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Reviews from AUTHORS!

‘A monstrously funny new voice!’ Maz Evans, author of Who Let The Gods Out?

‘The best kind of children’s book: funny, fast paced and bursting with adventure. The brilliant pictures match the story perfectly. You’ll gobble this book up!’ Jenny McLachlan, author of The Land of Roar

‘A magnificently hilarious masterpiece of monster proportions. I howled with laughter!’ Jenny Pearson, author of The Super Miraculous Journey of Freddie Yates

‘Overflowing with whimsical joy, it’s monstrous amounts of fun!’ Joseph Elliott, author of Nora and the Map of Mayhem
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Reviews from READERS!

‘You could, if you were lazy, call this Pratchettesque.’

‘Dazzlingly silly and brilliantly fun, Monster Hunting for Beginners is bulging and burping with vivid originality, side-splitting mayhem, and an impressive cast of eccentric creatures that quite frankly give the likes of Monsters Inc and The Addams Family a good run for their money.’

‘This book is pure fun from start to finish and, as a parent, what more could you ask for?’

‘I cannot recommend this book enough. It was an absolute pleasure to read, and my kids were so engaged with Jack’s story that it’s a book we will be reading over and over again.’

‘This isn’t Michael Morpurgo.’
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What’s New?

Monster hunters don’t get Sundays off.

We don’t get Mondays or Tuesdays off either. Or Wednesdays, for that matter. As for Thursdays …

Look, the point I’m trying to make is that hunting monsters is a full-time job.

Monsters are always up Getting Up To No Good, so we have to be on call at all hours to stop them getting up to it.

That Sunday had been busier than usual.

Something seemed to have disturbed monsters everywhere, making them Get Up To Even More No Good than usual.

Since breakfast, I’d dashed all over the country, dealing with Clap-Cans in Catbrain … Croakers in Crackpot … Roaring Bulls in Rotten Bottom … Bullbeggars in Brokenwind.

You probably think I made up all those places, don’t you?

Well, I didn’t. They’re real. You can look them up on the map if you don’t believe me.*

All I wanted to do when I got home was collapse on the sofa and watch TV.

Unfortunately, the only thing on TV was the news, and that’s usually so boring that I always fall asleep the moment it starts.
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That evening was different.

No sooner had the news begun than I saw something on screen that made me leap behind the sofa in surprise. You’d have done the same in my shoes.*

You’d have done the same in anyone’s shoes!**

That’s because what I saw was a huge red dragon perched on a bridge in the middle of London, biting into an equally red double-decker bus as if it was a sausage roll fresh from the oven, before tossing the less tasty bits into the river below with an almighty splash.
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Red Alert

Before we go any further, I need to point out Something Important. Everything that follows stems from this one fact I’m about to tell you.

Dragons are not meant to exist.

If you look in Monster Hunting for Beginners, the official guide given to all apprentice monster hunters when they first take on the job, it says this about dragons:




Dragons are just a fairy tale invented by people who wish they’d been around during the time of the dinosaurs, which is a stupid thing to wish because they’d have been eaten in five seconds flat. Though not by the plant-eating dinosaurs, obviously. They’d have been squashed by them instead because the vegetarian dinosaurs were actually much bigger than the other ones.

See “DON’T EXIST (Things That)” for more details.





If you looked up that entry, it said this.




DON’T EXIST (Things That)

Dragons.

The Isle of Wight.

Nice school dinners.

Dragons.

The word “scyngglhofgum”. (Though it definitely should.)

Did we mention dragons?





I happened to know that the monster hunting manual was wrong.

Dragons really do exist.*

I knew that because I was friends with one.

His name was Cadwallader.

I met Cadwallader on my very first adventure when he saved me from being smashed to smithereens on the cobblestones after falling from a great height, which is one of my five least favourite ways to die.

He now lived at home with me in King’s Nooze** when he wasn’t flying about in search of other dragons.

Cadwallader’s dearest wish was to meet another dragon, because he never had. In fact, he’d come to fear that he was the last dragon left in the whole world.

I wasn’t sure that he’d like the huge red one I’d just seen on TV, though.

Cadwallader was a kind, friendly creature, not to mention quite small compared to most dragons from legend.

The dragon on the bridge was not only bigger but much fiercer, with vast leathery wings that it unfolded every few seconds and flapped to create a blusterous wind that blew passers-by off their feet and into the river below – though with a far less almighty splash than the chewed-up bits of bus.*

The reporter on TV would have made a TERRIBLE monster hunter, because he hadn’t noticed the dragon at all.

He was just standing at the side of the bridge with a microphone, saying, “I’ve got big news from London! Big news! The city has been brought to a standstill this evening due to a series of mysterious and inexplicable events involving blusterous winds and mangled buses. Police have warned people to stay away from the area while they investigate the cause.”

The reason why the traffic had ground to a halt wasn’t that MYSTERIOUS or INEXPLICABLE. It was because there was a flipping great dragon sitting on the bridge.

All he had to do was look up and see it!

But people are like that. They only see what they want to see. And most people would rather not see dragons, thank you very much.

It makes life easier.

“Dad,” I said, as the dragon picked up a passing taxi and popped it into its mouth like a boiled sweet.* “Where’s Cadwallader?”

“No idea. He went out earlier,” mumbled Dad vaguely from the armchair where he was reading. “He mentioned something about seeing a dragon somewhere, but he was gone before I could ask for more details.”

“I think he might be right,” I said.

Something in my tone of voice must have alerted Dad because he looked up from his book straight at the TV screen.

All the blood drained from his face.
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Face Off

When I say all the blood drained from his face, I don’t mean it LITERALLY did that.

That would have made his face crumple in like a drink bottle when you suck all the air out until it collapses.*

I simply mean that he lost all colour in his skin, as if he was … scared?

“Dad, what’s wrong?” I said in alarm, because there’s nothing scarier than seeing your parents scared. They’re not meant to be scared of anything. The only thing that usually frightened Dad was the thought of me getting hurt when I was out hunting monsters.**

Dad was staring at the TV as if all his Worst Nightmares had come true at once.

“Goodness,” he said, pretending all was fine. “Whatever can that be?”

“You know very well what it is,” I said. “It’s a dragon. And it’s going to cause Quite A Fuss in the monster hunting world, what with everyone thinking that dragons are one of the DON’T EXIST (Things That). People might even start believing in the Isle of Wight if this gets out! Do you think I should head over there and check it out?”

“No,” Dad said hurriedly. “The International League of Monster Hunters would have sent a message by now if they needed your help.”

“I suppose,” I said, feeling disappointed. Tackling a dragon would be way more fun than catching Clap-Cans and Croakers.*

“Besides,” Dad added, “it might not be a dragon at all. It might be … er … an overgrown Praying Mantis that’s got lost on its way to a birthday party.”

I could tell when Dad was fibbing. His ears always went red when he told a lie.

Like whenever I asked him what he thought of the pictures I drew at school.

He always said they were his Favourite Things Ever and stuck them on the door of the fridge, before cramming them in the bin the minute he thought I’d forgotten about them.

What was he hiding?

“I’m just going to pop out and see if Stoop’s heard about it,” I said, heading for the door before he could see my ears going red too.

Dad looked at me suspiciously.

“What about your homework?” he asked.

“Done it already,” I said brightly.

That wasn’t true either.

But who wants to do homework when there’s a monster on the loose?
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A Friend in Speed Is a Friend Indeed

I wasn’t really going to see Stoop.

Stoop had been hunting monsters for two hundred years and he just wanted to retire.

That’s why he’d taken me on as his apprentice. I was fond of Stoop, but he rarely got out of bed unless he ABSOLUTELY had to.

Instead I was going to find my best friend Nancy. She’s a monster hunter too.

Nancy had been at my side all day as we tackled the aforementioned monster outbreaks in Crackpot and Brokenwind and Rotten Bottom and all those other places that some of you apparently think I made up.*

Nancy had evidently had the same idea. She BOLTED round the corner as I PELTED round the same one, both of us going at speed.

What happens when an Irresistible Force meets an Immovable Object?

No one knows because it’s never happened, and it didn’t happen this time either, because I’m not an Irresistible Force and Nancy isn’t an Immovable Object, so I don’t know why I mentioned it.

What happened in this case is that we bounced off one another and sat down.
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We didn’t have time to ask if it hurt.*

“Did you see the news?” we both said at once as we scrambled to our feet, before deciding to take it in turns to speak. It’s easier to understand each other that way.

“I wonder if that’s why the monsters were so restless today?” I said first. “Maybe they sensed something was afoot.”

“Besides that thing with five toes at the end of your leg, you mean?” said Nancy with a giggle.

Luckily, we were already wearing our seven league boots.**

These magic pieces of footwear allow anyone who puts them on to travel seven leagues, or twenty-one miles, with every single step.

And if you can’t picture how far that is, it’s the exact same distance as between where you are right now and a place twenty-one miles away.

London is nearly three hundred miles from King’s Nooze, but Nancy and I got there in fourteen steps,*** and landed niftily next to the bridge where I’d seen the dragon on TV earlier.

At once, I drew my trusty catapult and prepared to Fight To The Death.*

I might not be the biggest or toughest boy in the world. I don’t go looking for trouble if I can avoid it. But a monster hunter’s duty is to Protect The Public From Danger at all costs.

Nobody took the slightest notice of us.

Not even the dragon.

That probably had something to do with the fact that the dragon … wasn’t there.
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Sight for Sore Eyes

We tried asking a few passers-by what had happened, but they were none the wiser.*

“It’s probably some kind of Freak Weather-Related Incident,” one declared.

“I blame the government,” said another.

“Mark my words, it’s all that funny stuff they put in the water,” said a third.

“What are you talking about, you silly people?” yelled Nancy. “It was a dragon!”

“What did you say?” said the TV reporter who’d overheard the whole exchange and now rushed over with a microphone to interview us.

“I said it was a dragon,” Nancy told him. “Don’t you think we know a dragon when we see one? One of our best friends is a dragon.”

“What vivid imaginations children have,” said the reporter. “Isn’t it charming?”

“Delightful!” said a tall woman nearby.

“Look,” her companion declared, catching sight of the leather tunic and tin helmet that I always wore when out monster hunting. “He’s even made himself a little costume.”

“They’re so cute at that age,” the tall woman agreed, reaching out to pat me on the head.*

“Come on, Jack,” said Nancy. “There’s no point trying to talk sense into people who don’t want sense talked into them.”

[image: No image description]

We were just turning away in the hope of discovering where the dragon had gone before the trail went Completely Cold when there was a bright flash of light that made me think the sun must have exploded and sizzled up my eyeballs like ice cubes dropped into hot oil.

“Nancy, help!” I said. “I’ve been blinded by dragon fire!”
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Say Cheese!

Of course, I hadn’t been blinded by dragon fire.* What I’d seen was another kind of flash.

“Someone took your picture, Jack,” said Nancy. “Quick, they’re getting away.”

The man who’d taken my snapshot saw at once that he’d been rumbled.

He immediately followed the dragon’s example by making a Quick Getaway, which is by far the best sort of getaway because Slow Getaways mean you’re more likely to be caught.

We dashed after him, weaving in and out of the crowd. That wasn’t easy.

I’m small for my age, and people of my age are usually smaller than grown-ups anyway, which means I was smaller than everyone, and they were all surging one way while we shoved and shouldered through the tightly packed bodies in the other direction, so it was like running into a hurricane.

Thankfully, Nancy is taller than me. She kept jumping up to see which way the man who’d taken my picture was heading. We’d have lost him otherwise.

Soon we’d left the crowd behind and were running through a winding maze of empty streets in pursuit.

A glimpse of heels round one corner. The sound of running footsteps round another.

This way!

That way!

Thataway!

Thisaway!

Various other ways too complicated to describe!

At last we caught up with him in a gloomy alley with a sign at one end saying No Exit.*

“Right,” said Nancy when the Phantom Picture-Taker realised that he had nowhere left to run. “Out with it!”

“Out with what?” he said nervously.

“You know what the what is that we want you to come out with!” she said. “Why did you take Jack’s picture?”

“It’s my job,” said the snapper.

“Taking pictures of Jack is your job?” said Nancy in disbelief. “Weird. Does it pay well?”
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“I don’t mean taking pictures of Jack is my job,” he said. “There wouldn’t be much of a career in that, would there? I mean taking pictures in general is my job. I’m a photographer.”

He held up his camera as if to prove it.

“Owning a camera doesn’t prove you’re a photographer,” I said mistrustfully. “I have at least thirty-seven odd socks, but that doesn’t make me … whatever someone who collects odd socks is called.”*

“It’s true,” he said. “I work for Monster Hunting News.”

He showed me and Nancy the badge that he had pinned to the lapel of his jacket.




ERIC SNAPPER OFFICIAL SHUTTERBUG**





Eric told us that he’d been taking pictures for Monster Hunting News for years, and had once won second prize in the annual competition to find the best picture of a Jenny Greenteeth on rollerskates with his picture of – I’m sure you’ve already guessed – a Jenny Greenteeth on roller skates.

In case you don’t know who or what a Jenny Greenteeth is – and why would you? – this is what it says about that particular creature in Monster Hunting for Beginners.




JENNY GREENTEETH

Jenny Greenteeth are so-called because their mums and dads are generally called Greenteeth and their first name is always Jenny. It’s just one of those weird coincidences. They do have green teeth, as a matter of fact, because they live in dank pools and the only thing they have to use for toothpaste is the algae that grows there, and it’s not good for the sort of minty freshness you usually expect after brushing your teeth. Those green teeth are often the last thing children see as they are dragged down to a watery grave. Whether it would make them any happier if the teeth munching them were sparkling white, none have ever returned to tell. But I wouldn’t have thought it very likely.
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Eric showed us his Jenny Greenteeth picture.

It was a good one, I had to admit.

“What won first prize?” said Nancy.

“A photograph of a bowl of fruit. It wasn’t even in focus. And someone had eaten all the fruit, so it was only a bowl really. I never understood how it beat mine. I’m just unlucky, I guess. But not after tonight!” Eric broke into a smile. “That picture I took of you on the bridge, Jack, will make me famous.”

“Boy looks at spot where dragon sat earlier. What an amazing story. Hold the front page,” said Nancy, rolling her eyes.

Eric looked at me strangely. “You




OEBPS/images/image7.jpg





OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml


Contents







		Title Page



		Copyright



		Note to Readers



		Praise



		Contents



		What’s New?



		Red Alert



		Face Off



		A Friend in Speed Is a Friend Indeed



		Sight for Sore Eyes



		Say Cheese!



		The Truth Hurts



		Fearing the Worst



		Out of the Bag



		Sweet Tooth



		Big Bad



		Can You Keep a Secret?



		Poo’s a Naughty Boy?



		The Morning After



		Setting Forth



		Squeak Up!



		Parlez-Vous Français?



		Soggy Bottom



		Sorry, Not Sorry



		Phew, That Was Close



		Sick and Tired



		A Taste for Reading



		That’ll Teach Me!



		Guess Who?



		One Way or Another



		Spelling It Out



		Would He? Could He?



		Pang



		’Ello, ’Ello, ’Ello



		I Spy



		Out of Gas



		Close Encounters of the Dad Kind



		It’s All Uphill From Here



		Which Jack?



		Don’t Go



		You Wanna Pizza Me?



		Raw Deal



		Not Bonkers



		Too Many Agathas



		BAA!



		Who’s Blue?



		Cheeky Shot



		Wee-sel Words



		Definitely Snot



		Taken for a Ride



		Move Along, Nothing to See Here



		Things Can Only Get Worser



		The Thick of It



		Snark Makes His Move



		Greed Wins



		ASAP



		The Battle of the Bowels



		What Next?



		It’s That Man Again



		Man, Mouse or Dragon?



		Fame at Last



		Everybody Wants to Rule the World



		Whistle While You Work



		Hot Potato



		Comebax



		Liar, Liar, Pants on Fire



		As Time Goes By



		Nancy Interrupts



		Fight or Flight



		Chain Reaction



		Sweet Dreams



		The Shock of the New



		Know Your Stuff



		One or Two



		Eggs Is Eggs



		Beat the Drum



		Tap, Tap



		Fake News



		The Sweet Smell of Success



		Loose Ends



		The Last Word



		Footnotes



		About the Author and Illustrator



		About the Publisher











Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		What’s New?













		v



		i



		iv



		ii



		iii



		vi



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314













OEBPS/images/image8.jpg





OEBPS/images/image18.jpg





OEBPS/images/image27.jpg





OEBPS/images/image14.jpg





OEBPS/images/image25.jpg





OEBPS/images/image22.jpg





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
%,

N





OEBPS/images/image30.jpg





OEBPS/images/image17.jpg





OEBPS/images/image3.jpg





OEBPS/images/image24.jpg





OEBPS/images/image23.jpg





OEBPS/images/image10.jpg





OEBPS/images/image19.jpg





OEBPS/images/image1.jpg





OEBPS/images/image6.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780755501984_Cover.jpg
RAGONS

ILLUSTRATED BY il
LOUIS GHIBAULT /S

3





OEBPS/images/Title.jpg
[(ustrated by
Louis Ghibaut

7

2
)
((
e #
- G
. 1o
A A
N
)





OEBPS/images/image15.jpg





