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About the Book

Everyone in my family’s got the I-can’t-do-anything-for-myself-I’m-dying lurgy. I am now a slave. ‘Oh Alistair, make me soup. Oh Alistair, wipe my nose...’

They will all be sorry when I take my revenge!

But first I have to sort out Mrs Muttley. I’ve told her I can’t take any more piano lessons as my fingers have fallen off but she won’t believe me! Then there’s the canary suit Mum wants me to wear on a hot date – that’s got to go. Luckily I can count on the support of the Revengers – my ONLY friends.  We’ll invoke the spirits of the dead and scare the willies off the rest of them.

The second book in a brilliant and hilarious series by award-winning comic writer, Jamie Rix.

Don’t miss: The Revenge of Alistair Fury: Bugs on the Brain.
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For Max and Harry who can show this to their friends


This diary belongs to: Alistair Fury
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I am a sweet and lovely brother, innocent of all wrong and doer of only good deeds … Some readers may be shocked by the appalling physical and mental torture to which I am subjected by my big brother and sister on a daily basis … But now I have the power that comes from being a REVENGER
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‘Bring out your dead! Bring out your dead! Come on everyone sling ’em out the windows!’ This is an authentic and true reconstruction of what it must have been like during the plague. Around our house, it is like that again only without the dead bodies, the shouting and the plague. We’ve got the flu. I have been ill with this fatal lurgy for nearly five days and have missed school all this week. So in case I should die here is my last will and testicle.
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My first mistake was getting ill; my second was getting better, because now I am a slave. The rest of my family has caught flu too and is blaming me for giving it to them. Mum and Dad can’t work (which is brilliant, because that means my TV-chef mum can’t cook, so we can’t be poisoned!) and my big brother and sister, William and Mel, can’t go to school. Nor apparently can they get out of bed, make a cup of tea, switch on the radio, scratch their noses or warm the loo seat for themselves! I think I must have got into a time machine and travelled back to Victorian England, because I am nothing more than a scullery maid!
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It is outrageous. When I complain about my slave duties, I am told to shut up, because it is my fault that everyone’s in bed in the first place and I must suffer too (which I will do silently, but only so I have a reason to take revenge on my family later!).

‘So stop being so inconsiderate,’ said William. ‘If you hadn’t got us all so terribly ill, Alice, we’d all be being nice to you.’ 

He could start by not calling me Alice. I AM A BOY! I have conkers in my pocket to prove it.

[image: image]

What’s with this ‘we’re all so terribly ill’ rubbish? Mum is ill. I can tell that by the way she keeps trying to get up and do stuff (like make soup – which she thinks that all ill people should eat always), but faints every time she does.
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And Dad is ill, because he hasn’t been to work at the leisure centre (where as the manager he earns more than a Second Division footballer) for a week. Actually Dad is more than ill, he’s dying! At least that’s what he says, and he should know because he reads Gray’s Anatomy and The Complete Home Medical Encyclopaedia all the time.

But William and Mel are having a laugh. Over the last twenty-four hours these are just some of the things I’ve had to do for my big brother and sister.

‘Alistair! Run me a bath. Not too hot and not too cold. And Alistair, don’t leave the house in case I need you to pass me a moistened cotton bud to de-wax my ears.’

‘Alistair! The radio needs new batteries.’

‘Alistair! Change my sheets.’

‘Alistair! I need another magazine from the newsagent.’

‘Alistair! The video’s finished.’

‘Alistair! I can’t reach my tissues.’

‘Alistair!’

‘What?’

‘Did you put sugar in my tea?’

‘Yes.’

‘Then it needs more stirring. Would you do it for me?’

Never a please or thank you. Just ‘Alistair!’ then orders.

And Mel’s only staying in bed so she can be well and beautiful again for next weekend when her new boyfriend, Andy (or should I say Randy Andy, because he’s got a car with a back seat!), is taking her out for dinner at the Ritz. At least that’s what Mel’s expecting. Ha ha! If she believes this she must be iller than I thought – ill in the head!

She said to me. ‘My new boyfriend’s rich. He’s got a car.’

‘What sort?’ I said.

‘A Ford Anglia I think.’
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‘Ooh,’ I said. ‘Classy.’

‘It is, isn’t it?’ she said.

‘Oh yes, it’s like a Porsche,’ I said.

‘A Porsche!’ she squealed. ‘I knew he was rich!’

‘So where’s he taking you on this date?’ I asked.

‘I don’t know,’ she said. ‘It’s a secret. Probably the Ritz!’

‘Only probably?’ I said. ‘No way. It’s a dead cert!’

Anyway the point is, how ill can Mel be if she can spend two hours a night giggling on the phone to Mr Hot Rod?

I’m exhausted. Home is like a hospital and it is making me ill.
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Feel strong enough to go back to school this morning, but I know that Miss Bird, my scummy form teacher, will only shout at me for being away. Miss Bird is like that. She bears grudges. Me, Aaron and Ralph call her Pigeon because she walks like she’s got Nelson’s Column stuck up her bottom – all little mincey steps and a great big pecking hooter. Her nose is bigger than a giant eagle’s and that’s the truth. She also has a temper like a spitting volcano, which means that unless you like being covered in flecks of red-hot gob it’s best to either stay on her good side or buy yourself a pair of facial windscreen wipers.
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Last time I saw her she thrust my English exercise book under my nose. ‘Your handwriting is a scrawl,’ she said. ‘It looks like an army of blind ants meandering pointlessly across the page. It looks – and I hope any worms listening will forgive this slur – like a drunken worm with diarrhoea!’ To prove her point she then read out a sentence from my last essay in front of the whole class. ‘Tar pig war fuss of sandal. In pickled inner up of the cow pit and skunk off in toe the slalom, digging its tall Belinda tit.’
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‘That wasn’t what I wrote,’ I said.

‘Oh really?’ she replied, with uncalled-for sarcasm.

‘Perhaps you’d care to read what you did write then.’

I had a go, but even I found it tricky. ‘The dog was full of shame. It picked itself up off the carpet and slunk off into the shadows, dragging its tail behind it.’

She crossed her arms with a satisfied grunt and called me stupid.

So when Mel and William told me to stay off school for the sake of my health I didn’t take much persuading. But at 9.01 a.m., once school registration was done, they stopped being nice to me and treated me like a slave again.

‘If you don’t answer to our every whim,’ said Will, ‘we’ll tell Miss Bird that you skived off today when you were perfectly healthy.’

‘And in future, if you want to quit your job as our nurse,’ said Mel, ‘you’ve got to give us at least three months’ notice.’ If this is a job why am I not getting paid?

‘Because we’re family,’ said Dad. ‘You look after us because you love us. You’d feel awful if you went off to school and never saw me alive again!’

‘No I wouldn’t,’ I said. ‘There’d be one less person to cook supper for.’ Which made Dad cry. It was a joke! Honestly, sometimes Dad is such an over-emotional girl! Maybe aspirins, nose sprays and secret bottles of beer under the mattress do that to a man! He thinks nobody knows about the empty bottles, but when he turns over in his sleep it sounds like he’s
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Also by Jamie Rix

RANDOM HOUSE BOOKS


The Revenge Files of Alistair Fury - Bugs on the Brain

The Revenge Files of Alistair Fury - Dead Dad Dog

The Revenge Files of Alistair Fury - Kiss of Death

The Revenge Files of Alistair Fury - Tough Turkey

The Revenge Files of Alistair Fury - Happy Helliday

The Revenge Files of Alistair Fury - Exam Fever

One Hot Penguin

Mr Mumble’s Fabulous Flybrows 


OTHER BOOKS BY JAMIE RIX


Panda Panic

The Incredible Luck of Alfie Pluck

Grizzly Tales - Nasty Little Beasts

Grizzly Tales – Gruesome Grown Ups

Grizzly Tales – The ME! Monsters

Grizzly Tales – Freaks of Nature

Grizzly Tales – Terror Time Toys!

Grizzly Tales – Blubbers and Sicksters

Grizzly Tales – The Gnaughty Gnomes of ‘No!’

Grizzly Tales -  Superzeroes

Grizzly Tales For Gruesome Kids

Ghostly Tales For Ghastly Kids

Fearsome Tales For Fiendish Kids

More Grizzly Tales For Gruesome Kids

Giddy Goat

Giddy The Great!
 
Johnny Casanova – the unstoppable sex machine

The Changing Face of Johnny Casanova

Free The Whales
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The Fire In Henry Hooter
 
The Dreaded Lurgie

A Stitch In Time


OPS/images/p012-01.jpg
FRIBAY, -





OPS/images/p012-02.jpg





OPS/images/p008-02.jpg





OPS/images/p008-01.jpg
THLIRSDAY





OPS/images/p006-01.jpg
Notes





OPS/images/p006-02.jpg





OPS/images/p013.jpg
Ahbrer
P

;;?@





OPS/images/p011.jpg





OPS/images/p017.jpg





OPS/images/p016.jpg





OPS/images/p009-01.jpg





OPS/images/p015-02.jpg





OPS/images/p009-02.jpg





OPS/images/p015-01.jpg
7 1

7
l‘\l[,)}'.ﬁﬁ\\\\‘
T ma Queen





OPS/images/cover.jpg





OPS/images/p003.jpg
REthénge
= FiLes

L[] s Or
ALj T1a='uRY

Dead Dad Dog

i

JAMIE RIX
Tllustrated by Nigel Baines

RHCP DIGITAL





OPS/images/p001.jpg





OPS/images/p007.jpg
Che Last Will
ann Testicle of
Alistair Fury

ARG
To the Reuengers

I leave all my evil thoughts, plus my armoured
go-kart-building diagrams and my plans for
breaking into the zoo and releasing all the

tigers through the sewers so they can pop up

in Miss Bird's class at school and eat her, obvi-
ously. I also leave them my brain (which may
not go to medical science, however much mad
scientists might want to harness its genius) so
that any brilliant thoughts I might have in the
future can belong to my best friends too.

To my family
I leave my toenails, because they will keep
growing for ever, and one day will be so big that
they will fill the house in every room and there-
fore I will have got a great revenge on my big
brother and sister and my uncaring parents by
making them move out and become homeless.

"I am of sound mind.
Aiskal FuTY.
Alistair Fury
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This diary belongs to ALseagr Ful‘y

Age

Address w1 AtloCity Pood, Tooking, Englond
Country of Birth S\Qve\0N. Nationality S$1QvjSh
Place of Birth That'S 4159w5¢iNgl Where does
evelyone get \Lwon from?

Next of kin T hOve KiN that ore ‘next’ |n the
sense that T Cleal theil hails owt of the
SiNK efole T con \WlwSh my teeth ond
they're next (0 |iNe fol the poYLaCk Lleak-
ment, but ‘next’ (N the Sense of the people
who love me moSt N the wol'ld No wotkel
wht . . . T have none, T om a5 an ofphan,
Any distinguishing scars ON1Y NENLO| OGN they're
oo Jdeep Lo See  Except they may Show
throwgh i my Titing, becowse T'm only
hwmon  oftel  all.- AS ik Sags n
Shakespeare’s Two Merchants of \/efond \oy
Somehody whose name T fofget - ‘TF you
$k0b me wikth G Compa$S ONd twiddle the
$harp bit lownd N the hole, do T fot
bleed?’

Profession Hit oy

Hobbies Revenge





