Grandpa sadly. ‘It breaks my heart but what can we do?’
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