



  [image: cover]








    

       

    




    [image: ]








  



    

       

    




    Contents




    1. The Museum of Little Horrors




    2. Do Not Touch




    3. The Itch




    4. The Neck Check




    5. A Poisoned Pen




    6. A Not-So-Bald Spot, a New Dress and a Large Foot




    7. Four Sharp Teeth and a Pair of Bolts




    8. No Refunds




    9. In a Class of Their Own




    10. Check-Ups




    11. A Short But Hairy Encounter




    12. Cursed




    13. Mrs Abercrombie’s Marigolds




    14. Emergency Meeting




    15. Sporty Types




    16. The Crypt




    17. Back to Normal




    Appendix










  



    

       

    




    In the Station Waiting Room




    Things I’ve seen.




    I could tell you.




    All because I could tell you, doesn’t mean I will, though.




    I could do.




    Might do.




    If you’ve got a few minutes.




    Yes, take a seat, my boy. Take a pew. Trains won’t be running for ages, I hear. Some sort of trouble with the signals. May as well have a little story.




    You do want to hear it, don’t you? Of course you do. Even if you don’t, I might just tell you anyway. In fact, I might insist on telling you. I might not want you to go until you’ve heard every last word.




    So sit down, sit down and listen.




    Not in a hurry, are you? On your way home from school, eh? Don’t want to go and wait somewhere else, do you?




    Good.




    Not gripping you by the arm too tight, am I?




    Sorry about that. I’ll let go in a minute. Soon as I’ve closed the waiting-room door and jammed it shut with this bit of cardboard. There. No one can disturb us now. We’ll be snug as bugs.




    Make yourself comfortable then, and I’ll soon begin. Just a small sip from my little bottle of drink here. I’d offer you some, but it’s not really for passing round.




    One thing though – no questions, no interruptions, no hands in the air, no nipping off to the toilet midway through. None of that.




    And no asking how I happen to know all this either. I just do, see. That’s all you need to understand for now. I might tell you how I come to know about it all at the end of the story.




    Or there again, I might not.




    All depends, see. All depends.




    Because I might even be a different person by then.




    And come to that, so might you.




    In some ways, it’s enough to give you the creeps.




    If you haven’t got them already.




    Don’t get nightmares by any chance, do you?




    Oh dear. That’s a shame.




    Still, too late now, really. The story’s already begun, you might say.




    It’s all about some kids I used to know, see. About your age they were. Yes, now I come to think about it, they were probably no older than you . . .
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    They should have known better, the party from Charlton Road School. Especially Mr Ellis and Miss Bingham, because they were grown up and they were teachers. And Mrs Ormerod too, the parent helper.




    They should have known better and they should have put a stop to it straightaway, instead of encouraging it. But they didn’t. If anything they were as bad as the children, even worse.




    It started on the school trip, the educational one, where you had to bring a packed lunch and your own clipboard with your name on it. (The clipboard, not the lunch.)




    First there was a visit to the cathedral and the castle, then it was off to see the local Roman ruins, and then there was about an hour left in which to look around the town – the historical town of Munston, with all its various attractions.




    Mr Ellis had suggested that they linger a while in the cathedral. He had spotted a sign in the entrance, which pointed down towards the crypt and read This Way to the Saintly Relics. But the saintly relics were not of interest. There were other, more compelling things to see.




    The children were allowed to wander off on their own – at least on their own together. As long as there was a minimum of three to a group, they could go where they liked. They just had to be back at the bus by half past, that was all, or THERE WOULD BE TROUBLE – underlined and in capital letters. And no wandering off with strangers either. Or THERE WOULD BE EVEN MORE TROUBLE, underlined, in capital letters, and in italics as well.




    Munston wasn’t a very big place though and, sooner or later, once they had bought a few souvenirs, almost the whole class ended up at the one interesting and almost irresistible attraction – the Museum of Little Horrors. They gravitated towards it, almost as if compelled to go there, drawn to the place like nails to a powerful magnet.




    It wasn’t a very big place, not as museums go, and it wasn’t all that well advertised, though everyone seemed to find it just the same.




    There was just a board, set out in the cobbled square, with the name and the hours of opening and a big red arrow pointing towards a creepy, cobbled lane. It was the kind of lane which made you think of long-agos and far-aways, and once-upon-a-times. But for all that, there were several modern shops in the alleyway, one of which sold computers. And next to that was Ye Olde Thatched Tea Shoppe, which did indeed have a thatched roof, and big wide beams, and crooked windows and a crooked doorway. The whole place looked as if it might fall down at any moment.
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    At the end of the lane was the museum itself, the Museum of Little Horrors.




    It too was in an old, crooked building. It had a big, heavy oak door which you opened by lifting a latch and, when you did, a bell rang. It reverberated and echoed as your eyes got used to the darkness on entering after the bright sunlight outside.




    ‘Help you, my dears?’




    Mrs Abercrombie, her name badge said. She was big and bustling, all skirts and blouses with lace and flounces, and tiny half-moon glasses perched on the end of her nose. Her hair was greying and was tied up in a bun upon her head. It sat there like a cottage loaf, with a little dip in the middle.




    She sat just behind the entrance door in a little wooden cubicle marked Admissions, with a price list pinned up on the wall beside her. She appeared to be the only person there, both admissions lady and curator, owner and staff, the one who said what to do, and the one who did it. The museum seemed to be all hers and hers alone.




    ‘Come to see the exhibition, have you? Come to see the little horrors? Well, just be sure, my dears. Just be sure. Look awhile and think awhile before you go a-leaping, that’s the advice I always give.’




    Some of the visitors started tittering and sniggering at that, elbowing their friends in the ribs and getting attacks of the giggles. (But not the sensible ones, not them.)




    ‘Maybe it might be too frightening for you, dearies,’ Mrs Abercrombie went on. ‘Think carefully now before you take the plunge. Because once in, there’s no going back. You have to walk all the way round, right to the exit. And we don’t want you having nightmares after. We don’t want none of you getting the heebie-jeebies or the jitters or the wambling trots. We don’t want anyone falling off their skateboards later with delayed shock and their parents coming round complaining. No, it’s not for those of a nervous disposition in here, so consider yourself warned.’




    More titters, more nudging, then more restrained and reluctant silence which still threatened to erupt in an outbreak of laughter at any moment.




    Then, Mrs Abercrombie’s voice dropped down a notch or two; it became more hushed, more quiet, more confidential. Her now-attentive listeners craned forward to hear what she had to say, as she beckoned them closer still.




    ‘Come close now, dearies, come closer in. Room for everyone, that’s the way. Let those others waiting outside come in, then close the door behind you, and I’ll tell you what there is, so’s you can’t say you weren’t informed, so’s you’ll know what you’re letting yourselves in for.’




    They did as they were told. The door closed behind them with an ominous clunk and the room seemed to emit a soft but audible sigh of relief, as if glad to see the back of the daylight and have the dim darkness return.




    ‘Now then,’ Mrs Abercrombie said. ‘Take heed and pay attention. I’ll only say it once and not twice and definitely not a third time under any circumstances. Then, if you want to go, you can go. You can lift the latch and leave, and no shame either. Better that way than a lifetime of nightmares. For truly some don’t have either the heart nor the stomach for the Museum of Little Horrors. Now then.’




    It was quiet. The giggles had ceased. The visitors exchanged nervous glances, as if trying to divine each other’s intentions. Would they stay? Dare they?




    ‘It’s a unique exhibition, this is,’ Mrs Abercrombie said. ‘It was put together by Mr Abercrombie himself, of whom you have all surely heard, for his fame has doubtless spread far beyond his birthplace and out into the great wide world.’




    Her listeners nodded in agreement, although they had never heard of Mr Abercrombie, not once, not ever. But right now didn’t seem like a good time to mention that. Mrs Abercrombie had a convincing way with her. If she said that Mr Abercrombie was famous, then he was. Even if no one had heard of him.




    ‘Mr Abercrombie was an upholder of law and order in his working days—’




    ‘What’s that, Mrs Abercrombie?’ some brave soul asked. ‘“An upholder of law and order”?’




    ‘A sort of policeman,’ Mrs Abercrombie explained. ‘And quite a high-ranking one too, in the Department of Grisly Murders and Ghastly Goings On. The Law has many long arms, and his was one of the longest. He arrested many a famous and desperate criminal in his day. Then in his retirement he gave himself over to his study of the Dark Side.’




    ‘The Dark Side . . . ?’ voices murmured.




    Mrs Abercrombie silenced them with a scowl.




    There seemed to be a sudden gust of cold air from somewhere then. It made them all shiver, made them remember those fleeces and coats left behind on the bus. Too late to go back for them now though. Too late.




    ‘When I say the Dark Side, I mean the evil things that happen in this world,’ Mrs Abercrombie continued. ‘For Mr Abercrombie, same as myself, came from a long line of people as are blessed with “the gift”. The gift of psychic powers and spiritual insights, that is. He had that sixth sense that a good detective needs, and which often comes from being the seventh son of a seventh son – which he was too. Just as I’m the seventh daughter of a seventh daughter.




    ‘So, as I say, on retiring, he went back to his roots and gave himself over to studying good and evil and why one thing was one and not the other, and the mysteries behind all wickedness.




    ‘Yes, always looking for an explanation, he was. He maybe hoped to find it by collecting and studying all the odd bits and pieces he had encountered in his work – things from scenes of strangeness and wrongdoing.




    ‘These weren’t essential things needed for a trial and a conviction, but interesting bits and pieces, forgotten knicks and knacks. Or if a case was closed and the items were due to be thrown away, he’d rescue them and bring them home. Other things he acquired from elsewhere. I never really knew where he got them. But I’m talking about things dug up from unspeakable places now, things found at midnight, in cemetery or graveyard, by the pale light of a quarter-moon, as the wind howled and the owl screeched, and all else was still.’




    And there it was again, that cold, shuddering draught of air, which made her listeners tremble a little with the cold. Only was it the cold which made them tremble? Or something else? Like fear?




    ‘Please, Miss!’




    A hand went up. It belonged to a small girl. Mrs Abercrombie looked at the culprit through her half-moon glasses, as if annoyed at being interrupted.




    ‘Yes?’ she said. ‘Is there a question?’




    ‘W-when you say things, Miss . . .’




    ‘Mrs! Not Miss,’ Mrs Abercrombie corrected her.




    ‘When you say things, Mrs . . .’




    ‘Mrs Abercrombie!’




    ‘When you say things, Mrs Abercrombie, what sort of things do you mean?’




    Mrs Abercrombie beckoned her small audience to draw closer, though they were already nearly as close to her desk as they could get.




    ‘I’ll tell you what things,’ she said. ‘I’ll tell you what kinds of things await you down the stairwell . . .’ and she pointed vaguely behind her, to a dark portion of the room. ‘Things,’ she said, ‘like the Invisible Man’s Socks, for example.’




    A gasp went up.




    ‘And the Strangler’s Gloves, for another!’




    A second, even louder, gasp.
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    ‘Strangler’s Gloves?’ a small voice piped up. ‘You mean real strangler’s gloves, from a real strangler, that he wore on his very hands, when he was doing . . . his strangling?’




    Mrs Abercrombie nodded gravely.




    ‘The very same,’ she said. ‘Real gloves, from a real strangler, who had his hands round someone’s neck and who squeezed it tight till they could breathe no more. Of course, he hoped to get away with it by not leaving any finger marks, which was why he wore the gloves. Oh, they’re clever, these stranglers. Double clever, some of them. It’s nothing to them to put a pair of gloves on when they’re going out to do their strangling. They think nothing of it, such is their wickedness and their determination to avoid detection. But Mr Abercrombie caught that strangler just the same.’




    ‘How? How?’ several voices cried at once. ‘How did he catch the strangler?’




    ‘You’ll see when you look at the gloves, my dear. You’ll see a small piece of thread, come unravelled. And a matching piece of thread was found twisted around the top button of the last poor victim’s shirt. That was how Mr Abercrombie caught the strangler. It was his very gloves that gave that strangler away. He was still wearing them when they came to arrest him. There he sat, cool as you please, with his gloves on, thinking he’d got away with murder and already planning out his next one. And you’ll find those gloves as exhibit Number Ten. Sitting right next to the Dead Man’s Shoes.’




    Another gasp went up from the small crowd.




    ‘Dead Man’s Shoes?’




    ‘Was that the man the strangler killed?’




    ‘The very one,’ Mrs Abercrombie said. ‘Mr Abercrombie got the shoes for his collection too, once the trial was over. Nobody else wanted them. Not even the charity shop. The Strangler’s Gloves and the Dead Man’s shoes. Mr Abercrombie got them both, and that was the start of his museum. It seemed fitting to have the gloves and the shoes – a bit like a sofa and matching chairs, if you get my meaning. It meant you had the complete set.’




    ‘What else is there? What else is there to see?’ someone said.




    ‘Is there a toilet?’ another voice asked, with equal urgency.




    ‘Just over there, dear,’ Mrs Abercrombie said, answering the second question first. ‘And don’t forget to wash your hands. You can dry them after on the Hand Washer’s Towel.’




    She turned to the first questioner.




    ‘There’s all sorts to see,’ she said. ‘Things never offered to the public gaze before and which may never be offered again. So if you think you’ve got the stomach and the nerve to see them, step up and buy a ticket and make your way down the stairs. I shan’t be here forever. I’ll be moving on one day, me and my little exhibition. To another place in another town. It’s only fair that everyone should get a chance to see it. So now then – who wants a ticket?’




    ‘Me! Me! Me! Me!’




    Everybody wanted one. Well, almost everybody. There were one or two who had decided that the likes of the Strangler’s Gloves and Dead Man’s Shoes were not for them, and while Mrs Abercrombie had been talking, they had quietly lifted the latch and slipped out of the door, and had just as quietly closed it behind them.




    Mrs Abercrombie got out her roll of tickets and prepared to take the children’s money. But before she did, she held a hand up for quiet.




    ‘One last word of warning to you all,’ she said, and her voice took on a sombre and slightly menacing tone. She seemed to be looking into the eyes of every listener, like a fox surveying startled rabbits, wondering which one to eat. ‘Whatever you do,’ she said, ‘you must not, under any circumstances, touch the exhibits. You hear? They’re all laid out on velvet cushions and nicely arranged and presented – even if I do say so myself. I haven’t put them in glass cases, for glass cases reflect the light and spoil the view. But no leaning over the ropes and touching anything. You understand? I warn you all and I warn you now. You can look as close as you like. You can even have a sniff if you want. But anyone who so much as touches a single one of the exhibits will live to regret it. You all hear what I say?’




    There was a general, if half-hearted, mumble of ‘Yes, Mrs Abercrombie . . .’ Though not everyone got her name right, and in some cases it sounded more like ‘Mrs Apple Crumble’.




    ‘Did you all get my warning?’ she asked again, her expression severe and forbidding.




    ‘Yes, Mrs Abercrombie.’




    ‘Then see you pay attention to it,’ she said. ‘Or you’ll suffer the consequences. And when you do, you’ll be sorry. But it’ll all be too late by then, far too late. And there won’t be any turning back. Now form an orderly line and have your money ready and I’ll give you your tickets. Then you can make your way down the spiral staircase to the Museum of Little Horrors. Just follow the arrows and the exit’s through the souvenir shop. I’ll go and open the shop up for you when you’ve finished. But remember, don’t go touching anything or . . .’




    Then a look of, well, almost pleasure crossed Mrs Abercrombie’s face.




    ‘. . . you’ll live to regret it – that is, assuming you haven’t died to regret it first. Ha, ha, ha.’




    She gave out a cackle, quite in contrast to her chubby-faced and generally pleasant appearance.




    ‘Line up then and get your tickets,’ she instructed.




    And that was what they did.




    As the class were buying their tickets, the door opened again, and this time in came Mr Ellis and Miss Bingham and Mrs Ormerod.




    ‘Oh, you’re all in here, I might have known!’ Mr Ellis groaned. He seemed a little bit embarrassed, even as he said it, and Miss Bingham looked rather uncomfortable too, while Mrs Ormerod blushed bright scarlet at being discovered by a bunch of children doing anything as ridiculous as visiting the Museum of Little Horrors.




    ‘We’re only here to pass the time until the bus goes,’ Mr Ellis said.




    ‘Indeed,’ Mrs Ormerod agreed. ‘We’re just here for a little harmless amusement. I hope you children don’t go thinking that we take this kind of thing seriously in any way.’




    ‘Oh, don’t you!’ a voice interrupted. ‘Then maybe you should. Maybe it’s high time you did.’




    It was Mrs Abercrombie, of course.




    ‘It’s all genuine stuff here, I’ll have you know,’ she said. ‘It’s none of your bogus-wogus or your hocuspocus. Everything is just what it says it is. All certified and vouched for, and that’s official.’




    Mr Ellis and Miss Bingham gave each other ‘What a nutcase’ looks, while Mrs Ormerod actually rolled her eyes and looked towards the ceiling, as if to say, ‘We’ve got a right one here.’ But if Mrs Abercrombie noticed what they were doing and if she was offended by it at all, she gave no indication of it.




    ‘Do you want a ticket or don’t you?’ she said. ‘If you’re coming in, come in. If not, close the door behind you on your way out. You’re letting in the dust and the draught.’




    Mr Ellis, Miss Bingham and Mrs Ormerod looked at each other.




    ‘Shall we?’ Mr Ellis said.




    ‘Oh, may as well,’ Miss Bingham nodded, and she gave a small laugh, as if to convey that it was all the same to her whether they bought tickets or not. She had no real curiosity about little horrors (or even big horrors, come to that) in the slightest. She was far above all that sort of thing, and didn’t believe in any of it for a moment. But she would do it this once to be sociable. And she conveyed all that with the one small laugh. Which only goes to show how actions often speak much louder than words, and say a lot more too, into the bargain.




    They looked at Mrs Ormerod for her opinion.




    ‘Oh, might as well,’ she said. ‘It’ll be a bit of a giggle.’




    Mrs Abercrombie bristled. ‘Bit of a giggle, indeed,’ her expression seemed to say. ‘We’ll soon see about that.’




    By now the children had bought their tickets and were making their way down the narrow spiral staircase. The few who had decided against it had left the museum and gone into Ye Olde Thatched Tea Shoppe, where they were ordering cakes and lemonade.




    And it would maybe have been better if that was where everyone had gone. If only they had. If only. But the simple truth is that they didn’t.




    ‘Three adults, please,’ Mr Ellis said, and he put some money down on the counter.




    Mrs Abercrombie tore off three of the red adult tickets (as opposed to the green ones, for children, students and OAPs) and handed them over.




    ‘One word of warning,’ Mrs Abercrombie said, holding on to her end of the tickets as Mr Ellis took hold of the other. ‘On no account touch any of the exhibits. Look as long and as close as you like. Stare at them, sniff at them, even listen to them if you want to and think it’s worthwhile. But on no account touch them. Understand?’




    ‘Of course,’ Mr Ellis said.




    ‘We are teachers, actually,’ Miss Bingham added, in a rather snooty tone.




    ‘Teachers and parents,’ Mrs Ormerod said.




    ‘Responsible adults, in fact,’ Miss Bingham said. ‘We do know how to behave. We would no more dream of touching the exhibits in a museum than we would . . . well . . . think of doing anything like that.’




    ‘Quite so,’ Mrs Ormerod said. ‘We are actually the ones in charge, I think you’ll find, and it is our job to tell others what to do. It is not their place to tell us. We’re the sensible ones.’




    ‘Then “Good” is all I have to say about that,’ Mrs Abercrombie said. She released her end of the tickets and let Mr Ellis take them. But then she insisted that he give them back to her at the top of the stairs, so that she could rip them in half and hand him the stubs. For, as she explained, she was running the place on her own, and as well as manning the ticket office, she also had to tear the tickets.




    ‘Follow the arrows,’ she said. ‘And mind the stairs. If you fall down them, it’s no use complaining about it as you’ve been warned.’




    ‘We’ll be careful, don’t worry,’ Mr Ellis said.




    ‘It’s not me who’s worried,’ Mrs Abercrombie told him. ‘I’m just giving you good advice, that’s all. But as there’s three of you adults here now, and as you’re all so sensible and in charge of those children downstairs, I’ll leave you to look round on your own. I’m nipping out to get myself something from the tea rooms, as they do you a wonderful teacake there. If anyone wants anything from the souvenir shop, I’ll be back soon.’




    ‘Right you are,’ Miss Bingham said. ‘We’ll see the children behave.’




    So off Mrs Abercrombie went, after first leaving a sign in the window reading Back Shortly – Don’t Go Away.




    ‘What a weird woman,’ Mr Ellis said, as he led the way down the rickety spiral staircase to the dimly lit gallery below.




    ‘Most odd,’ Miss Bingham agreed.




    ‘I wonder where she got all this rubbish from,’ Mrs Ormerod said.




    ‘Well, let’s take a look at it and see.’




    Mrs Abercrombie, meanwhile, hurried along the cobbled lane in the direction of her currant bun and teapot.




    Back Shortly read the sign in the window of the Museum of Little Horrors.




    Shortly was all it took.








  



    

       

    




    In the Station Waiting Room




    You weren’t yawning just then, were you?




    Ah, good. That’s all right then.




    I don’t like it if people doze off when I’m telling my story.




    Not that they do often.




    I’ve got ways of keeping them awake.




    Because I always know when they’re not paying attention. Even when it looks as if my eyes are closed, I still see everything.




    Sometimes people say to me, you must have eyes in the back of your head.




    But it’s not that simple.




    If that was all I had, I’d be laughing.




    Eyes in the back of your head? Easy life!




    Shall I go on?




    Here, before I do – can you smell something? It smells like a polar bear to me.




    Yes, I know most polar bears are thousands of miles away in the Arctic. So what? Doesn’t mean you can’t smell ’em.




    Oh, never mind. Let’s stick to the story.
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    Down the spiral staircase they came. Their shoes rattled and the whole metal frame shook. Mr Ellis urged Miss Bingham to be careful, while Miss Bingham informed him that she was quite capable of looking after herself. Mrs Ormerod clung tightly on to the banisters as she descended, and hoped that there wouldn’t be cobwebs. Or if there were, they would be just empty cobwebs, and not spiders too.




    There was a slight smell of damp in the air, an odour of soil and mushrooms. The exhibition room was dimly lit, and to give the place extra atmosphere, Mrs Abercrombie had recorded a tape of far-away sounding screams and death rattles and heavy breathing, along with the noise of scratching claws (in reality, her hamster, Rupert). The tape was in a continuous loop and played the same thing over and over, round and round, to quite dramatic effect. It almost seemed as if an unspeakable fiend was at your shoulder in the half-darkness, its hot breath upon your neck.




    The rest of the party were already down in the basement room, looking at the exhibits on display. Small spotlights illuminated the ghastly items’ most unpleasant features to best effect.




    A silk rope, looped between posts, separated the exhibits from the paying public. Suspended from the loops, at frequent intervals, were signs reading Do Not Touch The Exhibits – You Have Been Warned.




    It made you wonder why, if it was so important not to touch the exhibits, they had not been placed inside glass cases for their own protection. But maybe that would have spoiled the view of them, as Mrs Abercrombie had said, and reduced the sense of menace and danger.




    Maybe the warning not to touch, combined with the actual possibility of touching, increased the excitement. There was real temptation, right in front of you.




    ‘Hello, Miss! You bought tickets then?’ Alan Renshaw was the first to spot the teachers as they came down the stairs.




    Other voices greeted them.




    ‘Hello, Mr Ellis,’ Mark Crowther said.




    ‘Hello, Mrs Ormerod,’ Izzy Dunn called.




    The three adults still seemed a little flustered and embarrassed, as if caught out doing something childish, like having a go on the swings, or taking a turn on the climbing frame when they thought that nobody was looking.




    ‘Well, you lot,’ Mr Ellis said, clearing his throat and trying to look casual. ‘I hope you’re not taking all this too seriously.’




    ‘Have you come to see the grisly exhibits, Mr Ellis?’ Alan Renshaw grinned.




    ‘Have you come to see the little horrors, Miss Bingham?’ Veronica Miller asked.




    ‘I don’t need to pay to come down here to see little horrors,’ Miss Bingham told her. ‘Not when I can see them for nothing in the classroom every day. Ha, ha.’




    The adults all laughed at this. The so-called ‘little horrors’ didn’t think it quite so funny however, and Christopher Munley turned to Joseph Hicks and said, ‘If she thinks she sees little horrors every day, then what about us? We have to see great big horrors every day – like them.’




    Mr Ellis held up a hand for quiet.




    ‘Come along,’ he said. ‘Let’s take a look at the exhibits, shall we? We’ve paid to come in, so we may as well get our money’s worth of looking. We have to be back at the bus in twenty-five minutes. So let’s move along, shall we?’




    Which is just what they did, walking slowly along the aisles, pausing to view the exhibits individually. They were many and varied and, if their signs and name plates were to be believed, each one told a story – a ghastly, grisly and possibly horrific one: a story of mayhem and murder; of nightmares and fears; of the dead and the undead; of things beyond the grave; of things before it; and of things that could even have been dug up from it, by the look of them. The signs by the exhibits were all beautifully hand-written in copperplate italics. Mrs Abercrombie must have done them herself.




    ‘Cor, look, Mr Ellis! It’s the Strangler’s Gloves! Just like that woman said!’




    There they lay, looking empty and harmless upon a velvet cushion. Without the necessary hands inside them to do the strangling, they could have been any old gloves. They were a size eight, natty gent’s gloves, string-backed and with a leather front. And here, just as Mrs Abercrombie had said, was some unravelled stitching upon the fingers.




    ‘Cor, look, Miss Bingham! It’s the Dead Man’s Shoes!’




    There they were too, black slip-ons, polished and gleaming, except for the odd scuff upon the heel. They were maybe a size nine or ten. Each shoe had a small ornamental buckle across the top. It was hard to believe that they belonged to a dead man, the man who had felt the Strangler’s Gloves slowly tighten around his neck, as he gasped and struggled and fought for breath, as his heels drummed against the floor, kicking out in fear and desperation until . . .

OEBPS/html/docimages/image-3.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/image-2.jpg
Ye/wue
;rha-e:he






OEBPS/html/docimages/image-4.jpg
2. Do Not Touch





OEBPS/html/docimages/cover_ader.jpg
T e

InViSible

(=

M NSSOCkS






OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/html/docimages/titlepage.jpg
Alex Chedrer

Ty S%ﬂble
M@m

Tllabrabed by Tow Togan

Lv,geﬁ;





OEBPS/html/docimages/image-1.jpg
1. The Museum
of Little Horrors





