

[image: cover]








  


[image: fulltitle.jpg]


Geri Halliwell


Illustrated by Rian Hughes


MACMILLAN CHILDREN’S BOOKS








 
 




To Bluebell. Little girl, big imagination.
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and the Angry Giant


Ugenia woke up in her usual action-hero, Hunk Roberts way – leaping over the bed and dashing straight into the bathroom. There, she gave herself an extra-special toothpaste-advert smile as she brushed her teeth in the mirror. It was the end of September and a sunny weekend. Ugenia was really excited, as one of her best friends, Crazy Trevor, was coming over to play football on the green.





 Ugenia quickly pulled on her clothes and tugged a hairbrush through her hair. She bounded down the stairs just as the front doorbell was ringing. Ugenia opened the door to find Trevor with a football tucked under his arm and a small person standing next to him. It was Peachy Melba, his half-sister (they had the same mum, but different dads).
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‘Er, Ugenia, is it all right if I leave Peachy with you for a bit?’ asked Trevor. ‘I have to go and do something.’





Ugenia looked down at the little girl. She had golden caramel skin and wild frizzy hair.


‘Hmm, I don’t know. That sounds like a lot of work to me,’ said Ugenia.


‘If you look after Peachy, you can borrow this amazing leather football,’ pleaded Trevor. ‘As long as you’re careful with it, because my neighbour Spike has lent it to me. I’ve promised to give it back in one piece, otherwise he’s promised me a black eye.’


Ugenia stared at Peachy Melba, who looked like a scared mouse, and then at the amazing red football.


‘Well, perhaps she won’t be too much trouble after all,’ Ugenia sighed. ‘Yeah, sure, I’ll look after it and your little sister. Hi, Peachy, nice to meet you.’





Peachy Melba said nothing and gave a very timid smile.


‘She can be a little tricky,’ whispered Trevor as he handed over Peachy Melba and the red leather football, then quickly backed away.


‘You don’t seem tricky to me,’ Ugenia said to Peachy Melba as she closed the door behind Trevor. ‘You’re just a bit shy, right? OK now, Peachy, would you like to visit Granny Betty’s house for a game of footy? She’s my really cool great-grandmother, who’s 101 years old but doesn’t act it, that’s for sure!’


Peachy Melba still said nothing and gave another very timid smile.


‘OK, I’ll take that as a yes then,’ said Ugenia, taking Peachy’s hand. Grabbing

 her house keys, Ugenia closed the door behind her before walking over to her gran’s house, just around the corner.
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Granny Betty lived in a decrepit little cottage with a rusty old car in the front garden that hadn’t been driven for years. Next door to her was a very large house that was almost completely hidden by

very high red-brick walls. There was an enormous magnolia tree which seemed to be creeping over the walls as if it was peering into Granny Betty’s garden, and a new sign that said:





KEEP OUT – INTRUDERS ENTER AT YOUR OWN RISK





Just as Ugenia was about to go into Granny Betty’s house, something next door caught her attention – a large wooden door in the wall creaked opened. Ugenia stared as a gigantic nose curled round it,

 followed by a huge hand, then suddenly the door was slammed shut and whoever it was disappeared behind it again.
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Peachy Melba said nothing, but gave a very frightened smile and trembled as she stared at the high walls guarding Granny Betty’s neighbour’s property.
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‘Hmm, I wonder who that was?’ Ugenia looked puzzled. ‘I bet my Granny Betty will know,’ she said as she rang the doorbell.


A couple of minutes later they could hear heels tottering down the hallway and then the door was flung open. Granny Betty threw her arms around Ugenia and gave her a hug 

 that was just a little bit too hard.


‘Come in, come in! You’re just in time for tea and Christmas cake!’ she announced (even though it clearly wasn’t Christmas, it was actually early autumn!).


‘Hello, Granny, meet Peachy Melba,’ said Ugenia.


‘Hello, my dear Peachy, how are you?’ said Granny Betty.


Peachy said nothing and gave a very timid smile.


‘She’s Crazy Trevor’s half-sister,’ explained Ugenia. ‘And a little shy.’


Ugenia and Peachy Melba walked into Granny Betty’s living room, which smelt a bit of mothballs. There were two large red armchairs beside a gas fire. One was empty, but in the other was Mrs. Wisteria, Granny  

 Betty’s neighbour from across the road — a very skinny woman with her hair pulled tightly into a bun. She was drinking a cup of tea from a yellow china cup and had her white poodle, Rupert, at her feet. She looked as if she had just sucked a rather sour lemon.
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‘Hello, Mrs. Wisteria,’ said Ugenia. ‘Hello, Rupert,’ she added, patting the dog’s head. ‘This is my friend Peachy Melba.’


Peachy Melba said nothing and gave a timid smile.





‘Now, tell me what’s been going on with you. I want to know everything!’ said Granny Betty as she sliced Ugenia and Peachy Melba a piece of Christmas cake.


‘Well, actually, Gran, I want to know about your new neighbour with the big hands and large nose?’ said Ugenia. ‘I’ve never seen him before. What’s behind the high brick walls? And why the big sign?’


Mrs Wisteria spat out her tea and dropped her yellow cup on the floor as she began to choke on her Christmas cake.


‘You don’t want to go meddling with the likes of him – that man’s a monster! He’s evil! Stay away from him!’ she spat in between swallowing the last few mouthfuls of cake. ‘He’s an angry giant who would eat up someone like you for breakfast.’





‘An angry giant?’ gasped Ugenia.


Peachy Melba began to tremble in terror.


‘Now now, that’s enough, Mrs Wisteria,’ said Granny Betty. ‘He’s a bit of a mystery, that’s for sure, but we don’t need to frighten the children.’


Granny Betty decided it was best to change the subject and talk about something different. ‘Lovely weather we’re having, aren’t we?’ she said as she readjusted her large, floppy orange sun hat (even though she was indoors).


‘Yes, marvellous,’ said Mrs Wisteria as she began to discuss the price of milk or something that sounded like ‘blah blah blah’ to Ugenia.


Ugenia felt very bored, so she decided to lead Peachy Melba out into the garden.

‘Peachy Melba and I are going to play some footy, Granny Betty,’ she called over her shoulder. ‘Fancy a game?’


‘Ooh, I’d love to, but I’ve really got to work on my indoor cartwheels,’ said Granny Betty. ‘But you go ahead and have a kickabout.’


So Ugenia and Peachy Melba took the amazing red leather football and began kicking it about in Granny’s back garden. It was a large patch of grass that curved round the side of the cottage before joining the front garden where the rusty car was parked. The back garden also had a vegetable patch and a few rose bushes that climbed up the next-door neighbour’s tall red-brick walls.


‘I wonder what it would be like to meet

 this angry giant,’ said Ugenia as she kicked the ball to Peachy Melba. ‘Probably really scary!’


Peachy Melba said nothing, but gave a trembling smile as she kicked the ball feebly back to Ugenia.
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‘I wonder how he eats little children for breakfast? Does he smell them out with his big nose? And then snap them with his huge

 hands? And cook them in the oven?’ said Ugenia as she kicked the ball back again to Peachy Melba.


Peachy Melba said nothing and gave a look of terror, but this time she whacked the amazing red leather football back so hard it flew straight over Ugenia’s head, over the high red-brick wall, and straight into the angry giant’s property. There was an almighty crash. Ugenia and Peachy Melba heard the sound of breaking glass.
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