
		
			
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
		

	

PUFFIN BOOKS
Revenge of the Toffee Monster


Susan Gates was born in Grimsby. Her father is a guitar player and her mother a tailoress. At secondary school her favourite reading was science fiction – she read every science-fiction book in Cleethorpes public library. She also had a craze for all kinds of American literature, especially detective stories, and went on to study American literature at Warwick University. Then she became a teacher. She taught in Malawi, Africa (she still has a scar on her ankle from a mosquito bite that went septic), and in County Durham, England. She has three adorable teenage children (she has to say that – they might read this book!): Laura, Alex and Chris.




Other books by Susan Gates

ATTACK OF THE TENTACLED TERROR

KILLER MUSHROOMS ATE MY GRAN


Susan Gates


Revenge of the Toffee Monster


[image: image]

PUFFIN BOOKS



PUFFIN BOOKS

Published by the Penguin Group

Penguin Books Ltd, 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

Penguin Putnam Inc., 375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014, USA

Penguin Books Australia Ltd, 250 Camberwell Road, Camberwell, Victoria 3124, Australia

Penguin Books Canada Ltd, 10 Alcorn Avenue, Toronto, Ontario, Canada M4V 3B2

Penguin Books India (P) Ltd, 11 Community Centre, Panchsheel Park, New Delhi – 110 017, India

Penguin Books (NZ) Ltd, Cnr Rosedale and Airborne Roads, Albany, Auckland, New Zealand

Penguin Books (South Africa) (Pty) Ltd, 24 Sturdee Avenue, Rosebank 2196, South Africa

Penguin Books Ltd, Registered Offices: 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

www.penguin.com

First published 1999

16

Copyright © Susan Gates, 1999

All rights reserved


The moral right of the author has been asserted




Except in the United States of America, this book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser

British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library

ISBN: 978-0-14-192567-7



Chapter One

Lenny's bike skidded to a stop. He leapt off it and threw it on to the ground.

‘What's this place?’ he asked himself, out loud.

He read the name on a rusty metal sign. ‘Butterworth's Toffee Works.’

‘Where'd this place come from?’ he demanded, as if it should have asked his permission to be there. It was just that he'd never spotted it before. This industrial estate was his territory. He was always riding his bike around it. He thought he knew every inch of it.

True, the Toffee Works was easy to miss. It was down an alleyway that was almost blocked with wheelie bins and stinking rubbish. It was a skinny building, squeezed in between two warehouses like the filling in a sandwich. It shouldn't be here, it didn't belong. It was made out of crumbling yellow brick. It looked as if there'd been some planning mistake. As if it had been left behind by accident when they'd bulldozed all the other old buildings to put up the modern factory units.

Lenny pushed aside a wheelie bin.

‘What's this sign then?’ he wondered. The other sign was a hand with a pointing finger. ‘To the Toffee Museum. Free,’ it said.

‘I didn't know there was a Toffee Museum round here!’ said Lenny. He sounded even more disapproving. He didn't like things happening on his territory that he didn't know about.

But he found himself thinking. ‘Humm, might be worth a look.’

That showed how bored he was. Usually, if any of his friends had said, ‘Hey, how about a look round the Toffee Museum?’ he would have answered, ‘Toffee Museum? You've got to be joking!’

But today, there were no friends around.

He'd called at everyone's house, even the kids he couldn't stand. And they were all on holiday. Every single one of them! It had been a nasty shock. He wasn't used to being on his own. He felt really strange. Like a lonesome seagull that's lost its flock. He was used to being in a big noisy gang of kids. He didn't know what to do with himself.

‘They could've told me!’ he grumbled. ‘I didn't know they were all going away – at the same time!’

He still couldn't believe it. He felt angry and hurt. Like they'd got together and sneaked off behind his back. His mum and dad had no money for holidays. He'd nagged his mum. But she'd just got mad. ‘Lenny,’ she'd said. ‘You'd better forget it. There's no way!’

And his new baby sister was no fun. She was still all floppy. Her mouth went square when she yelled her head off. And she was always yelling her head off. It gave Lenny a headache. He couldn't even read his comics in peace.

Once, he had tried to help. He had tried to pick her up to comfort her. But Mum had come into the room. She had told him off. ‘Give her to me, Lenny, you'll drop her! And look, your hands must be dirty. Her white Babygro is black now! I'll have to dress her all over again!’

Lenny frowned at the memory – it had made him feel so clumsy and stupid.

‘My life is rubbish!’ he muttered.

Times were bad. So bad that even a Toffee Museum seemed like a good way of killing time. Especially if it was free.

‘Free!’ said Lenny, reading the word out loud just to make sure.

Along with all his other troubles, like being abandoned by his friends and having a baby at home who wailed like a fire-engine, Lenny was stony broke. He'd just spent his last 35P on a Sparkle Bar. Now his pockets were as bare as his baby sister's bald head.

‘You going into this museum place then, Lenny, my man?’ Lenny asked himself.

‘Might as well,’ he answered back, with a shrug.

He'd been having a lot of conversations with himself since he found out his friends had all sneaked away.

Another finger was pointing sternly to a little green door. ‘This Way!’ it said.

When Lenny went through the door he wheeled his bike with him. He thought bikes probably weren't allowed in Toffee Museums.

‘But that's too bad! I'm not going to leave you outside to get nicked,’ he muttered to his bike.

As soon as he got inside, he almost spun round and came out again.

‘Whoops, big mistake, Lenny,’ he told himself.

The Toffee Museum was not child-friendly. It was a gloomy room with dreary glass cases round the walls. There was dust everywhere. Dust in the cases – you could hardly see into them. Thick grey dust on the floor. There were no other footprints in the dust. No one had visited this Toffee Museum for a very long time.

‘Not surprised,’ thought Lenny, as he turned his bike round to go out. ‘What a dump.’

Using the hem of his T-shirt, he rubbed at the dust on one of the cases. He made a little window. He leaned to peer into it. A face peered back at him.

‘Aaagh! Whossat?’

He sprang back, his heart jumping about like a frog trapped in a bucket.

Very, very warily, he looked into the case again.

The face was still there, trapped under the glass. It stared spookily out at him. It was a chubby face, doughy and white with two sad black eyes. It had a sort of tartan cap on, on top of curly blond hair.

Lenny rubbed away some more of the dust.

‘Phew!’ he huffed a big sigh of relief. ‘Lenny, you prat!’ he told himself, pretending to wipe a waterfall of sweat off his brow. ‘Don't wet your pants! It's only a picture – on an old toffee tin! And it's a girl!’

He could see now. The girl had old-fashioned clothes on, a white lacy frock with lacy knee-length knickers underneath it and black button-up boots. She was pulling a toy horse on wheels. It was made of wood with stick legs and a barrel-shaped body. It wasn't a cute toy horse. It had a mean flat little head, like a snake.

The toffee tin was the biggest tin Lenny had ever seen. It was about a metre long. And above the little girl's head it said: ‘Butterworth's Superior Toffee. By appointment to Queen Victoria.’

Lenny shivered. He felt uneasy, even a little scared. But he didn't know why. He wheeled his bike along to another case. It had dead bluebottle flies in it and bits of cracked yellow newspaper with articles about Butterworth's toffee being the best and winning lots of prizes. There was a dusty silver cup and some faded rosettes. Nothing to be scared of there. But all the time, he could feel the eyes of that little girl on the toffee tin tracking him round the room, as if she wanted to ask him something. He shivered again. He almost yelled out, ‘What do you want?’ but stopped himself, just in time. He decided she was a pain in the neck.

‘Bet she was a real misery guts,’ he thought.

Then, all of a sudden, he felt heavy with sadness. For no reason! It was like a rock in his stomach. It swept over him in a deep, black wave. He slumped down beside his bike. He felt almost too weak to move, as if all the energy had been drained from his body.

‘Got to get back outside,’ he told himself. It was so dreary and airless in here. All this dusty, sad, forgotten stuff. It belonged to history, to a hundred years ago, not to nowadays.

And it was so quiet. Everything about this place seemed dead. It was like a ghost museum. Even the flies were ancient, as dried-up and shrivelled as mummies!

‘Get out of this dump,’ Lenny told himself urgently. ‘Get some fresh air!’ He lurched to his feet. He started wheeling his bike quickly towards the door, looking over his shoulder, as if he was running away from something.

Then, suddenly, he stopped. His nose wrinkled up.

‘What's that smell?’

It wasn't the musty, dusty smell of the Toffee Museum. It was a new, fresh smell – a wonderful, tempting, delicious smell, like warm sugary doughnuts. Lenny forgot he'd been desperate to escape. He forgot about going outside. He stopped and sniffed again.

‘Mmmmmm,’ he was thinking, his nose quivering like a tracker dog's.

A smile broke out, very slowly, on his face. He loved that smell. He recognized it, from the time his mum had made toffee apples at Hallowe'en. This place wasn't as dead as he'd thought. Someone must be alive somewhere. Someone was in the Toffee Works right now. And they were making Butterworth's toffee.

‘See that other door over there?’ Lenny asked his bike. ‘Wonder where it leads to?’

He wasn't scared now. Just breathing in that sweet, buttery, hot-caramel smell made all his fears float away. He could follow it for miles!

‘Let's go and find where it comes from,’ said Lenny.

He forgot about the creepy child on the toffee tin. He just wanted to follow that smell. But, as he wheeled his bike out of the Toffee Museum, the sad eyes in the glass case were watching him, every step of the way.
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