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  A MYSTERIOUS PIG IN FANCY DRESS RUNS WILD!




  If you noticed I spelled ‘chapter’ wrong at the top of the page, CONGRATULATIONS! I’m just making sure you’re awake.




  You may think it’s a bit crazy to start a book with a wrongly-spelled word. Well, with the story I’m telling, you’d better get used to crazy. And I should warn you, we’re

  talking bonkers, fruit-loops, round-the-bend, round-the-twist, round-and-round-the-mulberry-bush-then-round-an-extra-twisty-bendy-fruit-loop crazy. Not throwing the book away in disgust? Good. Then I’ll

  continue. . .




  The whole thing started when we saw a pig in a top hat running wild through the house. By “we”, I mean my whole family: Mum, Dad and Lib.




  Lib – or Liberty – is my little sister. My stupid, whiny, annoying little sister.




  She was the first one to see the mysterious pig. . . and to hear it, for that matter.




  I was asleep at that point.




  Who am I?




  Glad you asked.




  I’m Stew Penders, and this is my book.




  Confession: it’s my first go at writing a book and I’m feeling my way a bit. So, please. . . bear with me.
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  There – a picture! I feel happier when there are drawings involved, you see; I’m more of a comic book kind of guy. I’ve been writing and illustrating my own comics since

  forever.




  Well, OK, I may have exaggerated slightly there. But from now on, I won’t. I don’t need to. This true-life story is crazy enough already.




  I’ll prove it. Let’s get back to the night it all began. . .




  There was Libs lying in her strange, unfamiliar bed – unfamiliar because we’d only moved into my granddad’s old house that very day, and he’d left lots of old furniture

  behind, and Libs had whined and whined until Mum and Dad shut her up by saying she could have Granddad’s big, wooden, sleigh-shaped bed in her room.




  Anyway, there she was, surrounded by stuffed animals and princesses and all that rubbish, when suddenly. . .




  Snuffle – snuffle —




  There’s a sinister snuffling outside her bedroom door.




  “PIIIIIIIIG!!!” Lib shrieked from across the landing, with way more exclamation marks than I can be bothered to write right now.

  “PIIIIIG! In my BEDROOOOOOM!!! It’s got a hat on! Big, fat, hairy PIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIG!”
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  Luckily for the accuracy of this eyewitness account, that was when I woke up. Nine times out of ten, my automatic response would be to shout something brotherly like, “LIB, SHUT UP AND STOP BEING SO DUMB!”




  But, on this one-tenth of times, I didn’t.




  Partly that was because I was in a strange bedroom too, and got confused ’cos I didn’t know where I was for a few seconds. But mainly it was because I heard a throaty squeal carry

  above Lib’s cries. And, fair play to her, it did sound exactly like the sort of noise a big fat hairy ‘PIIIIIIG’ might

  make.




  Nah, that’s crazy, I told myself. Isn’t it?




  I checked my watch and saw it was after two in the morning. A split-second later I heard Dad throw open the door to his and Mum’s room, which was next door to mine, and shamble

  outside.




  “Something must’ve got in through the old cat-flap. . .” he said, sounding sleepy and confused. “I don’t get it – I boarded the hole up with a piece of

  two-by-four, a good match for the door, it should’ve held, no problem. . .”




  Dad is a bit of a Do-It-Yourself whizz – or so he likes to think. Eight times out of ten his DIY does it back to him.




  But this was no ordinary night.




  I was wide awake by now, and waiting for Dad to give Lib a roasting for being stupid, annoying, whiny etc and for making stuff up. But the next moment, he was shouting too!




  “Bryony!” (That’s my mum’s name, sorry, should’ve mentioned that.) “Bryony, there really is a pig!”




  I almost jumped out of my unfamiliar bed in shock. I heard more squeals and snuffling (by now it was hard to tell whether they were coming from Lib or the pig), quickly followed by a loud

  thump as Dad fell over.




  “AAAGH!” he shouted. And then my mum joined in with the caterwauling. Or pigerwauling, I guess. Her conversation with Dad went like this:




  Mum— “A pig?”




  Dad— “Yes, a pig! It got past me, don’t come out!”




  “But, a PIG?”




  “Yes! A pig. Must’ve got in through the—”




  “You mean there’s a PIG IN THE HOUSE?”




  “YES, there’s a massive pig up here, it’s dressed up in—”




  “Did you say A PIG?”




  “YESSS!”




  Their bellowed duet seemed to go on for ages; I can’t be sure, because around then I zoned out. Why? Possibly because my unfamiliar bedroom door had suddenly burst open. . . Yellow

  brightness had flooded in like a strike of lightning. . .




  And there was Liberty’s pig, poised dramatically in the doorway. Weirdly, I saw that it was wearing a hat – a big, black top hat, like some posh type would wear maybe a hundred years

  ago. The pig even seemed to have a curly moustache under its snout (a trick of the light, right?!) and its pink, pudgy body was squeezed into a funny kind of coat.




  Luckily, I’m not one to panic in the face of strange goings-on and weird events. I’m calm in a crisis, yeah? Stew Penders – the comic book king of cool heads. I stayed smooth

  and in control and I. . .




  Oh, who am I kidding?




  I yelled my bum off.
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  Yep, that was what my scream was like – right down to the bold capital letters and seven exclamation marks.




  Well, you try meeting a pig in fancy dress in the middle of the night on your first day in a new home! See how you like it!




  Besides, I wasn’t really scared for myself. All I could think was—Don’t touch my superhero comics! Please! It took me my whole life to collect them and some of them are

  worth a bit, and bite-marks and trotter-prints are going to seriously reduce their value. . .




  In case you hadn’t figured it out, action comics are kind of important to me. What could be more important than super-powered characters in long underwear having fights?




  My mum’s always despaired of me for being such a comics nut. If I’m not reading about superheroes, I’m drawing my own strips. But, right now, with all of us yelling and

  shrieking and swearing and falling over, that’s exactly what me and my family needed: a superhero. Someone to answer our cries and come bounding to the rescue.




  But at that moment, it all boiled down to just two things – a boy in bed, and a pig in top hat and tails with a dodgy ’tache. Each staring at the other.




  And then, suddenly, unexpectedly, the pig WINKED. . .
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  THE PENDERS CONTENDERS




  I might just spell a chapter correctly, one day! But don’t hold your breath.




  There’s an old saying that goes something like, ‘When heroes don’t exist, it is necessary to invent them’. Pretty deep, huh? So, how might my family

  measure up as superheroes?
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  Let’s weigh up the odds in the big battle – Pig versus Penders – fact-file-style!
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  So, you see, even if they were superheroes, three-quarters of my household would be no real use against a killer pig in the middle of the night.




  But what about me?




  As that bacon-sandwich-in-training stared at me – his top hat cocked at a rakish angle and a glint in his eye – it was almost as if he could see through the outward form of a

  startled boy to spy the superhero within. The star of a thousand homemade comics, the hero I’d always longed to become. Stew Penders, also known as. . .
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  Never mind the pig, I hear you shout. Let us read and enjoy Stupendous Man’s adventures right away!




  Well, I understand where you’re coming from. I’ve been writing and drawing his comic-strip exploits my whole life and right now I’m redrawing and rewriting them (since the

  earliest ones were a bit basic).




  They will be available to read some day. But for now, I’m afraid you HAVE to mind the pig.




  In my household, we minded him very much.




  After a few seconds’ staring at me, the improbable pig suddenly decided to make like the Hulk’s trousers – and split. He turned and ran squealing down the stairs, pursued by

  Dad, with Mum’s wails and Lib’s screams still ringing in his pink pointy ears.




  Within a few minutes, all went quiet. Dad came back and reported that the pig had escaped through what was left of the catflap. The board Dad had used to block it was lying outside on the path

  to the back door, like it had been prised off. For now, he’d wedged a couple of heavy boxes in front of the hole to keep out any other loopy wildlife.




  “A pig in fancy-dress!” Dad attempted a chuckle. “Most likely a neighbour’s idea of a practical joke. You know, we’re newbies to the area so they’ve set us a

  kind of crazy entrance exam. I’ll ask round in the morning – right now we should just forget all about it and go back to sleep.”




  And so, an uneasy clam settled on the house. Oh, all right then, an uneasy calm. But frankly, if there was a mad clothed pig running around there could easily have been an uneasy clam

  about too.




  We wanted to believe there was a normal explanation; and at gone two in the morning, you’re ready to believe almost anything.




  Libby crashed out eventually after some hugs from Mum and a couple of way-past-bedtime stories from Dad.




  It took me longer to drift off, though I was super-tired. I was still awake when the quiet snorts and snufflings started up again. This time from the ceiling.




  Or rather, through the ceiling.




  The noises were coming from the room above mine. The attic. The attic that my granddad had locked up twenty years ago, and banned anyone from going near. . .




  I buried my head under the pillow and told myself the noise was in my imagination. I also told myself my carpet was made of marshmallows and that I would one day marry a satsuma.




  The three statements were about as believable as each other. But at least the thought of my fruity wedding distracted me long enough to smother my pig-radar and push out some zzzs in the end.
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  THE MORNING AFTER




  (But you can read it now if you like)




  I was woken from a confused dream about marshmallows and small oranges around 8.30 by the sound of banging. It was Dad getting busy with his hammer, nailing a board over the

  catflap again. He was taking no chances on the pig returning.




  I thought about the way the pig had seemed to wink at me. Imagination, I told myself. Got to be. Probably had something in his eye. And the moustache had to be a falsie.




  But what about the noises I’d heard in the night? Could there be another animal trapped up there (apart from the uneasy clam, obviously)? Perhaps there was another way in? I couldn’t

  really see a pig climbing a ladder to get in through a hole in the roof. There again, I wouldn’t have imagined a pig in a top hat before last night either.




  I trudged down the stairs in my dressing gown. I’d been up and down those seventeen steps no end of times before, since I was old enough to crawl, in fact – but to think they were

  our stairs now and not Granddad’s seemed really very odd.




  I’d always loved my granddad and couldn’t believe he wasn’t with us any more. . . that he’d gone to that great comics convention in the sky.




  I also couldn’t quite believe he had left his savings, his house and everything he owned to his only son – my dad.




  On top of that, I also couldn’t believe how quickly Dad had stuck our old house up for rent – fully-furnished – so my family could make a new start here on the outskirts of a

  big town, fifty miles away from our old life in the country (which, by the way, I REALLY LIKED).




  But what was completely unbelievable was this: instead of using Granddad’s money to take us all on a mega-cool vacation, or to buy himself a sports car, or to buy me a

  sports car for when I’m old enough to drive, Dad had chosen to do the most boring, cruel and selfish thing possible:




  “Granddad’s money will support us while your Mum and I take time out to decide what we want to do with our lives. . .”




  You see? Granddad’s cash would go on totally boring stuff like supermarket shopping and electricity bills and new shoes, while Dad and Mum skived off from being proper grown-ups.




  And it was me and Lib who were paying for their decision: goodbye to our friends, goodbye to our old schools (not exactly heartbreaking, obviously, but still), goodbye to everything we knew. .

  .




  And hello to Granddad’s house, to big new scary schools where we knew no one at all – and, apparently, to late-night pig rampages. (And possibly uneasy clam-pages.)

  [SHUT UP! THERE WAS NO CLAM!]




  It was all right for Lib. She was too small to be that bothered – especially since she got a sleigh bed out of the deal. But for me, it stank.




  It stank even worse than the smell coming from the kitchen that morning.




  Burning bacon.




  Warily, I opened the door. Through a haze of smoke and cardboard boxes I saw Mum snatch a smoking frying pan from the hob with one hand and wrestle a window catch with the other.




  Squeezing past the boxes, I helped her to open the window. “Wow.” I eyed the burnt-black rashers. “Guess you taught that pig a lesson it’ll never forget, huh?”




  “I’d certainly like to.” The pan hissed angrily on Mum’s behalf as she dropped it into the big porcelain sink. “So much for celebrating our first day here with a

  cooked breakfast. I’m not used to cooking with gas. In any case, I’m a bag of nerves this morning.” She jumped as Dad started hammering again in the utility room next door.

  “See what I mean? There’s so much to sort out, and all that banging’s giving me the worst headache. . .”




  “What a good job it’s Easter!” Lib was peeping over the breakfast bar, her saintly smile shining through the smoke. “Me and Stew will be around the whole week to help

  you.”




  “Bless you, angel.” Mum smiled at Lib fondly.




  I smiled at Lib less fondly. “Crawler.”




  “Nerd.” She stuck out her tongue at me. (Six-year-olds – so immature!)




  “Don’t start,” Mum warned us.




  Just then, Dad strode out from the utility room and started to choke on all the smoke. “Don’t start what?” he gasped.




  “Coughing,” I said helpfully.




  Dad pretended to swing his hammer in my direction, then studied the charred mess in the sink. “Ah. I’m guessing our celebratory cooked breakfast is off the menu?”




  “You can have cereal and like it.” Mum kicked a cardboard box. “That is, if you can find the stupid cereal anywhere in this mess.”




  Dad put a caring hand on her shoulder. “There is some good news this morning,” he said quietly, opening another window to let out the smoke. “That catflap’s closed for

  good.” He waved his hammer cheerily. “I’ve gone nuclear on it.”




  “I think I heard something in the attic,” I blurted out. “Last night, after you chased the pig away.”




  “You did not,” Lib retorted automatically.




  “What sort of something?” asked Dad.




  “A sort of. . . snuffling, scratching sound.” I shrugged. “Like an animal.”




  “Oh, Stew.” Mum managed to make the words sound like perfect despair; it was one of her super-abilities. “You and your imagination. There’s only the attic above your

  room, and you know that’s been locked up for twenty years.”




  “Your granddad said we were never to open it, ever,” Dad reflected. “But it could be that something’s got inside and built a nest or a den up there.”




  Lib looked worried. “Pigs?”




  “Yeah, Lib. Right,” I said. “A nest of pigs.”




  “Pigs could make a den,” Lib persisted.




  “Nah,” I told her, “a den isn’t stylish enough for pigs. Sty-lish – geddit?”




  Lib just sighed, in perfect unison with Mum, who was sorting through the nearest boxes now. “I suppose we’ll have to call a pest controller.”




  “I’ll check it out first.” Dad looked thoughtful. “I have to admit, I’m dying to know why the old boy locked the attic up – and why he stopped drawing comics

  at the same time. . .” Now, if Dad was dying to know, I was long-since dead and buried with curiosity. That question – Why did Garry Penders suddenly turn his back on comics?

  – is one of the big, burning mysteries of the strip-cartooning world. There have been all kinds of weird theories. Up till now, no one has ever known the truth.




  But they will.




  Once they’ve read this book.
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  GARY PENDERS – A LIFE IN COMICS




  ( And out of comics too, for reasons unknown)




  I should warn you up front, the following history-mystery isn’t funny. It’s serious. Dead serious. Very dead serious. In fact, imagine the deadest thing ever in the

  world getting shot, blown up, stamped on, squashed by a steamroller, electrocuted and then stuffed into a blender and eaten raw.




  That’s how dead it is. That’s how serious.




  Garry Penders – Dad’s dad and my granddad – was a TOTALLY

  ROCKING COMIC BOOK ARTIST. He started off illustrating a fanzine about superhero characters. Then he drew a few pages for Pow and Fantastic, these really old UK

  comics. He sent the artwork off to comic book firms in the USA, and that got him some work there too.




  His stuff went down well. Better than well. The ACADEMY OF COMIC BOOK ARTS gave him three awards and he won a ton of other stuff too. But he got kind of fed up, working for all the big companies. He wanted to strike out on his own.




  It was around that time that he broke up with my gran and left Dad with her while he travelled the world working on small-time comics in Spain and France and South America – only trouble

  was, Granddad was so good that the small-time comics didn’t stay small-time for long. They became HUGE, MASSIVE, WHOPPING

  BIG-TIME COMICS and made him a fortune. But Granddad never stood still, he kept moving on. . .




  Until Gran died, when my dad was twenty-one, and Granddad had to come back to his homeland. A bit like the Mighty Thor returning to Asgard after his exile to Earth.




  A bit.




  It was around then, maybe two decades ago, that Gary Penders turned his back on superhero comics. Personally, I don’t see how anyone could EVER do that. But anyway, a writer he knew had

  set up a funny comic in this country, The Belly-Larf!, kind of like The Beano, and for some reason Granddad agreed to work on it.




  But he hadn’t been doing it for long when SOMETHING happened. No one knows quite what. But whatever it was, it made Granddad stop drawing there and then. He officially retired. Stopped.

  End of. Finito.




  As Stan ‘The Man’ Lee would say, NUFF SAID.
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    You know Stan Lee of course - genius co-creator of Spider- Man, Hulk, Iron Man and so many other Marvel superheroes. You DO know him. . . right?!!


  




  Told you it was a burning mystery. Thinking about it used to drive me nutty. Until I found out the truth.




  Which very nearly drove me completely round the bend and out of sight. . .
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    (And by the way - who IS Chap Six?)


  




  YEP, WE’RE STILL IN THE KITCHEN




  (Can this be possible? Yeah, because it’s not so much breakfast as keep breaking-off-to-tellyou- bits-of-back-story-fast. Sorry!)




  “If Stew thinks he heard noises up in the attic,” said Dad, “I definitely think I should take a look.”




  “Can I come with you?” I gave Dad my most beseeching look. “All Granddad’s work will be up there. Please, please, please, please, please—”




  “Please, Stew,” Mum interrupted. “You already have a room overflowing with silly comics, I don’t want you bringing any more down into the house. . .”




  “We’ve got a lot more space here,” said Dad tentatively. “It doesn’t harm that he takes an interest.”




  “He should be taking an interest in proper reading!” Mum snapped back.




  Obviously, this wasn’t the first time Mum had bad-mouthed comic books. As I mentioned a while back, my mother Does Not Approve of comics. Particularly in times of stress. For her, my

  priceless collection is just a jumble sale waiting to happen.




  Weirdly, Dad’s never really been a fan of comics either. As a boy he was apparently always the opposite of my granddad, into facts and physics, science and maths, more like Gran and Mum.

  Sensible, real-life stuff.




  No wonder Granddad used to joke, “You’re no son of mine!”




  And no wonder Mum breathed a little sigh of relief every time she heard him say that. . .




  Anyway, the fact of the matter is, Mum is physically incapable of saying the word ‘comics’ on its own; she always has to qualify it with something sniffy – “ridiculous

  comics”, “awful comics”, “dreadful comics”, “unpleasant comics”. . .




  Or – my personal favourite – “far-fetched comics”.




  Of COURSE they’re far-fetched! They’re fetched from about a billion miles away from the normal, boring old world. That’s why they’re so brilliant.

  They’re fetched from some exotic, epic, exciting land of wonder, action, greatness and lots and lots of skintight lycra.




  I always had the feeling that Granddad was kind of pleased I came to have my own major-league lurrrrve for superheroes and all things comic book, since Dad had never really given a radioactive

  fig-leaf. And yes, Mum was definitely right about one thing – it was ALL his fault.




  “How come?” I hear you ask. Well, I wound up becoming a comics nerd precisely because my granddad turned his back on comics. He decided to sell off a whole chunk of his super-rare,

  mega-valuable collection. Today I feel kind of sick to think of him flogging his copy of Sensation Comics #1 from January 1942, featuring Wonder Woman’s first appearance on a front

  cover. . . And I STILL can’t believe that he sold his mint-condition copy of Amazing Fantasy #15, with the first appearance of Spider-Man from 1962—




  Hey. You’d better not be zoning out right now.




  OK, I’ll skip some details, but I’m just saying, you could live pretty well for a good few weeks on the kind of cash that each of those comics brought in at auction. And I guess

  Granddad probably did.




  He didn’t get shot of everything, though. Seven years ago, when I was a little kid learning how to read, he gave me, like, a couple of tons of old Marvel comic books as a birthday present.

  Hundreds of them from the 1960s and 70s, decades before I was even born! The Amazing Spider-Mans and Mighty Thors and Daredevils and

  Incredible Hulks and Conan the Barbarians and Nick Fury, Agent of SHIELDs and Captain Americas and Tomb of

  Draculas and Marvel Team-Ups. . . Each one mint or near-mint and bagged and boarded (to keep it in top condition).




  To say Mum was not pleased with my instant comic book collection is like saying Doctor Doom was mildly irritated by the Fantastic Four. Because, even though I suddenly had so many comics, I knew

  – with a wondrous, pulse-pounding certainty – that I HAD TO HAVE MORE.




  And so, through the past, I got into the present. I got Blu-Rays or DVDs or downloads of all the Marvel movies that have come out (Spider-Man 2! Is there any film in the world better

  than Spider-Man 2? Well, maybe Marvel Avengers Assemble). I trawled car boot sales for cheap Marvel videogames, and ransacked the web for fan sites and Wiki guides to learn what

  I’d missed. My weekly allowance went exclusively on grabbing mail-order back copies of my fave titles. . .
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fingers can turn into super-screwdrivers.
His feet can saw through steel. You don’'t
want to know what doubles as a spanner.

CHANCES AGAINST PIG:

50-50 - pigs are notoriously
unimpressed by human DIY. .
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Mum, Mummy,
Mrs Penders, Honey-Fluff
(by my dad).

HOW SHE BECAME A SUPERHERO:

Bryony Penders was constantly ill with one
thing or another. Then, after catching a
radioactive germ, she gained the power to
infect wrongdoers with a cavalcade of non-
life-threatening ailments!

Super-sneeze strong enough to shatter glass,
germ-blast from fingers inflicts mild fever,
mega-moans about feeling rough all the time can
put villains to sleep in seconds.

CHANCES AGAINST PIG:

-60 - what if the pig retaliates with swine flu?
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