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“So what are these National Treasures I have
to find?” Henry Potty asked.

“The Mega Death Laser 3000, the Bucket of
Extra Lives, and the Very Wizardly Hat. The latter can produce
bunnies and trick decks of cards, and all manner of wondrous
marvels. Some even say…” Here Bumbling Bore paused dramatically.
“…it is alive! Most don’t, of course, but it’s still a groovy
accessory.”

“And you think I should find all three? Even
though I’m up to my ears in quests and items already? I mean, the
motorhome’s bursting at the seams.”

Bumbling Bore nodded sagely. “You also need
to find the thirteen treasures of Britain, the fourteen things on
my laundry list, the three Unbelievable Curses—”

“Got those,” Henry muttered. “You were
gullible enough to let Frankenstein teach us in our fourth
year.”

“…A Golden Ticket, the Subtle Compass,
Santa’s wishlist, Carmen Santiago, the lost plunger, the Last
Manticore, the six great Stopsigns of the Light, a bottle of
dehydrated water, the Perfect Chicken Strip, the Used Handkerchief
of Destiny Upon Which Angels Themselves…”

“Forget it. I’m just going after the Plot
Devices!”

Bumbling Bore nodded sagely. He didn’t know
any other way to nod. “Then you’re a better man than I. You’ve
passed the test. Many would’ve been tempted by hot babes, unlimited
wealth, and domination over the entire earth. But, no, you choose
to risk your life destroying the worthless fragments of Lord
Revolting.”

Henry cleared his throat. “Did you say hot
babes?”
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 Introduction

Author’s Note:

This book is SUITABLE FOR ALL AGES. Some more
so than others.

 


Supplementary Note:

Even so, this parody may be offensive to the
following groups: Pirates, parrots, pirates’ parrots, lawyers,
telemarketers, vampires, ghosts, ghasts, guests, red-shirted
security guards, adolescents, adolescuncles, children, adults,
fundamentalists, Spanish Inquisitors, Polish Mafia stooges,
minions, vegetarians, humanitarians, new-agers, old-agers, elves,
fantasy writers, professors, orcs, puppets, battle droids, frogs,
lice, hail, darkness, corpses, and fictional characters.

 


Supplementary Supplement:

Within the novel lurk similar weighty issues
to those in Harry Potter, including death, birth, rebirth, war,
violence, sexual orientation, politics, social commentary, and
cafeteria food. If you prefer to experience these issues only on
TV, in computer games, on the news, and at school, rather than in
books, you should not read further, or even handle this book
without adequate protection.

 


Supplement to the Supplementary
Supplement:

In fact, some of the puns are known to be
venomous and strike out if they’ve missed feeding time.

 


PS: This stand-alone novel, book seven, is
the sequel to Henry Potty and the Pet Rock. Some might think
that after book one would come book two, and then three, and so on
in some logical fashion. Those people lack imagination. This
author, on the other hand, has a chorus of singing potatoes to
guide her. Shall we?


Chapter
1:

The Dimness is Rising

Vast drifts of white
peacock poop dotted Lord Revolting’s Funhouse of Terror and Magical
Thrill Ride. Come one, Come all: Tour the Haunted House and Get
Well and Truly Scared, boasted the blinking neon sign. Under
it, a small tag read Two thousand and one evil deeds done.
High on the hill towered the rotting gothic mansion Lord Revolting
had renovated into a rotting administration hub, freak show, and
lost children center. The off-duty minions were currently in the
basement playing foosball and trying to rig the pinball machines.
Below, in the dungeon, captured wandmakers were having their
spirits broken by constant brutal exposure to taped reruns of
daytime TV. Those who resisted were shown the shopping channel. Up
above, Lord Revolting was having his Chief Lackeys to dinner.

“You, you, and you.” Voice grating like a
sack of muddy gravel, Revolting gestured to three elves. “Slice
yourselves open so the good bits fall on my plate.”

As the elves hastened to comply, Lord
Revolting leaned back in his creaky chair. Festooned with heaps of
garbage over a shiny layer of green makeup, he still smelled like
the hind end of a diseased orangutan. The Dim Lord began stroking
his large white cat, which turned instantly brown from his unwashed
hands. He scrutinized his Legions of Dimness as they cowered around
the dining table. So many of his evil minions had been killed in
previous books that he’d widened his recruitment pool to
significantly naughty malcontents, halfwits, and even movie stars.
Miffie Muffet, school bully with adorable brown ringlets and button
nose. Wormsnail, so named for his diet. The Phantom of the Cesspit.
Dracula. The Mummy. The Blob. Mr. Hide. The Wicked Witch of the
West. Sniffly Snort, inscrutable as always. And last, the dreaded
Tooth Fairy, fangs bared. Only two of these were the same
person.

Revolting straightened. “Welcome, everyone. I
hope after a summer at management training camp you’ve all
revitalized your cruelest core competencies: hexing, squelching,
mangling, and the like. As you know, this is the year we increase
death production, employ cutting-edge technology to shred our
enemies into puppy chow, and downsize the Wizarding World until it
capsizes. I don’t just mean the dull bits. In fact, we’ll be
implementing my hostile corporate takeover of…wait for
it…Chickenfeet Academy itself.”

The Lackeys applauded.

“I’ll expect your proposals on my desk in the
next ten minutes. Now, for the old business: Who gets nominated for
our weekly Competency Award? Remember there’s a muffin basket in it
for you.”

Dracula leaned forward, smacking bloodless
lips. “My plan to incapacitate the Ministry of Muckups is nearly
complete! One more week of serving them decaf and they’ll be too
sluggish to resist us.”

“And the rest of you?”

“I convinced the Polish Mafia to give us all
their knickerbocker sausages at a third off!”

“I used this golden compass to chip a hole in
the ozone layer!”

“I sent out twelve thousand junk emails.”

“I kicked a man in the shins and stole his
lunch money.”

“I got Dorothy…and her little dog, too!”

Mr. Hide, a tiny hairy urban cannibal,
gibbered incoherently from under the table. No one had ever caught
more than a glimpse of him as he scampered from cover to cover,
occasionally strangling anything smaller than he was, which wasn’t
much.

The greenish and gooey Blob slurped as if
sucking the last bit of milkshake up a straw. No one asked for
details.

Only one man (or woman or nauseating thing)
at the table remained silent, as he had no need to speak. Oh, he
could speak, and quite well; he’d even been a cooking professor
before a tiny indiscretion of first-degree murder had hastened his
retirement. However, his deeds could speak for themselves.

Lord Revolting favored him with a very cold,
very thin, very oily smile. (He had left his thin, oily dentures in
the freezer overnight). “Well, Professor Snort. In the time you’ve
been working for this organization, I see you’ve maximized
potential scream capacity, underwritten our expenses in iron
maidens and thumbscrews, reduced the number of idiots working for
me, and disposed neatly of their bodies. At this rate, you may be
CEO someday soon.” His eyes narrowed. “Too soon. Why don’t you take
my pet, Slimy, for a walk? And a little massage, if his poisonous
secretions aren’t flowing freely.”

Sniffly Snort was the newcomer to the group,
hastily promoted after a number of mysterious deaths. His wizard
bathrobe was thin and austere, allowing onlookers a glimpse of his
equally austere socks and undergarments. He was pale and tall, so
much so that some mistook him for Lord Revolting’s
far-less-disgusting half-brother. This was almost certainly untrue.
Professor Snort blew his nose, taking his time with the honking and
gentlemanly sniff. He tossed the soaked handkerchief to some elves,
who scrambled for it greedily. “You forget, Your Great Rottenness,
I already did so.” He snapped off a pair of heavy-strength
industrial gloves, half-dissolved with poisoned worm secretions.
“Perhaps you’re the one who needs exercise. A brief stroll along
that picturesque bridge overlooking the shark tank might coax a
healthy green glow into your cheeks.”

Lord Revolting’s eyes narrowed. “Isn’t that
bridge hanging by a thread?”

Professor Snort was saved having to answer as
a messenger ran into the room. “Henry Potty’s escaping!”

Lord Revolting drew his wand and shot the
messenger, killing him instantly. “How? Where?” he demanded.

“He seems at a loss for words,” Snort
commented neutrally. “Not to mention his head. However, as I’ve
already told you, a perfect source has spent seventeen years
protecting Henry Potty, only to turn traitor now at the last
minute. He says the boy should be on his way to the park now if we
want to show up and grind him into duck food.

“Well, that would certainly make the ducks
happy, wouldn’t it?” Revolting mused. “All right. You’ve only tried
to kill me once today, so let me get my coat.”

The doorbell rang. “Trick or Treat!”

“Get lost!” Revolting shouted. “Can’t you see
I’m consulting my Legions of Dimness?”

Snort raised a finger. “Effluvious One, I
must protest.”

“You like Trick or Treaters? Then you
can run to the market.”

In answer, Snort waved his wand out the
window, prompting shrieks of terror and a barrage of fading
footsteps. “Indeed, no. I’m wondering if you’ll continue to call us
that.”

Revolting drew himself up stiffly at the
verbal glove Snort had tossed. The other Chief Lackeys shrank in
their seats. “You take your names from me. ‘Dim Lord’ strikes fear
into the huddled masses, an imposing phrase suggesting murky
lighting. And you know I don’t like having my name said aloud.
Everyone always pronounces it funny.”

“Indeed. But ‘The Dim Lord and his Legions of
Dimness’ also implies a certain…” Snort’s voice trailed off at
Revolting’s sneer. “On second thought, it’s perfect.
Congratulations. Shall we go slaughter the Potty boy now?”

The Tooth Fairy heaved her mallet and
crowbar, displaying her twelve-inch beribboned fangs. “We will not
fail.”

“Meeting adjourned,” Revolting said.

“Don’t forget your sweaters,” the Mummy
cackled.

And they left.

>

Meanwhile, on the other side of the
wizarding world…

Henry Potty was so famous he couldn’t even
stand it. There had been movie deals and book clubs and toothpaste
brands. Conventions and media circuses and crazed fans tearing off
his jacket and pants, only to reveal he’d forgotten to put on
underwear that day. But it wasn’t enough.

“Where is Lord Revolting,” Henry wondered.
“And why, in all these books, haven’t I beaten him yet?”

“Seek the pieces of his soul,” whispered an
unearthly disembodied voice carried on a single puff of wind. “And
yoooooooouuuuuu will destroy hiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiimmmmmmmmm
forever.”

Henry fell over, stunned into an enchanted
sleep.

He awoke three inches from his undead
mentor’s nostrils. The rest of the mentor, unfortunately, was there
as well, hovering over the bed. Henry grimaced. Having his old
principal hanging around as a ghost had ruined his summer,
especially since the exterminators were on strike. “Stop boring
me!”

“You could ignore me,” Bumbling Bore said
reasonably. A tall, bearded, nightgowned old man, he could stun
people with a single phrase: Class, open your books.

“I just keep hoping you’ll say something
useful,” Henry complained. “All you ever say is ‘Seek the pieces of
his soul.’ I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“It’s very simple. The evil Lord Revolting
has divided his soul into seven Plot Devices. He turned the
Gizzarding World into a morass of evil and despair. The Ministry of
Muckups responded in a savage, fearless campaign by changing our
name back to the Wizarding World, still in a morass of evil and
despair, by the way. And you, the Chosen One, are doomed to defeat
him before he destroys you. Clear?”

Henry rolled over and hauled the covers over
his head. “I’ll find them after lunch.”

Bumbling Bore sat on Henry’s desk chair and
sank right through it, so that his knees were bumping his nose. “I
come back from the realm of death and the only person I can speak
to is you.”

“As my manager, you’re under a seven year
contract,” Henry said. “I’m not breaking that just because you’re
dead.”

“And now that I am, you don’t listen to a
word.”

“I listen. Just not when you make those
stupid adult comments like, ‘I’ll tell you when you’re older’ or
‘your face will freeze that way,’ or ‘Professor Snort’s on our
side.’”

“I have the utmost trust in Professor
Snort.”

Henry blinked. “Still? He tried to kill me a
bunch of times. He shot the curator at the Louvre. He cut down all
the beautiful trees to build his Fortress of Doom. He tied Little
Nell to the train tracks. And didn’t he murder you?”

“Only somewhat. And he certainly didn’t mean
to bring about this deathly paper shortage.”

“What! I thought that referred to all the
forests we chopped down to publish my series. You mean there’s more
going on?”

“No, no, of course not.”

“There’s something, isn’t there?”

Bumbling Bore twitched and dropped his
ghostly glasses through his ghostly lap. “What? Why would you think
that?”

“Because I may have failed all my classes,
but I’m not that much of a moron. So what is it? What are
you hiding? Will I need to sacrifice my life or something?”

“Only if you swallowed a Plot Device by
mistake.” Bumbling Bore eyed him. “You didn’t, did you? That would
be really foolish. Even for you.”

“Then what’s going on?”

“Nothing,” Bumbling Bore huffed. “It’s not as
if I screwed up in my managerial duties because of being dead, and
allowed Revolting an additional method of taking over the world in
just a few months through an unforeseen loophole. Not at all.”

“Uh huh,” Henry said, unconvinced. “And about
those duties—I’m not impressed. Since I’ve been a movie star, kids
have fallen in love with tons of other novels. What about me?” He
gazed around at his room. Once bursting with homemade memorabilia,
from endorsed soda cans to toothpick holders, it now held items of
a more mature nature: acne medicine, Getting a Girlfriend for
Lamebrains, t-shirts that audaciously displayed his lack of
muscles, and a certificate proving he was legally, although
probably not functionally, an adult. On the cusp of his seventeenth
birthday (not to mention Lord Revolting’s destruction of the
Wizarding World) Henry had tabled his plans to release Henry Potty
exclusive chewing gum (tastes just like him!) and was concentrating
on survival and the bare essentials, rather than merchandising.
Even the Henry Potty toilet paper project had been scrapped: After
seven books, paper was getting scarcer.

Meanwhile, his pet flying pig, Hortense,
flapped aimlessly around the room and straight through Bumbling
Bore, who started and growled under his breath. “You’re still
ignoring my advice, aren’t you? Hey, Henry, you want a real
shocker? I’m gay. I’m GAY!!!!”

“Congratulations,” Henry said, dangling
treats for Hortense. “That white ghostly look was getting
tiring.”

“Gay, not gray! I am Bumbling Bore the Gay
and I’ve been teaching wizarding teens for centuries!”

“Really? Just centuries?”

“I’m younger than I look,” Bumbling Bore
muttered. “But doesn’t that concern you? Don’t you want to argue
about that a lot on chatrooms or buy a thousand copies of my
autobiography, The Life and Times of a Total Windbag Who Happens
to be Gay and Isn’t Just Saying that for Cheap Publicity? I’ve
come out of the broom closet. Aren’t you intrigued?”

Henry blinked. “Maybe fifty years ago, back
when interracial marriage was outlawed and people hunted squirrels
for entertainment. But in the wizarding world we good guys aren’t
prejudiced, except against those snooty French wizards, who always
insult our cooking.”

Bumbling Bore grimaced. “I thought they
liked frogs. How was I to know they don’t belong in
shepherd’s pie?” He eyed Henry. “So you’re not going to post on a
dozen chatrooms loudly debating my love life? How about something
else? My collection of antique sugar bowls?”

“Or your fashion sense?” Henry suggested.
“Although the housedresses you wear make a little more sense now. I
thought you just let your mother pick them out.”

“They aren’t housedresses,” Bumbling Bore
thundered. He loomed upward ten feet, and his knees magically no
longer bumped his nose. “They are state-of-the-art wizard
bathrobes, a tradition that has reigned for centuries. It is said:
do not mess with a wizard’s dress sense, for after thousands of
years of bathrobes, we won’t listen when you say we look
silly!”

“That’s been said?”

“Everywhere. Now why aren’t you dressed
yet?”

Henry draped an arm over his eyes. “You just
said sloppy bathrobes count.”

“Not for a wedding.”

“Really Wimpy’s to Horrendous Gangrene?”

“Of course. And you’re the best man. Or best
something anyway. Now get dressed. I’ll be downstairs, telling off
your aunt and uncle for the seventh time.”

>

After Bumbling Bore had knocked Henry’s
closest relatives into a stupor, the pair left the house. Henry
eyed his vacuum cleaner where it leaned against the shed. Someone
had traced “Please wash me” with a fingertip. “Is it safe to
travel? I mean with the doom and despair and vicious name changing
and so forth?”

“Relax,” Bumbling Bore said. “You won’t die
this early in the book.”

“Well, that’s true,” Henry said,
brightening.

“Besides, it’s not as if I’d deliberately
betray your plans to Revolting himself, just to keep my semi-loyal
double agent in work. Even in this huge recession we’re having. I
mean, that would be unforgivable, not to mention stupid, betraying
the Chosen One just for a few dollars—which I haven’t received by
the way.”

“Pounds.”

Bumbling Bore blinked.

“We’re in England, so it’s pounds, not
dollars.”

“Of course, of course. Quite right. Well, off
you go.”

“Wait, you babysat me all summer and now
you’re staying behind? Bumbling Bore, you’re responsible for my
education.”

Bumbling Bore’s eyes narrowed. “Is that a
statement or an accusation?” He shrugged. “Well, I’ve prepared you
as well as someone with my limited capabilities can. And I don’t
think you’ll need me for the next, say, hour or two.”

“How ‘bout the rest of my life?”

“Yes, that’s what I said. Now, off you
go.”

So Henry flew off blissfully into the
sun.

>

A few minutes later, on the other other side
of the wizarding world…

Henry alighted by the duck pond. His vacuum
had mysteriously run out of gas, and duck guano would substitute
well in a pinch. Just then, a dark shadow sprang from the bushes. A
lighter shadow unrolled beside it.

Henry clapped both hands to his cheeks and
screamed. “Ahhhhhhhh! It’s Dracula and the Mummy.”

He spun. The Phantom was flicking his fingers
menacingly from behind a tree. “A weird neurotic guy in a cape and
top hat!” The Blob squelched out, and Henry’s eyes widened.
“And…last night’s dinner?”

A magical shot rang out from behind the
grassy knoll. Blasted from a green grease-painted hand, it headed
unerringly for Henry’s head, preparing to turn it into a bowl of
mint custard. Far away, the AUTHOR’S fingers spasmed on the
keyboard. She’d made Revolting too powerful! And if Henry ended
this early, so would the book.

Just then, a miracle happened. Henry
ducked, and as he did, his wand shuddered and fired of its own
volition in the knoll’s direction. A blast shook the air,
coupled with an acidic sizzle. “That’s impossible,” Henry murmured.
If he’d listened, he might have discerned the faint garbage-scented
cry of “My batteries! No!” Oblivious, however, Henry aimed his wand
carefully at the Blob. “Expeli-arms!”

Nothing happened.

In desperation, Henry shot the same spell at
the Phantom, who screamed as his arms fell off at the shoulders and
tumbled uselessly to the ground.

Abandoning his ineffective vacuum, Henry ran.
The grass was uneven and hilly, with occasional slippery patches
the ducks had clearly visited. Behind him he heard the sharp
squeals of the Tooth Fairy, bent on her prey. Twin scents of ozone
and burned teeth hovered ever closer. Encircling him, the horror
movie henchmen flung ancient bandages and sharp spells, while the
grass only provided cover for Henry’s precious toes. Thud! Henry
tumbled against a familiar figure. “Ahhhhhh! The Dogman!” He
clapped his hands to his cheeks, even though it hadn’t helped him
the last time. “Aaaargh!”

“Quiet, I’m on your side.”

Henry stared at Rover S. Barkin, last of his
father’s dearest friends who hadn’t betrayed him or been killed in
some horrible way. Bitten by a weirdwolf years before, the Dogman
was mostly shaggy canine: just as furry and about as intelligent.
Some of the foremost pedigree experts in the world had pronounced
him part golden retriever, part collie, and part used mop. “Oh,
good. Brought me a birthday present?”

“Yes, but there’s no time for that now! We’re
in great danger! If we’re not back for dinner, my wife will have me
declawed!”

The monsters had left their protective cover
and were sneaking (in one case, squelching) closer. Henry ducked as
a frayed bandage lashed far too close. He clutched the Dogman’s fur
coat, only to realize he wasn’t wearing one. “Every scary monster
from the last hundred years of cinema is chasing me. I need your
help!”

“I’m on it.” The Dogman turned to face the
monsters. “Hey, uglies. Know who this is?”

“Oh yes.” The Tooth Fairy cackled in triumph.
“Now leave him to us.”

“This is Henry Potty. He’s expected at
his movie premiere next week. If he doesn’t show up…”

The Mummy reached under its bandages to
scratch its head. The Blob chewed its squelchy lips.

“Ve vant the boy,” Dracula said, but it
lacked heart. Mostly because his hadn’t beat for centuries.

“But you also want a remake of Dracula
II. And Son of the Curse of Dracula. And Dracula
Bites It. If Henry doesn’t show up, and teens lose faith in the
movie industry, we’ve all had it!”

The Tooth Fairy hesitated. She didn’t have a
movie, but she had dreams. “Fine, we’ll pick him up after the
premiere. But I want tickets. Good ones.”

“You’ll get them,” the Dogman promised as he
fetched the vacuum and led Henry away. “Right after my big break,”
he muttered. “Legions of Dimness indeed.”

“Expeli-arms!” Henry shouted at the Blob, for
good measure. Again, nothing happened.

The Dogman sighed. “Sheesh, Henry, it’s like
you don’t know any other spells.”

“I don’t. Haven’t you noticed how much I cut
class? Now, c’mon. I’m supposed to be the best man, and I’ll bet
there’s still cake.”

The Dogman’s tail wagged. “I’ll poof us
there.” He snapped his furry fingers, and they vanished in a fluffy
cloud of coconut-scented smoke and cheap stage effects. As they
catapulted through the air toward the wedding, neither recalled the
sabotaged vacuum or the mysterious figure behind the grassy
knoll.

>

On whichever side of the wizarding world we
were at in the first place…

“Blast, foiled again!” Revolting flung his
wand onto the desk, groaning at the clunk of fried batteries. “I
hate not getting what I want! Dim Lackeys, recruit
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