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This book is for all

who enjoy reading chronicles,

in particular,

the Sackville-Bagg

Family Chronicles
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Oh No!

Tony was cozy and curled up tight when a voice woke him.

“Is Tony still asleep?” it said. That was his mother’s voice, and it sounded a bit muffled, as if it were coming from somewhere off in the distance.

“Yes! We should let him sleep a little longer,” replied another voice. That was Tony’s father.

Tony opened his eyes and blinked.

His head felt strangely empty, and for a few seconds he didn’t know where he was or what was happening. Bright sunlight filtered in from an opening past his feet. And strangely enough, he was not lying in bed but on the ground.

Then it all came back to him:

Three days ago, he and his father had come to Misery Valley on vacation, a so-called adventure vacation. For Christmas, his parents had given him a tent and a sleeping bag and a voucher that said:


Voucher for an adventure vacation.

To be redeemed during spring break.



This had been the psychologist Dr. Crustbrusher’s idea. It was supposed to help Tony stop thinking about his friends the vampires all the time. Tony was even allowed to choose where he wanted to go on the adventure vacation. Of course he had chosen Misery Valley. After his friends Rudolph and Anna and their family had been driven from their crypt in the old town cemetery, they’d come to live in some old castle ruins in Misery Valley.

Tony and his father had taken the train to Long Suffering and had continued from there on foot. Once in Misery Valley, they had settled into a cave called the Wolf’s Den. On the second day, when they’d been exploring the castle ruins, Tony’s father had gotten his fingers crushed when trying to play the old organ. Tony shuddered when he thought back to how terrible his father’s fingers had looked last night. They’d been dark purple and swollen and had looked painful.

The crushed fingers must be why Tony’s mother—who hadn’t been so thrilled about the idea of a vacation without hot running water, and so hadn’t come with them—was suddenly standing outside the cave. Tony assumed that the pain had gotten so bad that Tony’s father had called home and asked her to come pick him up—him and Tony!

“Oh no!” Tony moaned softly and bit his lip. He didn’t want to leave Misery Valley, and Rudolph and Anna.

When he looked around the cave, he discovered that it was almost empty—except for his sleeping bag, his socks and sneakers, and the book Vampires: Fact and Fiction. Apparently, Tony’s parents were so eager to get going that they had already packed his sweater and jeans. Tony was annoyed at the thought of walking around outside in his pajamas. Then he felt something rough and tattered in his sleeping bag. That wasn’t his pajamas. It was the vampire cape he had used to fly to the ruins the night before with Anna.

There, in the chapel, Rudolph had read to him from The Sackville-Bagg Family Chronicles. Afterward Tony had walked back to the Wolf’s Den alone. He’d been so exhausted that he had forgotten to take off the vampire cape and hide it in a crevasse in the rocks outside the cave. He had just crawled into the sleeping bag with everything on and fallen asleep.

Tony quickly pulled the zipper of his sleeping bag up to his chin so his parents wouldn’t be able to see the cape. But now what was he supposed to do? Should he try to take off the cape while still in his sleeping bag? Since the bag was tight and thickly padded, that was easier said than done.
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Poor Boy

While Tony was still struggling with the cape, a head popped in and looked at him through the mouth of the cave. In a cheerful voice his mother said, “Tony!”

Then she crawled through the opening and came up to him, extending her arms for a hug. But Tony kept his arms tucked inside the sleeping bag, desperately holding the zipper closed.

His mother looked surprised. “Are you feeling sick?” she asked. She put her hand on his forehead, then cried, “Oh, Tony, you’re so hot!”

Not surprising, since I’m zipped tight into a sleeping bag in April, thought Tony. But he gritted his teeth and said nothing.

“Poor boy. He’s got a fever,” she called out to Tony’s father.

“I don’t have a fever!” Tony objected. But he didn’t sound very convincing.

“But you’re all sweaty,” his mother said, obviously concerned.

“I… I was just having a bad dream,” he said, searching for an explanation.

“Probably another one of your ghastly vampire nightmares,” she said, then added, “That’s another reason to get you and your father out of this dreary cave. Anyone would have nightmares in here. It’s a good thing I found two bright and clean rooms at a country inn for us.”

“Country inn? But I don’t want to go to a country inn,” grumbled Tony.

His mother laughed. “Three days as cavemen, and Dad has crushed fingers and you have the flu. I don’t even want to imagine what else could happen.”

“Dad didn’t get his fingers crushed in the cave,” replied Tony.

“And I don’t think you’ve washed yourselves since you got here,” his mother continued, ignoring Tony’s objection. “There’s a smell coming out of your sleeping bag like… well, I don’t know what. That’s probably why you’re zipped up so tightly. Anyway, it’s high time you took a bath.”

“I’ve washed!” called Tony’s father from outside. “In the stream, as you do while you’re on an adventure vacation. But not Tony; the water was too cold for him.”

“It was too dirty,” replied Tony. He struggled not to laugh. If only his mother knew that it was the vampire cape that smelled so awful.

“All right,” she said. “If you don’t think you have a fever, then get up, grab your sleeping bag, and come on. Dad is impatient to get to a doctor.”

She sounded irritated, Tony noted with satisfaction. Given the situation—with the vampire cape hidden in his sleeping bag—an irritated, exasperated mother was better than an overly worried one who wouldn’t take her eyes off him. If he pushed her a little more, she would probably get angry and leave the cave entirely. That’s exactly what Tony needed right now.

“Impatient?” he asked. “But I heard Dad say you should let me sleep a little longer.” He yawned widely to prove his point. “As usual, Dad’s right. I’m really tired.”

“Tired? Seriously?” said his mother, now really irritated. “Let’s see how you cope on your own, then. I’m going to leave the cave now. But I’m warning you, if you’re not out of here in ten minutes, then we’ll leave without you.” With that, she rushed outside—as much as anyone can rush in a low cave.

Tony grinned. There was no way they would actually leave without him. Although, he would have loved that! After all, he had plans to meet the little vampire in the castle chapel tonight to learn more about The Sackville-Bagg Family Chronicles. And Tony liked to keep his plans, especially those with the little vampire.

He waited until he heard his parents talking quietly to each other outside. Then he stood up, quickly took off the vampire cape, and stowed it in his sleeping bag. Breathing a sigh of relief, he rolled up his sleeping bag. Then he slipped on his socks and sneakers, put Vampires: Fact and Fiction and the sleeping bag under his arm, and crawled out of the cave.
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Please Don’t Cry

Leaning against a tree outside was the bicycle his father had borrowed from the gas station in Long Suffering, loaded down with their backpacks.

Grinning, he turned to his mother. “Wasn’t this supposed to be Dad’s and my adventure vacation?”

“Yes, why?” she answered.

“Well, it looks like the bike is the one having the adventure now!” he said.

“Very funny,” his mother said.

“I can understand that you’re disappointed, Tony,” his father said. “But our vacation isn’t over. We’re just moving to a nice country inn that Mom found for us. You’ll be able to have hot cocoa for breakfast, boiled eggs, fresh rolls, honey, jam—anything you want!”

“Anything I want?” said Tony. “What I want is to stay here.”

“Don’t be so selfish,” his mother said. “Don’t you care about Dad’s hurt fingers?”

“I do,” Tony admitted. “But what about me? After all, you were the ones who gave me the tent and the sleeping bag for Christmas. Now I’m supposed to, what, forget about them?” He felt his eyes start to fill with tears, and he quickly turned away.

“Tony! Please don’t cry. Once we’re at the inn, you’ll be able to pitch your tent in a much safer place than here in”—she hesitated—“in this valley shrouded in horror legends,” she said in disgust.

“Horror legends?” Tony smiled in spite of himself.

“Yes. In Long Suffering they tell horrific stories about this valley, especially about the ruins. That’s why we won’t be staying in Long Suffering but in Happy Valley,” his mother explained.

“Happy Valley?” asked Tony, puzzled.

“Yes, that’s where the inn is. I’m sure you’ll enjoy it there.”

“Maybe,” said Tony slowly, looking over at the ruins in the valley. “You say I can really pitch my tent there?”

“Yes. Next to the inn there’s a big orchard with old fruit trees. A perfect spot for camping.”

“And how far is it to Happy Valley?”

“A quarter of an hour by car.”

“A quarter of an hour,” Tony repeated thoughtfully. Then it would only take him twenty minutes at most to get back with the vampire cape. “I guess that doesn’t sound so bad.”

He looked over at his father’s discolored fingers. He was happy that his mother was here to take care of his father’s injured hand.

“Okay. I agree,” he said. Then he quickly added, “But only if I really am allowed to camp out.”

“We promise,” said his father.

“On one condition,” said Tony’s mother.

“What’s that?” Tony asked suspiciously.

“Only if there are no vampires in the orchard,” she declared.

Tony’s father laughed out loud and said, “Vampires in the orchard! If there are any vampires at all, they’re probably in that creepy ruin over there.”

Tony looked up. “Exactly!” he cried. Then with a grin he added, “Dad’s right, as usual.”

“Oh, you two,” his mother said, sounding irritated. “Let’s go.”
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A Little Robinson Crusoe

The country inn in Happy Valley was a fairly large building with a moss-covered shingle roof and two towers. Tony’s mother had reserved two rooms on the second floor. In the larger of the two there was a four-poster bed with lace curtains that could be drawn closed around it.

“This must be the bridal suite,” she whispered to Tony’s father. She blushed when she realized that Tony had heard it too. Tony’s room was smaller and had a washstand with a painted bowl and jug on it. He was about to make a comment about the lack of running water when he saw the sink in a corner of the room.

“Do you like your room?” his mother asked expectantly.

“Uh, yeah, it’s okay,” Tony said with emphatic equanimity. Of course he wouldn’t tell her that he really liked the room. He had a balcony that looked out over the garden, while his parents’ room was in the front and looked out onto the bumpy cobblestone street. From the balcony, Tony had already spotted a place to pitch his tent. At the back of the garden there was a large gnarled tree with a wide crown whose densely leafy branches hung down almost to the ground. Not even vampire eyes would be able to spot a tent under that canopy of leaves—not even a bright red one like Tony’s! He waited until his mother left his room, then quickly unpacked his things and put them into the closet. He hid the vampire cape between two sweaters, then took his tent and sleeping bag and ran into the garden. Up close the tree looked even mightier. And the foliage was so dense that it was very dark underneath it. Satisfied, Tony set about pitching his tent next to the trunk.

Later that afternoon, when his parents had returned from their visit to the Happy Valley doctor, he showed them the campsite.

“It’s really romantic here,” said Tony’s mother, laughing. “Just the right thing for a little Robinson Crusoe.”

“A little Robinson Crusoe?” repeated Tony. I’d rather “a little vampire,” he thought. But he just said, “That’s out-of-date.”

“Out-of-date?” she said, offended. “Robinson Crusoe is one of the classics of world literature. You should read it instead of your dreadful vampire stories!”

“We clearly have different tastes and opinions about world literature,” Tony said, smiling. “Besides, that book is really old, from 1719 if I’m not mistaken.”

“How do you know that?”

“From school. You can read vampire stories and be educated!”

A loud laugh came as an answer. It was Tony’s father. “Well, at least Tony is in a good mood again,” he remarked.

“I’d be in an even better mood if you’d let me sleep in my tent tonight,” Tony said cunningly.

“That’s out of the question,” his mother said. “You were very hot and feverish this morning. And one sick person in the family is enough for me.”

“Sick? I’m not sick,” objected Tony’s father. “I’m supposed to take it easy on my hand and relax. That’s all the doctor said.” The doctor in Happy Valley had put a bandage on his hand up to his wrist.

“You just need to relax?” Tony asked. “Why did you have to call Mom for that?”

His mother fired him an angry look. “I’ve had enough, Tony Noodleman!” she said, turning away in anger.

“Wait!” cried Tony, and when she stopped, he asked with an innocent smile, “So, when can I sleep in the tent?”

“When?” she replied unkindly. “We’ll just have to see.” And with that, she left.

“So, when?” Tony called after her. But she made no further reply.

“Tony,” said his father, “you shouldn’t try our patience. We understand that you’re disappointed, but one day you’ll be old enough to understand that sometimes you have to accept things as they are.”

“Don’t you think I realized that a long time ago?” growled Tony as he crawled into his tent.
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