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1
the monster machine



Some days are exciting. Some days are boring. And some days are exciting, boring, funny, scary, tiring and — if they involve juicy green grass — delicious, especially if you’re a guinea pig. For Fuzzy, Coco and Eduardo, this day started out boring.


Well, it was boring for Coco, because Terry, the techno-whizz-kid from next door, was teaching Fuzzy how to fix the TV remote control. And all Coco wanted to do was talk about the new bow she’d got for her hair.


‘First you need to check if the batteries have run out,’ instructed Terry.


‘OK,’ said Fuzzy.


‘Then you need to check if the signal is broken,’ Terry continued.


‘OK,’ said Fuzzy.


‘It also helps if it’s the right remote control,’ added Coco. ‘That’s the one for the CD player.’
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‘I can make any remote control work anything,’ said Terry proudly.


‘Well, excuse me for trying to be helpful,’ said Coco, looking out of the window. She suddenly flung herself on to the pile of cushions the guinea pigs had used to bounce on to the sofa. Then she raced across the living-room carpet, along the landing, wriggled backwards down the stairs into the kitchen, scuttled across the floor and was just about to leap out of the cat flap when it was shoved open from the outside. A red scooter ridden by a handsome silver and black guinea pig landed on the doormat, on top of Coco.
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‘You could have knocked,’ said Coco, picking herself up.


‘Señor–ita,’ panted Eduardo. ‘I – no – time – have – for – the – knocking.’ He gasped between each word.


‘Could you breathe or talk, instead of doing both quite badly at the same time,’ she chattered crossly. Eduardo didn’t seem to have noticed her new bow either.


Coco had a bad habit of sometimes being mean to people she really loved. She was mean to Fuzzy, her hutch-mate, she was mean to Eduardo, whom she secretly liked, and sometimes she was even mean to the Queen, with whom she used to live at Buckingham Palace.


Eduardo started gabbling in Spanish because he didn’t have time to work out what he wanted to say in English. (Eduardo spoke Spanish because he was from Peru.)


‘Whoa, slow down!’ Fuzzy had come down to the kitchen with Terry to find out what was going on. Eduardo repeated what he had just said, this time in English.


‘In the copse there is a huge monster!’ Eduardo lived in a cosy burrow in the copse at the bottom of Fuzzy and Coco’s garden.


‘It is eating my house!’ Eduardo started to say that the monster was yellow and black, but the other guinea pigs didn’t hear because they had dived out of the cat flap almost as fast as Eduardo and his scooter had dived in.


‘That’s not a monster, it’s a digger!’ said Fuzzy when the guinea pigs arrived at the copse. ‘Haven’t you ever watched the Digger Channel?’
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What Fuzzy hadn’t expected, though, was to see a digger crashing over the flowers and ferns of their beloved copse. This shouldn’t happen! The copse was a quiet place. The loudest noise they’d ever heard out there apart from Eduardo singing was a butterfly’s burp.
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Now there came a noise even louder than the digger’s engine: ‘Right, mate. I’ll make a start tomorrow. I’ll have this place cleared before you can say sausage sandwich.’


It was a human voice. The guinea pigs looked up. Just above the giant rubber wheels of the digger, in the cab of the monster machine, sat a little round man with red cheeks, shouting into his mobile phone:
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‘I reckon I could fit half a dozen houses on here.’


‘Half a dozen!’ exclaimed Fuzzy. ‘There’s not even room for ten.’


Maths was not Fuzzy’s strong point.


‘Half a dozen is six,’ said Coco kindly, because she was kind most of the time.


‘Even one house is too many,’ said Eduardo sadly, scooting up to join them.


‘Too right,’ said Fuzzy, stamping his paw.


‘Ow,’ said Coco, because he had accidentally stamped on her paw.


‘Sorry! We need to do something about this,’ said Fuzzy.


‘We’re too small,’ said Eduardo. ‘Even I, Eduardo Julio Antonio del Monte, freedom fighter from the mighty mountains of Peru, cannot fight the giant metal machine.’
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