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So you DON’T love your parents. This has been noted and your parents will be informed just before Christmas.


To help you survive in The Darkness we have designed an Anti-Contamination Suit that can be assembled from household objects.


All readers are required to wear this suit before proceeding.


ANTI-CONTAMINATION SUIT
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I can’t keep you away, can I?


You’ll be glad to hear that things have changed since you were here last. They had to. I was losing too many guests. Not to food poisoning, bed bugs or accidents in the kitchen – like that poor girl Brenda who fell into the in-SINK-erator and made such a mess of my Venetian splash-back tiles – but to GENUINE misunderstandings. It would appear that some of my guests were SCARED of ME! I can’t think why.


Was it the fact that I hide millipedes in my beard or dry my hands on the backs of children’s hair?


Was it was the cane I swish when I patrol the corridor or the severed fingers I leave sticking out of wall plugs to warn children of the dangers of electricity?


Was it was my love of maggots in muesli for breakfast or the funny little way I have of clearing my throat onto guests’ scrambled eggs?


If it was any of these, I alopogise. There, I’ve said it.


Now that you have no more reason to fear me, you can have no more reason not to stay. That’s settled then.


Your room’s still ready.


Shall we do our little test to see how BAD you really are? I wouldn’t want anyone sampling the inhospitality of the Hothell Darkness without being really sure that they deserved it.


ANSWER TRUTHFULLY


When you pass a mirror do you glance casually at your reflection or hug up for a bit of self-snogging?


1. Would you like my last Rolo? (Of course you would, you pig. You’ve had all the rest.)


2. If a person has twelve apples, a melon, four peaches, two grapefruit and eighteen oranges in one hand; and one side of beef, fourteen yoghurts, a bottle of squash, twelve loo rolls, three cartons of ice cream, two packets of chocolate fingers, six bags of crisps, twenty-one potatoes and a carton of chocolate milk in the other, why aren’t you helping them carry the shopping?


3. Who ate all the pies?


If your answers are ‘Yes’, ‘Yes’, ‘Don’t Know’ and ‘Me!’ you are a ‘Me!’ Monster and are well bad enough to stay in this hothell. If your answers vary in any way at all, you can stay too, because I’ve locked the front door now and put the key in my underpants. OK?


Just in case you were thinking of trying to steal the keys back, you should know this; I haven’t changed my underpants in years. That’s why I crunch when I walk.


If you want something to do while you’re slowly rotting in your room, you could always read our Visitor’s Book. It contains the stories of some of our other guests, which is why I call it The Book of Grizzly Tales – because they are not nice stories. Oh, dear me, no! They’re horrible. The children in these stories are all Me! Monsters, which means they only think about themselves.


Me! Me! Me! Me! Me! Me! Me! Me! Me! Me! Me! Me!


There’s one of them shouting now, because the bath oil’s too hot (it doesn’t work if it’s not boiling).


Me! Me! Me! Me! Me! Me! Me! Me! Me! Me! Me! Me!


And there’s the rest of them. That’s the trouble with Me! Monsters, they all sound the same.
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Except for that one. That guest came to a particularly sticky end, unlike this first tale which comes from a particularly sticky beginning.


Read the following essay and see if you can make sense of it.


a short history of me


my name is bs brogan i was born under the mark of the broken typewriter a 1925 frontstroke maskelyne grasshopper in a basement room underneath the typewriter repair shop where my grandfather worked for fifty years i was a normal looking child with a shock of black hair and toes that pointed inwards like a question mark the doctors bound them with splints until they grew straight i crawled when i was one and walked when i was two but i didnt speak until i was six my silence caused my parents much worry the doctors ran tests on me to see if i was deaf or dumb but i was neither i did not want to speak and therefore i did not but then i did and everything i had never said rushed out of my mouth like a waterfall and when i try to write it down it comes out of my pen so fast that this is how it looks no time to stop no time to pause just words and words jostling for position on the page facts and thoughts and truths competing for space silly facts like when im not at school or home i live in batty wood where goblins keep the man in the moon awake by grinding their teeth my mummy was a beauty queen and my daddy plays dominoes on saturday night with a horse called fiddle at least i think its a horse and i think its names fiddle because it cant speak and has never actually told me to my face talking of which i have got a little nose brown eyes and teeth in my mouth that im sure once belonged to ann boleyn one of henry the eighths dead wives who had her head cut off and teeth put into a jar of beetroot pickle which is where i found them


This essay, entitled ‘A Short History Of Me’, was written by a nine-year-old boy. His name, as you’ve probably guessed, was B.S. Brogan and he had a short but rather noisy life.


The Night-night Porter
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Having wilfully remained silent for the first six years of his life, when he did finally speak, words poured out of B.S. Brogan in a torrent of gobbledygook.





Typical Me! Monster





His grandfather did not own a typewriter shop and had never mended a 1925 model of a Frontstroke Maskelyne Grasshopper typewriter. It’s true that his feet were bent inwards at birth like a question mark, as if his body was questioning its own existence, but he had never played in Batty Wood, the Man in the Moon had not complained about noisy goblins, and if his father had ever played dominoes with a horse he’d kept it a closely guarded secret. As for the teeth; he had seen a pair of wooden teeth in the Tower of London when he was three, but they weren’t Ann Boleyn’s and he certainly didn’t find them in a jar of beetroot pickle. They had belonged to a strange, blue-eyed monk who had stopped in front of his pushchair outside the Bloody Tower and smiled knowingly revealing a mouthful of uneven brown teeth. B.S. Brogan had always remembered the monk, because of his shock of bleached blond hair.


Once he had started to speak, B.S Brogan made up for six years of self-imposed silence by talking non-stop. It was as if he had never heard anything quite so beautiful as the sound of his own voice. The day after the words arrived his worried parents rushed into the doctor for a check up.


‘And your name is?’ said the doctor.


my name is bs brogan hello are you a doctor a medical doctor i mean not a doctor of philosophy because i wouldnt ask a doctor of philosophy what was wrong with me unless i had a problem with my soul not my shoe sole my eternal soul talking of eternal its a new perfume for girls and boys i think although ive never met a boy who wears perfume not a nice smelling perfume ive met plenty of boys who wear natural perfume and stink is that a stethoscope round your neck that word sounds like bathyscaphe which is what men dive to the bottom of the ocean in but why would a doctor need one of those unless you wanted to dive into my blood and look for a giant squid


This splurge of nonsense would have continued all day had the doctor not stopped it by inserting a lollipop into B.S. Brogan’s gob.


‘My goodness,’ he exclaimed, as the noise was plugged, ‘he does like to talk, doesn’t he?’


‘He doesn’t know when to stop,’ said his mother.


‘His constant drivel is driving us nuts,’ added his father. ‘Is there nothing you can do?’


‘Nothing at all,’ said the doctor. ‘It has to get worse before it gets better!’


This perked up B.S. Brogan’s mother no end. ‘So it will get better?’


‘Oh yes,’ said the doctor, ‘when he dies. I don’t think you’ve fully grasped what’s happened. In those early years when he refused to speak his brain was filling up with the words he wasn’t using. It swelled and swelled until eventually it exploded!’
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‘His brain has exploded?’ gasped his mother.


‘Like a huge roaring river bursting its banks,’ laughed the doctor. ‘All those words are just swimming around inside his head like dead cows on a flood plain.’
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For the next three years, the blather-fest of bilge that poured from their son’s mouth drove Mr and Mrs Brogan crazy. It was like living with a steam train in the sitting room; chatterbox, chatterbox, chatterbox choo …


The noise went on day and night, depriving not just B.S. Brogan’s parents of sleep, but their neighbours too. Before long people started moving out of the area. Even the rats relocated to a sewer in Birmingham.


Then one Tuesday morning, when B.S. Brogan was nine, Mrs Brogan suddenly slapped her hands over her ears and screamed, ‘STOP!!’


Sensing that his wife had reached the end of her tether Mr Brogan suggested a trip to the zoo, hoping that being outdoors might lessen the noise. All it did was lessen the population of the zoo. By lunchtime, B.S. Brogan’s witless chatter had bored the mynah birds to death, caused three Japanese snapping turtles to commit harikari on their sunning stone and reduced the number of lemmings in the world by three hundred and fifty thousand.


‘My, that went well,’ mocked Mrs Brogan after the family had been escorted off the premises.


no it did not said B.S. Brogan if you hadnt scared all the animals to death with your miserable face they might have let us stay
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With nine came a new problem. The words still poured out of his mouth, but now when he didn’t have anything nice to say B.S. Brogan would say something nasty.


At school, nobody wanted to sit next to him. This was not just because he talked through every lesson, but also because his rudeness meant that the teacher always had her eye on him.


kumquats are delicious if you marinade them in milk and sprinkle a sprig of rosemary on top i got that from a recipe book im writing called milky kumquat recipes by bs brogan thats me you see but you probably knew that already because theres a big clue every morning when our form teacher miss tiddlypush her at the front with the fat arms and big black moustache like a mexican footballer takes the register im the boy who puts up his hand when she calls out the name bs brogan


‘What did you just say?!’ gasped Miss Tiddlypush, hiding her top lip with the board wipe. ‘I do NOT have a big black moustache like a Mexican footballer!’ She moved him into a desk on his own, but it made no difference. He carried on chatting whether people were listening or not.


when i was seven i had a monkey with a big black moustache it was a chinchilla called caroline which is an incredible coincidence because miss tiddlypush is called caroline too as well as looking like a monkey with a beard oh look everyone thats gross that new girl fatimahs picking her nose ugh save some room for lunch fatimah


When Fatimah cried B.S. Brogan was moved into the corridor outside the headmistress’s office where he carried on talking to the wall. From there he was moved into the office itself, where the headmistress gave him a talking-to. Unfortunately her talking to was not as loud or as long as the talking-to that B.S. Brogan gave her, and four hours later he emerged from her office the victor.


When the headmistress resigned, citing as her reason ‘exhaustion from listening to B.S. Brogan’s tripe-talk’, the school governors decided that B.S. Brogan had a nasty case Me-At-The-Centre-of-The-Universe syndrome which manifested itself in verbal diarrhoea and a fear of listening to anyone else’s voice. They asked the School Nurse to cure him, but after four days of treatment, she was baffled.
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