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For Caspar




THE END


Nelson Green and his seven invisible monsters have been through a lot together. They have travelled halfway around the world and rescued Nelson’s sister from a water monster living in the jungle. They have faced and fought a gang of jelly freaks, teleported by eating an exploding stone, ridden a herd of hypnotized cows, leaped into canyons, flown over oceans, driven illegally and parked very badly, they’ve been shot out of the sky, raised the soul of a dead buffoon, cheated at rugby, brought Professor Doody and Nelson’s Uncle Pogo back from death’s door and defeated a truly terrible monster with the help of a cuddly toy rhino and a volcano. But Nelson’s greatest challenge lies ahead: he must now decide how this story will end. Will he be able to continue living together with the seven monsters extracted from his soul, or will he have to bring their friendship to a close? He had better work it out soon, for somewhere out there, a mysterious man is plotting to destroy Nelson’s life.


It is time to begin the beginning of the end . . .




A BRUSH WITH DEATH


Saturday evening. Dinner-time.


‘Well, what would you like to hear first: the good news or the bad news?’ Uncle Pogo had laid his knife and fork together on his empty dinner plate. He was nervous. He had finished his food way before anyone else and was now fidgeting in his seat. It was Celeste who answered on behalf of everyone at the table.


‘The bad news, obviously. I mean, no one asks to hear the good news first, do they?’


‘No. No, I suppose they don’t,’ said Uncle Pogo, pressing a napkin against his forehead and taking a deep breath that he then released as a dry whistle. ‘Right. Here goes. The bad news. Doody and I, we’ve decided . . . we’re not going to be working on the TV show together any more.’ Pogo glanced at Doody, who gave him a reassuring smile.


‘What?’ exclaimed Nelson, Celeste and their parents all at once.


‘Why?’ said Celeste, which made Uncle Pogo push back his seat and look up to the ceiling as if the answer were written there.


‘The show’s a hit, isn’t it?’ said Nelson’s father, Stephen.


‘It is, it is,’ agreed Pogo, nodding and smiling.


‘Have you two had a fight or something?’ said Nelson’s mum.


‘Nah, Tamsin, we ain’t had a fight,’ said Doody with a chuckle. He was about to eat another chunk of garlic bread but decided instead to lay his hand on Uncle Pogo’s wrist in a show of support. ‘Me and Pogo felt like it would put too much pressure on us in the future if we’re together at work and at home.’ He turned to smile at Pogo.


There was silence for a moment, and then Nelson’s mother gasped.


‘Oh, you’re kidding me,’ she whispered, as if she dared not believe what she was thinking.


‘What?’ said Nelson. ‘I don’t get it.’


Uncle Pogo shook his head and smiled nervously. ‘It’s not a joke, Tamsin.’


Celeste put her hand to her mouth.


‘Really? You and Doody?’ she said, her eyes wide.


‘Yep. That’s the good news,’ said Pogo.


‘Ha ha! I don’t believe it!’ roared Nelson’s father as he slapped the table. ‘I don’t flippin’ believe it!’


‘What?’ repeated Nelson. ‘I don’t get it. What’s going on?’


‘Well, see, that’s the good news, mate,’ said Doody, turning to Nelson. ‘Me and your uncle have decided to live together. And on top of that we’re gonna get married.’


The scream of delight from Nelson’s mother was so high-pitched that for the first time in three and a half years, Minty – the world’s laziest dog – leaped up from the kitchen floor and began barking like crazy.


‘Married?’ said Nelson, who was clearly behind everyone else in understanding what was going on.


‘Yeah, I’m gonna marry this fella – you’ll have two uncles now!’ said Doody, and he laughed at the sight of everyone but Nelson losing their minds with happiness.


‘Champagne!’ cried Nelson’s father as he jumped from his seat.


‘We haven’t got any!’ cried Nelson’s mother.


‘Oh. What about that fizzy wine the Clarks brought with them last time?’


Nelson’s mother pulled a face.


‘Married?’ repeated Nelson, but no one heard him over Minty’s incessant barking.


‘Quiet, Minty! Shush! Stop it!’ snapped Nelson’s mother.


‘Wait! Can I be a bridesmaid?’ said Celeste.


‘Actually, we were going to ask if you would,’ said Uncle Pogo. He laughed, clearly relieved to have dished out the big news.


‘I knew it! Didn’t I say they might get married?’ Nelson’s mother had grabbed Doody and pulled close enough to kiss him.


‘No! You’ve never said that once,’ said Nelson’s father, but before she could protest – Pop! The cork shot out of the bottle of fizzy wine he was holding, bounced off the ceiling and hit Minty on the nose.


Bark, bark, bark, bark! Bark!
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‘Minty! Minty, stop! You’re gonna give yourself a heart attack!’ said Nelson’s father as he rushed to pour the wine into the glasses on the table.


It’s been said that a brush with death can sometimes make a person feel more alive. A mere swipe of death’s cold cloak and immediately your senses feel sharp and powerful, allowing you to experience the true value of things you might once have taken for granted. From the stupidly juicy pear you ate yesterday to the friend who has always been there for you, things that seemed ordinary or humdrum suddenly feel like gifts to be cherished.


Doody and Uncle Pogo’s decision to marry, and do so quickly, was the result of a run-in with a really horrible monster. Their injuries were terrible and the doctors had not expected either of them to live, but then a miracle happened: their broken bones began to mend very quickly indeed. The breaks fused in the same time it takes a spider to spin a web, and the two men left the hospital only a few days after the accident, the doctors staring after them opened-mouthed with disbelief.


Flushed with relief at finding themselves alive and well, the two men realized that something amazing had been hiding right under their noses all this time. They were in love. They were the most alive, the most lovely and the silliest version of themselves when they were together, and they wanted to celebrate it right now. To sing it from the rooftops! And what better way to celebrate love than by declaring it in front of everyone you know and dancing the night away at the mother of all wedding parties?
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(You may have noticed I used the word ‘miracle’ earlier to describe their healing process. It was in fact a magical medicine administered secretly by Nelson and his seven monsters, but neither Pogo nor Doody knew about this.)


‘Oh my gosh. You two are gonna have the best wedding ever,’ said Celeste, and Doody laughed.


‘Mate,’ said Doody, grabbing Celeste’s hand to squeeze it. ‘It’s gonna be legendary.’


‘When, when, when?’ said Nelson’s mother while clapping her hands.


‘Two weeks from Saturday,’ answered Uncle Pogo with a slight wince.


‘Two weeks?’ said Nelson’s parents in perfect unison.


‘We just thought, what’s the point in waiting around?’ said Doody. ‘Besides, they had a last-minute cancellation at the wedding venue so we’re getting a good discount.’


Celeste squealed with delight. Minty continued to bark furiously. Nelson’s mother turned up the radio that was halfway through playing ‘Sweet Caroline’ by Neil Diamond, and though this joyful song was very old, it seemed to have been written for precisely this occasion.


‘Wow,’ said Nelson. He had finally registered what was going on. His uncle and Doody were going to be married. If you had told Nelson this was going to happen before tonight he would never have believed it, but sitting here and seeing how happy the two of them were, it suddenly made all the sense in the world.


And in a bicycle workshop not too far from this happy scene, seven monsters felt what Nelson was feeling and they all cheered for Doody and Pogo.




THE BOUNCING BOY


Stan, Miser, Spike, Nosh, Puff, Hoot and Crush loved the bicycle workshop that was their new home. Not only was it a reassuringly short distance from Nelson’s home, it was also private, which made for a much more relaxing residence compared to Nelson’s back garden, where there was a constant threat of being discovered. It certainly beat their other home, which had been with the animals in London Zoo. For the first time since they had been brought into existence, Nelson’s monsters felt a sense of peace. Ivan had played a large part in creating this haven for them. Not only was he a tolerant soul who enjoyed their antics and taught them sign language, but Ivan was also Celeste’s boyfriend – and Celeste was Nelson’s sister – and these deep connections to Nelson only made the monsters feel more at home.
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Nelson shared his monsters’ feelings of being settled. Only a few weeks ago, Nelson could never have imagined his life would feel this close to normal again. Here he was, washing up plates in the sink while Celeste cleared the table, and not a single worry on his mind. Everyone else was now in the living room, playing music and exploding with laughter every few seconds. It was such a rude and rowdy kind of laughter that Nelson found himself laughing too.


Looking up from the sink, Nelson noticed a light had switched on in their neighbour’s garden. It was always doing this because it was activated by a motion sensor, though tonight it hadn’t been triggered by the usual cat or cheeky fox.


‘He’s out on the trampoline again. Look,’ said Nelson, switching off the kitchen lights so that they would both be unseen. Celeste peered over Nelson’s shoulder into their garden.


‘Oh, poor George,’ she said with a sigh. The boy next door, George, was always spying on Nelson’s family, and since his parents had bought him a trampoline, George had used it to get an even better look at what they were up to. For George, there was no video game or TV show as interesting as whatever the Greens were up to. Tonight’s rowdy dinner party had clearly made George curious and he was bouncing very high indeed.
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‘Look at him, bouncing up and down. It’s the saddest sight I’ve ever seen. Why don’t you just invite him over once in a while?’ said Celeste.


‘I tried that, remember?’ said Nelson. ‘We played Swingball together, and then one day I accidentally smacked him in the face with the ball and he left without saying anything. Never came back.’


George continued to bounce in a regular rhythm, his face always focused on their house, his arms stiff by his side.


‘He’s just shy, that’s all. And so are you most of the time. Give him a second chance. He’ll have got over being smacked in the face by now.’


‘Oh yeah? Watch this.’ Nelson flicked on the kitchen light switch and waved at George.


And with that, George disappeared.


‘Oh, that was mean!’ said Celeste, shoving Nelson in the shoulder and picking up another glass from the drying rack.


Nelson laughed as if he didn’t care, but he did care. George was a boy his own age who wanted to make friends but didn’t know how, and Nelson knew exactly what that felt like. Not long ago he had been friendless too. But that was before the monsters appeared.


Ping! Celeste dried her hands on the back of her jeans and picked up her phone to read the text message.


‘Cactus juice? Do you know anything about cactus juice?’ she asked Nelson.


‘Yeah, I’ve got a bottle of it upstairs. Why?’


‘Well, apparently your monsters need it urgently. Like, right now.’


Nelson’s parents were too busy partying in the living room with Pogo and Doody to notice how late it was when they agreed to let Nelson and Celeste visit Ivan. Nelson was now sat on the back of Celeste’s bicycle, his legs spread out wide to avoid getting his feet caught in the spokes, a water bottle filled with cactus juice in his jacket pocket, as his sister coasted around the narrow lanes of North East London.


‘What’s so special about this cactus juice then?’ she asked as they headed towards Ivan’s house.


‘It’s the stuff we gave to Uncle Pogo and Doody to fix them, remember? It’s like a kind of miracle cure.’


‘Oh, that stuff. But I thought you got it from Spike.’


Nelson’s monster Spike, who looked exactly like a walking, talking cactus, was able to produce this magical elixir from his nose. Yes, the idea of drinking something that was extracted from someone’s nose is disgusting, but this is a story with monsters, so I’m afraid you’ll just have to deal with it.


‘We do. Normally Spike can just sneeze it out of his nose so I don’t know why they need my supply,’ said Nelson.


Celeste stopped at a main crossroads and waited for the lights to change. A filthy little white van rattled to a stop beside them. The idling engine made an awful whining sound as if the poor van were complaining of stomach ache.


‘Does the cactus juice mean one of your monsters might be hurt?’ Celeste had to speak up to be heard over the noisy van.


‘I’d know if any of them were hurt. I’d feel it. So . . . so it must be someone else who needs it.’


The lights turned green and Celeste pushed off. ‘Well, it’s not Ivan. I think I’d know if he was hurt, too.’


The van rattled past them, belching black smoke from its exhaust. Nelson pressed his face into the back of his sister’s coat to keep from breathing in the fumes.


‘Yuck!’ shouted Celeste, hoping the driver could hear.


By the time Nelson looked up from her coat they were coasting down a cul-de-sac lined with old, white terraced houses. Thanks to the street lights, everything appeared a muddy-orange colour, even the fruit bats.


That’s right, I just said ‘fruit bats’.


‘Waaah!’ cried Celeste, and she had every right to yell because there were at least a dozen fruit bats flying towards her at head height. She closed her eyes and stiffened her arms as the bats flew right past them.
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‘Don’t worry, Cel! They’re only fruit bats from London Zoo!’ Nelson looked over his shoulder as the bats vanished into the darkness above the street lights.


‘How do you know?’ said Celeste, who had thankfully opened her eyes again by now.


‘Cos they came into my bedroom once!’


‘You’re joking?’


‘No! My monsters met the bats when they were living at London Zoo. They worked out they could use the bats’ high-frequency signals to communicate over really long distances.’


Celeste was still not used to the strange things Nelson told her, but instead of showing how baffled she was, she made a point of forging ahead as if it were no big deal.


‘Oh, you mean like a telephone?’


‘Exactly! So they used the bats to talk to me in an emergency!’


‘So . . . Who else do your monsters talk to apart from you?’


‘Uh . . . I dunno!’ Good question, thought Nelson. Who would his monsters have been communicating with this evening?


Whatever the answer was, Nelson was sure it had something to do with their urgent request for a bottle of cactus juice.


Celeste braked, and her bicycle came to a stop outside Ivan’s house, though it didn’t really look like a house. For generations it had been a workshop for timber merchants until one year the owners got tired of all that sawdust and fancied opening a fish and chip shop by the sea. They sold the place to a young graphic designer and her architect husband. With very little money but plenty of ingenuity and hard work, the couple transformed the inside of the warehouse into a home for themselves and their son, Ivan. Ivan was a tall and soulful seventeen-year-old. Like both his parents, he was deaf, and communicated mainly through sign language and lip-reading. His passion for bicycles, especially building them himself, had led to him taking over the workshop at the end of his garden to start his own build-and-repair business. Unbeknownst to his parents, Ivan’s workshop was also being used as a hideout for Nelson’s seven monsters, who at this very moment were all wearing gloves and freaking out about the terrible news they had just received from London Zoo.




MONSTERS IN GLOVES


The gloves had been Ivan’s idea.
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No one but Nelson could see or hear the monsters, but by having them all wear gloves, Ivan could not only see where they were, he could also use sign language to communicate with them. There was a fold-away blackboard for the monsters to write messages to Ivan, but teaching them all some basic sign language had made things more conversational.
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One of Nelson’s monsters, Hoot – a large golden bird with a silver beak and a very high opinion of himself – had taken to wearing a top hat in addition to the gloves. Hoot thought it made him look even more handsome than usual, and no amount of mockery from the others could convince him otherwise.
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As Nelson and Celeste entered Ivan’s workshop, Celeste saw seven pairs of floating gloves (and a top hat) rush towards her little brother. She stepped out of the way and turned to Ivan, who was pumping air into the front wheel of a bicycle.


Guess what? signed Celeste.


What? replied Ivan.


Pogo and Doody are going to get married! signed Celeste. Ivan’s eyebrows rose to their highest position as his brain processed this information. Then he grinned and burst into applause.


Nelson crouched so that Crush, the smallest of all his monsters, could leap into his arms and cling to his neck.


‘HONK!’ said the monster happily.


Being hugged by Crush felt wonderful. Like the deeply satisfying feeling of drinking hot chocolate when you’re very cold and tired, Crush sent a smile-inducing glow through Nelson’s body and brain. Crush had a delicious smell to him too, like the top of a newborn baby’s head, with a dash of caramel and a hint of baking bread.


All of the monsters had a distinctive aroma that only Nelson could smell. Stan, the bright-red and angry one with big horns and even bigger fists, smelt like used fireworks. Puff, the lazy one who resembled a large purple cat, gave off a scent that was a mix of lavender, vanilla and dusty library – unless he farted, and then the smell was so horrendous that even normal people could smell it. Nosh, the pink, glutinous, roly-poly member of the group, gave off the unmistakeable tang of the revolting juice that collects at the bottom of a bin, along with whatever he had just eaten. Hoot, the vain bird in the top hat, gave off a fake peachy smell. It reminded Nelson of the floor-cleaning fluid used to mop the school toilets. Miser, the greedy one shaped like a blue egg, with bulbous roving eyes and rubbery roving tentacles, smelt like the school toilets before they used the peach-scented floor cleaner. Finally we come to Spike, the envious cactus lookalike, who smelt faintly of lemons.


Despite their peculiar smells, looks and personalities, and the fact that none of them was as cuddly or affectionate as Crush, Nelson loved all his monsters equally.


‘What’s going on? Why do you need the cactus juice?’ he asked now, holding up the bottle. All of them answered at once and Nelson couldn’t understand a word.


‘Whoa! Stop! One at a time! Miser, what’s going on? I just saw the fruit bats outside.’


Though Miser rarely showed emotion, those bulbous eyes of his lit up at being the one chosen to answer Nelson. He cleared his throat before speaking.


‘Master Nelson, thanks to the fruit bats, we have received a message from London Zoo. Tango the gorilla is dying.’


‘What do you mean?’ As Nelson spoke, Crush closed his eyes and hugged Nelson’s neck even tighter.


‘According to the bats, she had a fight with the new male gorilla,’ said Miser hesitantly, and Stan, who could not bear it when someone didn’t get straight to the point, pushed Miser aside and finished the story.


‘The bats said Tango’s gonna be dead by morning if we don’t ’elp, all right?! So if we wanna save her, we gotta get that cactus juice to London Zoo or Tango’s little baby will be left without a mum.’


‘HOOOONK!’ went Crush.


‘Can I ask what’s going on yet?’ asked Celeste from across the room.


‘Uh . . . hang on, Cel,’ said Nelson.


‘Master Nelson, we needed your supply of cactus juice, for once again Spike has been sitting too close to the wood burner and dried out.’ Miser pointed to Spike, who was standing at the back of the group looking very sorry for himself. Spike’s rubbery green flesh had turned wrinkly and woody in texture. He sneezed and out of his nostrils flew a little cloud of dust rather than the usual magic green elixir.


‘Spike! You know this happens if you dry out!’ said Nelson.


‘I was cold! Anyway, not my fault if I fall asleep by the fire. Someone should’ve woken me up,’ groaned Spike.


‘Nah, never your fault, is it, Spike?! Naaah! Always someone else’s fault.’ Stan clearly wanted to give Spike a slap, but the angry monster wasn’t going anywhere near those cactus needles.

OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/titlepage.jpg
GARTH JENNINGS

e DURSE o o

DEADLY






OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg12.jpg
D

. ﬂf
I

._‘”1

—

.
: A H' /;’

v, v | V;,‘s'
»»,;9\’(4‘{%»,4:.‘(. “ = ¢

| /;
iy






OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/cover.jpg
NoSH NELSON






OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg11.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg22.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg22c.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg22a.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg22b.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg19.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg16.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg14.jpg





