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The PESTS Test (Part 3)


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


1. You come across a comic. Do you:


A) Read it


B) Laugh at the funny pictures


C) Tear it up and make it into your home


2. Your favourite place to get food is:


A) A pizza café


B) A burger café


C) Underneath the kitchen table


3. Do you take a bath:


A) Once a day


B) Once a week


C) Never, you prefer to lick yourself all over


4. Which of these super-powers would you most like:


A) To be able to fly


B) To be able to teleport


C) To be able to open the fridge


5. To get to sleep do you:


A) Listen to an audio book


B) Read your favourite book (PESTS - obvs)


C) Hang yourself upside down on your clothes rail




Read bottom of page to see what the results mean





If you answered all As and Bs STOP READING this book immediately.
You will never be a PEST. If you answered all Cs, congratulations, read on, you are just the kind of creature P.E.S.T.S. is looking for.
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This is me, Stix, and thanks to a recent growth spurt, I’m now the height of the tube of Ultra Moisturising Hand Scrub that is next to the sink. Grandma says the mans use it to stop their paws drying up, which sounds like a very strange thing to me. But then there are lots of odd things the mans do: washing themselves in baths, pushing their babies around in pushchairs and throwing away perfectly tasty food.


The mans we live with are called MyLove, Schnookums and Boo-Boo. I actually quite like them, even though they’d set traps and try and kill us if they knew we lived here too. That might sound mad, but I’ve known them all my life, so in a way they feel a bit like family – a very odd-looking family, ha!
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Our mans have a dog called Trevor. He’s long (like a sausage) and grumpy (like an old spider), but we are kind of friends. Which I know sounds weird – me a tiny mouse and him a big dog – but then nothing about my life is really ordinary. My best friend is a bat, I go to a secret school for pesty creatures, and I don’t have parents. The last point is strange and sad at the same time. Grandma refuses to tell me exactly what happened to them, which I am sure means that they are gone for ever, and by that I mean, dead.


Grandma and I live behind the washing machine in the kitchen of Flat 3, Peewit Mansions, along with the mans and Trevor (though they don’t live behind the washing machine – they wouldn’t fit, ha, ha, ha!). Not so long ago it seemed very possible that we were all going to have to move out. But by using some cunning pesty skills, me and my classmates stopped that from happening. Big PHEW!


Grandma and I sleep all day and when it gets dark we come out to look for food. I play for a while and then go to school. And right now, school is very exciting. Webbo, the spider, says he’s heard we are all going to go on a night-trip to the Outside – and he thinks it’s going to be to the garden. I have only been to the Outside once in my life, and that was when I fell out of a window (but that’s another story) which, I have to say, doesn’t really feel like it counts as a proper visit.


Since Webbo mentioned the Outside I’ve hardly been able to think about anything else. I mean, yes, it might be dangerous but I’m not a baby mouse any more, and I’m ready for some new adventures.


I’m not so sure Grandma is going to feel the same way. She has been cutting me a bit more slack recently, but allowing me to go Outside, that’s a whole different block of cheese.




I’m not going to say anything to her yet: I don’t want her getting in a Mad Mouse Mood for no reason.


To distract myself I’ve been working on some NEW SKILLS. That’s right, it’s not just my body that’s grown, it’s my abilities too. The other night, when we were searching for food, I did this epic leap from the kitchen table on to the countertop. Honestly, it was HUGE. I was so pleased with myself. Grandma, on the other paw, just let out a long, exasperated sigh; something she’s been doing a lot recently.
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It goes a bit like this:


I do a skid all the way across the floor on my bottom (a run-up from the living room is required). Grandma sighs.


I somersault into the kitchen sink. Grandma sighs.


I climb up the kitchen blind and scamper along the top … well, you get the idea.


And, sometimes, there’s loud tutting too. To be honest it’s not really a big surprise. Grandma is quite possibly the world’s most cautious mouse. She has a list of rules as long as MyLove’s arm: don’t go near Trevor; don’t poop in places the mans will see; don’t tear open packets; basically, don’t do anything dangerous, or fun, ever. I guess I shouldn’t really complain – there was a time when I had to hide my skills from her. At least I don’t have to do that any more.


Tonight, the mans had curry for dinner. Grandma really likes spicy food, but I don’t. So, whilst she clambers up to the sink to see if there are any plates or cooking dishes to lick, I go over to Boo-Boo’s highchair to see if she’s left anything. I find the foot of a small gingerbread man; it’s delicious, and fills me with energy. When I’ve finished, I find myself bounding across the kitchen floor towards Trevor – I’ve suddenly got the urge to leap over his nose. I love jumping over parts of him. I know if Grandma sees me I’ll be in trouble. But she’s eating in the sink and, honestly, it will only take a couple of seconds.
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I time my take-off perfectly. This is, no doubt, going to be one of my best jumps, I think, as I soar through the air. But then I look up mid-somersault, and there she is, scowling back down. Eurgh, it’s so annoying. It’s like Grandma has some special mouse sense that tells her when I’m doing stuff I shouldn’t be. What was I thinking? I should have waited until she had gone back to bed.


I land perfectly, but my heart is heavy – I know I’m going to get a right earful. However, just as she opens her mouth to say something there’s a tap on the window.
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It’s Batz! ‘Come on,’ she mouths, pressing her body against the glass. ‘Time for P.E.S.T.S.’


Quick as a flash, I scramble up the kitchen drawers to the sink.


‘You know, jumping Trevor is very—-’


I skid over to Grandma and plant a big kiss on her cheek. ‘Got to go, don’t want to get a late mark,’ I say, giving her no chance to finish her sentence. I slide down into the sink and scramble over to the plug hole. ‘Love you. See you later,’ I call out, as I wiggle my body through the hole and into the pipe below.


I feel my body start to slide and, whoosh, I’m on my way to school.









THE MEXICO WORLD CUP ’86


The Peewit Educatorium for Seriously Terrible Scoundrels – or P.E.S.T.S. as we call it – is a school where pesty creatures, like me, come to learn how to be the best pests we can be. It’s in the basement of Peewit Mansions. The route I take there, through Secret Highway Number 2, twists and turns. I slide through pipes and tunnels until, finally, I tumble out on to the basement’s dusty floor.


Batz, as always, is waiting for me. I think this is partly because we are best friends and she wants to see me, and partly because she LOVES to talk and the sooner she sees me the sooner she can fill me in on what she has been up to.


‘Boy, it was chaos outside tonight,’ she beams, helping me to my feet. ‘The garden was chock-full of delicious gnats. It was like the biggest buffet ever.’


I’ve never told Batz how jealous I am that she gets to go Outside. That might well be something to do with the fact that she barely ever lets me get a word in.


‘So, how about a quick game?’ she continues. ‘Tag? Hide and seek?’


‘Hide and seek,’ I quickly reply. I learned the hard way that playing tag with a creature who can fly is really no fun. ‘And I’ll hide.’


I’m really good at hiding and she knows it. Grudgingly, she covers her eyes and starts to count. ‘1 … 2 … 3 …’


I already know where I’m going: I scoped it out the other night. I bound over to the broken vacuum cleaner and quickly wiggle my way into the long, black tube that is hanging out of it.




‘Ready or not, here I come,’ I hear Batz call.


I hold myself as still as I can. The pipe is full of dust and I’m scared if I breathe it in I’ll sneeze, so I hold my breath too. Outside I hear her flitting frantically around, checking in all my usual spots.


‘Arghh, I hate playing this game with you,’ she cries out in frustration. ‘I give up! Where are you?’


‘Here,’ I gasp, rolling out of the end of the pipe. ‘I win again, sucker …! Get it? Vacuum … sucker?’
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‘Next time, we are playing tag,’ she huffs, but she doesn’t stay cross for long. By the time we reach the wardrobe, which is our classroom, she’s back to her usual Batzish-self. ‘See ya later, alligator,’ she laughs, high-fiving me as I spring off the end of the lamp that helps me get up into the wardrobe.


Around me I hear the happy chatter of my classmates. Underlay the carpet beetle and Blue the fly are playing a very competitive game of I Spy.


‘ISpyWithMyBugEyeSomethingThatBeginsWithZed,’ gabbles Underlay, smiling smugly at Blue.


Webbo the spider is engaged in a one-way conversation with his incredibly hairy legs. He’s trying to coax them into being even longer and hairier. Which, looking at the length and furriness of them, I’m not sure is possible.
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I take my place next to Dug the mole. ‘I really hope we get to find out about going Outside tonight,’ I say.


‘Yeah, me too,’ he says, kindly pretending to share my enthusiasm. Going Outside is no big deal for someone who lives in the garden.
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‘Mini mouse wants to go Outside. The pipsqueak thinks he’s got what it takes to cut it, out in the big, wide world.’ I turn and see Maximus, the rat. He bounds forward, landing in front of me. ‘Well, let me tell you, squirt,’ he continues, his face now uncomfortably close to mine, ‘it won’t be more than a minute before you poop yourself with fear and come running back in crying. Boo-hoo.’ He balls his paws and rubs fake tears from his eyes. ‘The outdoors is for the big and the brave, not the small and the pathetic.’




‘Yeah, Maximus, tell it like it is,’ giggles Plague Two, one of the two fleas who live in his fur.


‘He’ll be just fine,’ says Dug, protectively. ‘I’ll make sure of it.’


‘You, you furry doughball?’ Maximus laughs. ‘Protect someone?’


‘Who are you calling “furry doughball”, dude? You looked in the mirror recently?’ It’s Webbo. He jabs at Maximus’s tummy with one of his long, hairy legs.
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‘It’s muscle,’ snarls Maximus. ‘I’m all muscle. You should have seen the badger I beat up the other night. I got a tear in my ear, he got much worse.’ He points to a painful-looking rip at the top of his right ear.


We all know he is lying because, not long ago, we watched Maximus’s ma nearly twist his ear off. It’s not other creatures hurting him, it’s his own family.
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‘Incoming!’ cries a shrill voice, calling us to attention. Across the basement swoops our unapologetically potty yet utterly brilliant teacher, Dr Krapotkin – a pigeon with a keen dislike of mans (they are always shooing her away) and cats (Fluffy, the cat from Flat 4, ate her husband). She glides effortlessly over to the wardrobe, taking her position on the upturned paint tin in front of us.


‘Darlinks,’ she coos brightly, smoothing down her grey feathers. ‘Good evening.’


‘Good evening, Dr Krapotkin,’ we all chorus back.


‘Now …’ She taps her beak with her wing. ‘You will all be greatly excited to know that the time has finally come for me to talk to you about our little field trip.’


‘I told you! I told you!’ whispers Webbo, triumphantly.


I feel my heart start to beat faster.




‘This trip will take place in two nights’ time,’ she smiles. I beam back, unable to believe this is really happening. ‘In less than forty-eight hours we shall head to the garden to contest none other than the Mexico World Cup ’86.’ She finishes her sentence with a joyful clap of her wings.
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‘Oh, no,’ sighs Dug, his body slumping next to mine.


‘For those of you NOT familiar with our annual sports evening,’ she continues merrily, ignoring Dug’s clear lack of enthusiasm, ‘I shall explain. Every year we vie for the highly coveted Mexico World Cup ’86 trophy.’


‘It’s not a trophy, it’s a manky, old, chipped mug and P.E.S.T.S. have NEVER won it,’ harrumphs Dug. ‘And are not likely to any time soon. V.E.R.M.I.N. always win.’


‘V.E.R.M.I.N.?’ I say. I’ve never heard this name before.


‘The Valiant Educatorium for Rogue, Mischievous and Impertinent Nasties. They are our sister school in the garden shed, and we shall be competing against them,’ explains Dr Krapotkin, enthusiastically. ‘Now, I know some of you have your doubts’ – she looks pointedly at Dug – ‘and have heard stories of our losses from your older siblings, but honestly, darlinks, I do believe this year will be our year. I can feel it in my waters.’


‘But V.E.R.M.I.N. are so mean, miss,’ protests Dug.


‘I concede they are a little on the … tough side, darlink? … Life on the Outside can do that to a creature … but that does not make them unbeatable.’


‘But if they already live Outside then that means we are going to be challenging them on their own ground … That’s a home advantage to them,’ adds Webbo.


‘I am afraid, as the current holders of the trophy, they get to pick. But don’t be worrying, like I said’ – Dr Krapotkin draws herself up and puffs out her chest with a slight wheeze – ‘I am strongly believing it will most definitely be coming home with us this year, so next year we will get to choose.’


‘That doesn’t help us now, though, does it?’ sighs Dug.


I’ve never seen him so down. ‘Come on.’ I give him a playful nudge. ‘It might be fun.’


In fact, I think it’s going to be a lot more than fun. I’m going to go into the garden, for the first time EVER. I am sooooo excited.
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