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TERROR TEDDIES  
IN  

TRUNDLETOWN 

 

Sarah Glumpsworth was in her room, not knowing where to start. They 

were moving house to the other side of Trundletown. Her parents lost 

their jobs a few weeks ago as the business was closing down so they 

could not pay the ludicrous rent of 700,000 euro a year on the house. So, 

they decided they would be housemates with Sarah’s insane aunt and her 

two troublesome children, Joe and Zac, their cat Bob, and their Guinea 

pig Kompaniet. Which to Sarah, was a bad idea. A frightfully bad idea. 

Staying with those twins for even five minutes is like setting a hurricane 
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off in school in the mere hope of school being cancelled, but instead 

having to sit through it and finish the entire of your maths book within 

the hour, and anyone who looks up from their desks gets extra homework 

even if all the questions are up on the board. It is frantic. And it is hell.  
Even their cat Bob is creepy. When he's hungry he would stand in your 

way and meow and meow until he has you driven soft. Then, if you 

refused, he would jump up on the table and eat your food instead! Any 

complaints and he's up in your face, tearing your hair out.  

But Kompaniet was sound. Not a bother in him. Except when he's over 

tired and he would just stare at you all day without blinking. Your gaze 

would be fixed on him. Yes, that's right, your eyes would be fixed on 

those of a guinea pig. Sarah had often thought he had some magnetic 

beam in his eyes. She also thought he was dead and would break into a 

panic until she would notice that he was just doing an exceptionally large 

poo.  

Sarah rummaged through her belongings: books - bring pile, old colouring 

books with its pages ripped out - bin. She lifted a few teddies away and 

chucked them in the bring pile, then she hauled over some of her old 

photos and carefully placed them in the bring pile as well. Underneath 

them, though, was something she had completely forgotten about since 

she was five years old. Her old Terror Teddy. It was all the rage back then, 

and she had begged her parents for one. After two years, they gave in 

and got it for her as a Christmas present from Nan. The young infant had 

adored him dearly. However, when they moved house here about ten 

years earlier and her new friends had started slagging her on this 

particular topic, she had thrown him in a box under her bed. And now, 

here he was, staring at Sarah with deep loving eyes. The tension was too 

much. She tossed him into the bring pile.  

Moving day finally arrived and the last few hours of preparation was 

frantic. The shouts of people snapping orders at the delivery men, the sea 

of boxes being picked up and stacked in delivery vans and the hustle and 

bustle as people ran around the house doing a double check, a triple 

check, or even a quadruple check to make sure they got everything. All 

the while Sarah sat on the stairs eating a bag of Tayto cheese and onion 

crisps and humming to a tune by Billy 

Eilis.  

 

The boxes were loaded up within the 

hour and once at her Aunt’s door, 

Sarah's mom, hands full of boxes, rang 

the doorbell. Two minutes passed and 

still no answer. She attempted ringing 

again. Twenty minutes past and by 

then everyone - including the delivery men were becoming increasingly 

impatient. Sarah glanced up at the upstairs window and to her surprise 

saw Kompaniet’s face glaring back. She looked away. That guinea pig 

always made her feel uncomfortable. Sarah's mum rang the doorbell a 

third time and at last someone answered it.  

“Lorraine!” exclaimed Sarah's Aunt Stacy in an east London accent.  

“Stacy!” exclaimed Sarah’s mum, Lorraine. 

As the two sisters embraced each other and the two men, Sarah’s dad 

and Uncle greeted each other with a handshake, Sarah scuffled inside to 

drop her box on the floor.  

“Whoa! Girl! Stop! I just cleaned those tiles! Joe! Zac! Show your cousin 

her new room!” cried Stacey.  
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Then, to Lorraine, she added, “only new, those damn Victorian tiles. ‘Ard 

to clean as well. Don't know why I picked ‘em in first place, I don't.  Me 

friend says the colour’ll wear off after year or two, as they'll be more 

yellow than white. Not sure that's a good fing, nor bad fing.” 

The two devils came sprinting down the carpeted stairs to the left of 

Sarah, fighting for first place while they were at it. Joe took the lightest 

box, followed by Zac grabbing the heavier one. 

“Hey! No fair! ‘Ow gum you get lightest one?”  he complained.  

“Cause I'm older than you.”  was the cheeky reply.   

“By three minutes and 44 seconds!”  

“Doesn't make a difference.” 

                                                                                                      

“Does!”  

“Doesn't.” 

“Does!”  

                     “Doesn't.” 

                                                         “Does!”  

   “Doesn't.” 

                                         “Does!” 

                                                                                                                              

“Doesn't!”  

                            “Does!”  

                                                                  “It does not.” 

       “It does.” 

“Doesn't” 

 

The quarrel continued… 

 

“You are wrong.” 

                                                    “I'm right.” 

                                                                                                  “Wrong.”  

          “Right.” 

 

 And went on… 

                                  “Wrong.” 
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                                                                            “Right.” 

 “Wrong.” 

                                   “Right.” 

“Wrong.” 

And on… 

              “Right.” 

                                            “Wrong.” 

“Right.” 

“Wrong.” 
Until they reached the bedroom door. That was when Sarah’s bulging box 

gave way and all the objects inside poured out.  

Crack! Plonk!  
“Urgh,” groaned Sarah. Usually she would be fine in this sort of this 

situation, and she was at first. She was, that is, until she noticed that her 

old Terror Teddy was within the pile scattered on the floor. As soon as her 

mind had registered this information she pounced on the pile of toys like 

a cat on a mouse. The twins gave her a look as if to say: ‘that was a bit 

random’, before bending down to start picking up some of her 

belongings. As soon as the boys were occupied, the girl snatched the 

teddy and was about to throw it back in the box until...  

“Is that yours?” 

She turned around. Zac was standing there, craning his head to see what 

the girl was hiding behind her back. 

“Em, eh,um, heh heh heh,” Sarah spluttered. 

“Sorry? I couldn't quite hear that. I said: is that yours?”  

“Maybe,” the teen muttered as Zac grabbed it from her hands. Joe 

peered at it’s name tag. 

“MR.FUZZY? Really?! HA! HA! HA! HA!” 

Zac made Mr Fuzzy walk around in a mocking way causing Joe to honk 

louder. 

 HA!         HA!      HA!        HA!        

HA!     HA!       

        HA!         HA!         HA!      

HA!      HA!             

“Rubbish piece of junk,” Zac remarked unkindly, before shoving him in 

Sarah’s agitated face. The mortified teenager struggled to contain both 

her anger and embarrassment as she dropped Mr Fuzzy back in the box 

and marched into her new room.  
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The sleek door creaked open to reveal an enormous bedroom with 

various expensive facilities occupying it. A considerable amount of these 

expenses was as follows. 

 

  

                                                         

 

 

                                                                                                                                          

 

         

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Is... This... My... Room? She stuttered in awe.  

The boys nearly doubled over with laughter.  

“Are you serious?!” asked Zac between fits of giggles.  

“Is she serious?” He added to Joe. 

“She can't be! Ha! Ha! Ha!” replied Joe. 

“What's so funny, you dope heads?!” Sarah snapped. If you've never met 

these two eccentric twins, then you'll probably never know how agitating 

they can be. The boys glanced at each other, the previous question 

confirming that she had no idea what they were on about. 

“It's our room, idiot!” replied Zac coldly. 

2 PS4’s 

   A dance floor,  

{minus this cool dude} 

And the main source of lighting was a... 

disco ball! 
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“Oh…so where's my room then?” enquired Sarah. 

 “Just down here! Follow me,” Joe smirked, as he and Zac led her to a 

small wooden door in the far corner of the bedroom. He unhooked a key 

from its place on the door frame and unlocked the door.  

Creek… 
Before them lay a set of old rickety wooden stairs descending into a ... 

 

Cave  

     Of  

          

Darkness.  

 

 

 

Chapter 2 

 

Sarah hesitated and glanced up at the twins. 

“Go on, scaredy-cat… frightened of your new bedroom? Aah, poor Sarah. 

Joe, look at her - she's petrified! I know! Maybe your little Mr Fuzzy could 

make you feel better? What age are you again? Three?”   

“Four?” Joe added unhelpfully.  

“I'm fourteen,” Sarah muttered through gritted teeth. 

“Oh, sorry, I couldn't tell,” Joe concluded.  

The humiliated girl marched down the steep wooden steps leading to...  

A dark room. 
I would have given you a more detailed description of the room but, I'm 

afraid, it was too dark to see anything. So - it was simply a dark room. 

“This looks nice, I guess,” Sarah implied. 

“Turn on the light, Dumbo,” Joe snapped. 

“You're not as smart as you look,” commented Zack. 

Sarah switched on the light. Click. A room began to take shape in front of 

them. It was relatively small; however, there was...  
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Just a… 

 

           Rickety old bed, 

                                             

            

A horrid tasselled beige and yellow mat with streaks of pink striped along 

it, 

 

 

No PS4’s 

   No dance floor,  

NOT EVEN this guy :{ 

And the worst part was, there was NO… 

disco ball! 

On top of that bed was an out-fluffed pillow, 
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And you had to bend your head when walking so as not to get your face 

covered in cobwebs. It was in dire need of repair, and there was a 

monotonous hum coming from an electricity generator somewhere in the 

room.  Sarah sighed. This was going to be a long year. 

“Where do I put my clothes?” She asked.  

“In that box over there,” Zac pointed out the IKEA box in the corner. 

“I thought that was a desk,” she replied.  

“It's a multi-purpose box,” Joe explained. 

“Not many in the world these days. They are quite RARE,” added Zac. The 

two thugs sniggered. 

“And… my... books?” She enquired.  

“In the box.” 

“My teddy?” She almost whispered the last word to not start another 

argument.  

“In the box,” Joe said, exasperated. 

“Anything else?” Zac remarked. Sarah didn't answer. Instead she plonked 

her box down on the hideous carpet and began to unpack her things. 

Once everything was in her ‘multi-purpose’ IKEA box, she ran back up the 

stairs, out the twins’ bedroom door and into the kitchen. 

“Wow! You're back earlier than expected!”, Lorraine greeted her 

daughter as she entered the room. 

“I thought you'd be all day unpacking your things and sorting them out in 

all your new furniture,” 

“As if,” Sarah mumbled under her breath.  

“How’s your new room by the way?”  

“Homely,” was the sarcastic reply. 

“Fantastic! Just the effect Stacy was going for. Oh, how wonderful!” 

Lorraine exclaimed, not sensing any sarcasm. 

“Your lunch is on the table,” she added. 

Sarah sat down at the table as Lorraine set a pile of croissants down in 

front of her. 

“Yum thanks Mum ...hey, Mum?”  

“Yes dear?”  

“How long will we be here for?” 

“As long as it takes to find the money we need for a new house, dear.” 

“Great.” 

“Glad you took to this place well, Sarah, as that's not the only surprise 

you're getting.”  

A small flickering light bulb on the ceiling 

A battered old IKEA box as a desk, 
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“What?” Sarah stared eagerly at her mum, her mood lifting slightly. 

“Well, your Dad and I have agreed that you'll be moving to the twins’ 

school next September.”  

A cloud loomed over Sarah and lashed down on her like cats and dogs.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 3 

Sarah stared out the classroom window, ignoring the monotonous drone 

of Mrs Pre-Calculus Calculus, who was calling out maths equations for the 

past two hours straight. It had been three weeks since Sarah had moved 

school here and in that space of time, she: 

• made no new friends. 

• Had suffered Zac’s and Joe’s taunting 24/7. 

• And gotten extra homework for the past week. 

But worst of all, her lovely old teacher from two weeks ago, Ms Pii, had 

disappeared, and was replaced by this old fart bag of a Mrs Pre-Calculus-

Calculus. Nobody knew why Ms Pii left - not even the teachers knew. So, 

people started coming up with conspiracy theories to cover up the truth. 

 

she ran away to America to become a lollipop lady, 
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she jumped into the sea, turned into a mermaid and lived a long 
happy life with her fish friends, 

 

she ran to a public toilet, managed to fit herself down 

the loo, and lived the rest of her life in the sewers, 

 

she attempted to drive from Ireland to Australia 

but ended up driving directly into an estuary and 

was never seen again, 

 

she ran away to France to get married to a frog. 

 

She travelled the world supporting her party {of 

one} of civil rights for woolly hats. 

 

Of course, Sarah didn't believe a word of this. She knew there was a 

reason behind it all and she was determined to find out what that was. 
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That weekend Sarah planned to go out to town to continue her 

investigation further. She packed her backpack full of things she needed. 

Once finished she made for the back door. Just as she placed her hand on 

the door handle though... 

“Wot you doing with that backpack?” 

She turned around. Joe was staring at her from the utility door, hands full 

of dirty laundry. 

“I'm going out.” 

“Where?” 

“To investigate.” 

“Investigate what?”  

“Stuff.” 

“Wot stuff?” 

“Just stuff.” 

“Come on, give me a decent answer.” 

“None of your business.” 

“Well, are you gonna stand there all day, or are you gonna move out of 

my way?” 

Sarah shuffled away from the washing machine as Joe shoved all his dirty 

laundry in it. 

Sarah began to walk to the door. Joe looked up. 

“Where are you going?” 

“To my room.” 

“Didn't I say?” 

“Say what?” 

“Well you know Ms Pii went missing?” 

“Uh, yeah, obviously.” 

“Well, turns out, she was murdered!” 

Sarah’s heart started pumping in her chest. 

 “How do you know?” 

“Um, duh, I saw it with my own eyes of course.” 
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Chapter 4 

 

“Tell me what happened,” Sarah stressed. 

“For the last time, I only saw what I've already told you, that they were 

arguing one minute and when I walked away I heard an ear-splitting  

scream, nearly burst me eardrums, it did.” 

Sarah was pacing the twins’ bedroom - thinking, and repeatedly asking 

the same question over and over again - but always getting the same 

answer. 

“Fine, if you finally tell me what actually happened, then I'll supply you 

with enough sweets to last you a lifetime.” 

“You can't do that, you just have enough money to buy a bouquet of 

flowers for your bedroom,” Zac remarked.  

“What you don't know is that I have a secret stash of money.” 

“How much?”  

“None of your business, but since you asked, it's enough to buy you two 

enough sweets to last your life.” 

“Let me discuss this with my brother in private.”  

Zac and Joe started murmuring to each other. Finally, they turned around. 

“Deal.”  

Sarah knew that she couldn't possibly pay for that many sweets, but she 

did know that she could buy a couple of family multi packs of goodies for 

only €2.95 in the local newsagent ‘Lois Price’. But nevertheless, she 

agreed. 

“I shall begin,” Zac begin with a pompous speech.  

“We were on our way to the canteen when we heard bickering. We had 

no idea what it was, but we followed the sound anyhow. And guess 

where it led us to? The Art Room. The door was slightly ajar, so we had a 

peek. Inside there were two people speaking rather ferociously to each 

other. We listened in on them and heard this:” 

“You can't tell.” 

“Why shouldn’t I? You're building evil robots to go around 

killing innocent people. How am I supposed to not tell 
anybody?” Zac grinned as Joe put on a high-pitched lady’s voice for the 

woman. 

“It's not that hard to keep a secret Matilda, please, if 

you tell I'll be put to prison.”  

“You're a monster, George - a murderer! the next person you 

kill I'll tell on you, George Vowel. I really will. And then 
you will be arrested, and peace will reign again!” 

“Don't be dramatic, Matilda, and I'm not killing 

people, they are.” 

“But you programmed them! You programmed them to track 
down your victims and kill them!” 
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“Matilda, please stop, someone might hear you.” 

“I don't care!”  

“Matilda! Shut up! Please!” 

“NO! I WON’T!!”  

“Very well, then. You’ll just have to cope with this 

instead!” 

Zac paused for effect before continuing. 

“Then we heard tiny little footsteps. Pat. Pat. Pat. Then Ms Pii was like:  

“No! Please no! I won't tell! Please! No! No!” 

“and then she screamed like this: 

AHHHHHHH!!! 

AHHHHHHHH

HHHHAHHHH

HHHHHHHHA

HHHHHHHH!!!” 

It wasn’t much of a scream, more like a constipated caveman being chased 

by a mammoth. 

“The next day, when everyone noticed she was gone, we knew all along. 

We decided to find her corpse and report it to the cops.” At this point 

Sarah was impressed that they still had some common sense within them. 

Zac continued. 

“But when we entered The Art Room, all that was left of her body was a 

small teddy.” He finished. 

 “And what did the teddy look like?” Sarah inquired. 

“It was relatively small, scars all over it, one eye missing. Now that I come 

to think of it actually - it looked an awful lot like your Mr Fuzzy.” 

Sarah was scribbling all the information down in her notepad. 

“Okay. Thanks. But one more thing. Who was Ms Pii talking to?” 

“Mr Vowel. We suspect he is behind all these murders.” 

“Thanks guys. Bye.” 

Joe and Zac glared at her. She spun around slowly, realisation suddenly 

kicking in. 

“I'll have the sweets ready for you by tomorrow at noon.”  
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Chapter 5 

 

 

On Sunday Sarah was sat on the couch, broke after having spent all her 

pocket money on eighteen family packs of Haribo’s. She flicked through 

the channels, unsatisfied by the amount of rubbish that was on at 10:45 

on a Sunday morning. She was about to switch off the second-hand Sony 

television that was purchased in 1983, when something caught her eye: 

 

Breaking News! 
The news reader read: 
“Seventeen-year-old Eliza Grey was pronounced missing outside 

her house in Leaph Mealone Street in the small town of Bogoff 

in County Goa-Weigh in the early hours of Friday morning. The 

parents of Miss Grey, Earl and Dove have told us she was going 

to her friend’s house for a sleepover, but after about two hours 

of waiting her friend began to search for her. The police 

confirmed that Eliza may have been taken into the custody of an 

unknown and unrightful individual. After hours of searching, the 

police force had located where she was last seen - behind some 

bins in an alleyway. However, there was a small teddy in her 

place. The teddy had one ear, two eyes, scrapes and had rips all 

over its fur. Eliza was last seen wearing a red hoodie, a blue 

baseball cap, a pair of jeans, Nike runners and was carrying a 

yellow backpack. If anyone has any information on this, please 

report it back to the Bogoff police station at 0100010100. 

Sarah froze. That’s what had happened to Ms Pii! 

That was when she decided she would go give Mr Vowel a visit. To put 

him right where she wanted him. 

In jail. 

She grabbed her backpack and ran out the front door. She knew where 

Mr Vowel’s house was because she saw his address book open on his 

address page in class. (her mother always did say Eliza was an incredibly 

inquisitive child). 

She arrived outside the door of the house  

22 Upper Bum.  

She rang the doorbell. As she waited for an answer, Sarah peered up at 

the house. It was a two-storey townhouse, with green peeling paint. It 

had eight brown rusty windows and the door was in desperate need of 

repair. There was a small garden at the back with a small gate separating 

it from the rough urban street beyond. There were only about two 

children playing in the garden a few doors up but that was all. 

Creek…. 



Terror Teddies in Trundletown                                       C.S.Gillan 
 

15 
 

Sarah started. She turned back to the door and ended up facing a tall 

blond- haired man wearing a Diesel t-shirt and a pair of ripped jeans. It 

was Mr Vowel. 

 

                                                     

                                                           

                                                                

                                              Chapter 6 

“Sarah?” 

“Mr Vowel. We need to talk.” Sarah replied as she forced her way 

through the door and plonked herself down on the kitchen chair. Mr 

Vowel looked stunned. 

“What are you doing here?” 

“Tell me what you're doing more like.” 

“I don't understand.” 

“Ohhhh ho ho... You will. Tell me what happened to Ms Pii.” 

“I have nothing to do with her disappearance.” 

“You might not remember, but I have two witnesses.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“You know well what I'm talking about, you're just denying it.” 

“Oh my gosh, Sarah, speak English.” 

“You're an English teacher, George. You should understand me.”  

The exasperated teacher sighed. 

“Friday the 17th of April at 1:30 PM, in The Art Room. You, George Vowel, 

and Ms Pii were arguing. Care to explain?” 

“Miss Pii lost the calculator I gave her - I was angry.” 

“Ha! Liar! Liar! Liar! Tell me the truth!” Sarah laughed, overjoyed that she 

finally had corrected her dreaded teacher. 

“What do you think the truth is Sarah?” 

“You want me to tell? Okay, I'll tell. She was angry at you for killing 

innocent people. Then you killed her. And that's why she's so suddenly 

‘disappeared’.” 

Mr Vowel’s face turned pale. His breakfast from this morning churned 

inside his stomach. His hands went cold. All he felt inside of him was 

dread. Dread. Dread. He attempted to speak but found he could not. He 

tried again. 

 “How do you know this?” He managed to croak.  

“I told you. I have two witnesses. My two cousins, Zac and Joe.” 

“I'm going to the loo. Back in a minute.” George sat up and waddled down 

the hall. Sarah stared after him. 

‘Now's your chance Sarah – pick up the phone and dial.’ She thought. 

She tiptoed over to the telephone and picked it up. Her fingers shook 

ferociously over the buttons before pressing 999. 
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Ring! 

Ring! 

Ring! 
“Hello emergency services how can I help you?” 

“Um, hi. Could I please have the police please?” 

“Sure, I’ll pass them over now...” 

“Hello, Trundletown Police Station, what's the problem?”    

“Oh hi, I have the murderer.” 

“Of whom miss?” 

“Matilda Pii and Eliza Grey.” 

“Where are you miss?” 

“22 Upper Bum, Trundletown.” 

“We’ll be right over. Thank you.” 

“Bye. Thanks.” 

Within ten minutes the police arrived, taking Mr Vowel away. 

It was, however, a difficult task. 

“Hey, what? Why?! Help! This is not fair! Who called you guys over? Her? 

A 14-year-old? Sarah! How could you!? Do you actually believe her? 

Come on! Who's gonna teach my students? Please! Oh, hello little boy, 

you wanna help this poor defenceless man? Yeah?? No? Urgh! Someone! 

Help! Please! Do you know what, Mr policeman... Bob? I'm gonna sue you 

- Sue you all! Why? Because you took heed of a 14-year-old! Help!”  

It took them two hours to get Mr Vowel, a former qualified English 

teacher with no dignity into the police van and be towed away. Sarah 

looked on with a sense of pride. She had saved the school. She had saved 

the town. And maybe even the world! She was a hero. They would all live 

happily ever after. However... 

A week later at school, people were just getting used to having their new 

substitute English teacher, Mrs Com- Prehension. The rumours of Mr 

Vowel were still running, but Sarah chose to ignore them because 

yesterday another rumour had spread. One that Sarah had been praying 

never to encounter again. One that she had thought was only a phase, 

she thought it was finished. Done. Dusted. But it was not to be.  

Samantha Hollard, the whiny little first year tell-taler had ... 

Vanished overnight. 

As usual kids started making up theories. But the real story are as follows:  

She was there in the park one minute, gone the next. Her parents said 

they had brought her there to shut her up. They said, though, that at 6PM 

she started wandering silently into the forest by herself, and that they 

thought she was just chasing a butterfly. But after 30 minutes they 

panicked and rang the police. Only Sarah knew what actually happened. 

Only Sarah could stop this. The fight was not over.  

Another person had been murdered. 
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Chapter 6 

 

 

Sarah had been panicking all week about this event. 

It was all so inexplicable. Had she made the right decision to put Mr 

Vowel in jail? And who was behind it all if it wasn't him? So many 

questions clouded up Sarah's head. But right now, only one question 

sparked in her brain the most. 

“Who is responsible?” Sarah demanded at George. 

“I'm only a worker. I have no say in what's going on.” 

It was visiting hours in Trundletown jail, and Sarah and George were 

arguing on either side of the glass partition that separated visitors from 

prisoners. A security guard glanced at them. Sarah lowered her voice. 

“Who do you work for then?” 

“This is insane Sarah, none of us know who we work for, he’s as 

anonymous as a kinder egg surprise.” 

“Who's we?” 

“He sends out a worker to each town for patrolling purposes.” 

“What do you do?”  

George hesitated. 

“Um, gosh. You know if someone finds out I'm telling you this, I'll be 

killed. Literally.”  

“I know.” 

“Well, he sets us certain victims he suspects are suspicious, and we track 

them down and often kill them.” 

“What would they be suspicious of?” 

“Oh, you know - knowing what he does.” 

“What does he do exactly?” 

“Don't know that either.” 

“Okay, one more question.” 

“What?” 

“Well, do you know who's next to be murdered?” 

George sighed and looked up at her with a sorrowful eyes. “Yes.”  

“Who?”  

“I'm sorry Sarah, but tomorrow at 20:10 at the disco, Joe’s going to….  

VANISH.”  
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chapter 7 

 

 

 

Tears streamed down her face as Sarah sprinted down the street, muddy 

water drenched her clothes as her feet plunged in and out of puddles. 

She had to warn Joe. She had to save his unforgivable fate. She had to 

stop this - once and for all. 

Sarah’s fist bashed against the door of the twins’ bedroom. 

Bang! 

Bang! 

Bang! 

“I'm coming! I'm coming! Holy Moley! Take it easy! Geez!!!” 

 

Creek…                                                                                    
 

“Zac! Where is Joe?” 
“My God! What have you been up to? Joe’s right here. Why?” 

“I need to see him.” The teenage girl craned her neck inside the door to 

find Joe perched on his bed, staring curiously out at them. 

“Look, Zac. This is about life or death. Please let me talk to him.” 

“Fine - but this better be good.” 

“Thank you!”. 

Sarah barged her way in the door and stared right into Joe’s eyes. 

“Joe and Zac - today I visited Mr Vowel in jail, as that's where I had put 

him, and asked him a couple of questions. But before I left, I asked him 

what I considered the most important question - who was next in line?”  

She paused. 

“And Joe, look at me Joe…. He said YOU!!” 

There was an awkward silence before Joe managed to stutter. 

“Does that mean I'm going to die?” 

“Probably so, Joe. But I have a plan.” 
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Chapter 8 

 

 

Sarah itched in her horrible dress as she danced her way through the 

crowd towards the main exit. She had to get to the Chapel quickly or else 

she’d be late which would lead to utter disaster. It was 20:08. She had 

two minutes. Joe was counting on her. Zac was too.  

Her black Clarks squeaked on the tiled hallway floor as she made her way 

to the large school Chapel, where Joe, Zac, and the feared killer were 

waiting. She 

 pushed  

 open the ancient door and peered inside. 

Nothing. 

She waited a second.  

PSSTT… 
The petrified 14-year-old glanced around the large room and saw Zac 

beckoning her from up in the pillars. She looked directly down from that 

and saw Joe shivering on the steps to the altar - cold and helpless - fearful 

of the worst. 
Sarah climbed quickly but clumsily up the pillars, her dress catching on 

every jagged nail and every mouldy blue tack there was on the way up. 

Once up, Zack flung her the other end of the net for her to hold.  

They waited in anticipation.  

Then suddenly - they heard footsteps. 

Pat. 

       Pat. 

              Pat. 

                                                Pat. 

A shadow emerged in the doorway.  

The door creaked open.  

Creek ... 
 As all three students gasped .... 
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Chapter 9 

 

Sarah was gobsmacked. Zac was spellbound. And poor Joe was absolutely 

terrified. None of them were prepared for what happened next. 

Waddling around the corner, its small paws making a patting sound on 

the tiled floor as it walked - was a small teddy. However, it wasn't the 

usual teddy. It had one death black eye, an ear and a half, half a head, a 

cut running all 

along his lips, 

one arm, one 

leg, and was 

holding….  

A   

Knife.     

Sarah shot a 

worried look at Zac. A reassuring nod was the response. Joe stumbled and 

backed away.  

‘This was worse than we had thought,’ thought Sarah. 

“Um, hi, eh, sir, eh, what.. is ... your name?” Joe spluttered. 

“Grrrrr.”                                                                                                                                                

“Oh, hey, em, hello Grrrr.” 

The deathly creature approached Joe, his knife dragging behind him. 

Its nervous victim was luring him into their trap. Closer. Closer.  

Zac nodded at Sarah as she nodded back.  

One. Two. Three. 

“Drop!” 

The net fell from the pillars. But as it descended, Joe stumbled again and 

bumped into the teddy. 

The teddy stepped back and watched as the net draped over Joe. 

“Oh no!” exclaimed Zac. The teddy drew up his knife and plunged it 

through the net and into Joe’s heart. 

“Help! Zac! Help!”  
Blood sprayed everywhere. Sarah was screaming and Zac was crying.  

Joe’s lifeless body lay on the Chapel floor.  

The killer just grinned and as Sarah watched on in horror slowly turned 

into a normal teddy. He had two legs now, two arms, two ears, and a 

whole face. But Sarah noticed horribly that Joe’s body started 

deteriorating and eventually turned to nothing but the air around them. 
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‘That horrid teddy is taking Joe's life and soul to complete itself and look 

normal again. That's what's been happening to the others,’ Sarah 

thought. 

When the process finished, the monstrous teddy lay satisfied on the floor. 

The room fell silent. Sarah looked over at Zac who was crying in a corner 

of the pillars. 

“I'm sorry.” 

Zac didn't answer. 

“We need to figure out who's behind it all.” 

Zack turned around solemnly. 

“Okay.” 

“Now, there has to be some sort of clue to where the real murderer is 

actually hiding.” Sarah examined the teddy closely. Then she looked at 

where Joe was last seen. All that was left was the Dettol Surface Cleaner 

he was going to spray in the suspects’ eyes. She drew her attention back 

to the teddy. 

“Zac, do you remember anything else from when you saw that teddy in 

the Art Room?” 

Zac hesitated before saying,  

“Yes, I did. There was a red paw print on the far wall beside the window. 

“And where was it facing?” 

“Out the window.” 

 

 

chapter 10 

 

“We have to look for a red paw print, now,” Sarah ordered. 

After twenty-five minutes of searching, Zac squealed. 

“Oh my! I found it! Here at the door - facing out into the corridor!” 

Sarah ran over and found he was correct. 

“You're right. Quick - let's follow it! She concluded, but before she could 

do anything, Zac whispered, 

“But it's made of blood.”  

“Don't worry, we'll be fine. Now, let's go!” 

Sarah grabbed the Dettol spray and followed Zac in that direction. Before 

long they came across another handprint besides the main door - facing 

outside. The pair glanced at each other, before sprinting out onto the 

street. 

After two hours of running, finding and following handprints, the last 

print led them to a small riverbank at the edge of town. 

Sarah's heart raced and sweat poured down her face.  

Beside the river's edge was a small rusty shack. But guarding the shack 

unfortunately, were two human sized terror teddies!             
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Zac gasped. 

“Oh no! This is bad!” Sarah mouthed at him. 

“I have an idea,” Zac mouthed back. He pointed to the spray Sarah was 

holding. She nodded. 

“GRRR. GRRRRRRR. GRRRR.” 

“GR. GRR. GRRRRRRRRRR. GRRRRRRR.” 

“GRRR.” 

“GRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR.” 

“GRRRR?” 

“GRRR.” 

“GR.” 

As the two teddies chatted, deep in conversation, Sarah and Zac had 

snuck up behind them, quiet as mice. A brief gesture from Zac and Sarah 

was off.  

SQUIRT!!! 

 She sprayed the Dettol directly in their eyes. 

“GRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR

RRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR!!!” 

 They replied in unison. 

The two adversaries of Sarah and Zac squirmed and squealed while the 

two amiable children barged open the door.  

 

It was pitch black inside.  

 

“Well, well, well. I've been expecting you two.” 
 

A light suddenly shone in the room and a figure emerged from the 

darkness. 

Both children gasped in shock at the sight of the person before them.  

“Old Mr Terrence Cuddles? The old gardener that 

disappeared 20 years ago?” 

“That's right children.” 
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                              Chapter 11 

 

“But... I don't, I don't understand,” Sarah complained.  

“I'll repeat the story once more,” began Terence.  

“My name is Terrence Cuddles, the old gardener from Upper Down, 

Trundletown. As you've probably heard, I mysteriously disappeared about 

20 years ago, five or six years before you were born. But the reason was 

because of this:  

“For my entire life I was teased and mocked about my name, which is 

Terrence Cuddles, but back then everyone only knew me as Mr Cuddles. 

I'm fifty-three years old now and 20 years ago I got fed up of people 

buying teddies for me repeatedly as a joke and teasing and bullying me. 

So I decided I would run away forever and only come back every day for 

dinner and when I needed the loo, (but that was only up until ten years 

ago, now I have this shack), but the most relevant reason of all for my 

return, would be to get revenge!  

Revenge on all those nasty kids.  

Revenge on all those ‘work colleagues’ who would laugh cruelly 

at me during roll call. 

 Revenge on this cruel world. 

“So, for the last twenty years, I have been collecting an army of half dead 

abandoned teddies to go round killing all those who have seen me or 

heard anything about my dastardly plan. Once the teddies have murdered 

these people, they take out all that is left of those lifeless bodies to 

complete each teddy. Then, the next day when no one’s looking, they 

make their way back to me where they join to make this… drum roll 

please…”  

A couple of Terror Teddies in the shadows drummed their knives on 

every nearby surface they could find. 

Pat. Pat. Pat. Pat. Pat. Pat. Pat. Pat. Pat. 

Pat. Pat. 
Then some other teddies shuffled over to a huge object in the middle of 

the room. 
‘The Mega Teddy!!’ 
The two fluffy beasts whipped back the sheet that had covered the large 

object...  
 which revealed a massive robot 

terror teddy, 
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 towering above them like a skyscraper against a baby spider. 

“Voila! Isn’t she a beauty? What do you think?” 

“Well, you could say it’s big!” Sarah commented calmly. 

 “What do we have to do with this?” Zac asked. 

“Why, you to finish it all off, of course. Do you know how?” 

“Well, of course I don’t, that’s why I asked, you f -” 

“How?” Sarah shot a warning glance at Zac. 

“YOU finish off the brain.” Terrence answered, ignoring Zac’s nasty 

comment. “I will suck all your ideas and thoughts out of your mind and 

into the Mega Teddy's mind and so it will think like a human! 

Isn't it brilliant? !!!” 

“But what happens to us then?” 

“Well - you die probably. You have the honour of being my personal 

sacrifice. Amn’t I fabulous? Do the victory dance! Oh yeah! Oh yeah!” 

Terence celebrated his victory dance by shuffling backwards and waving 

his arms about like a person who desperately needed a pee.  

Sarah and Zac watched on in silence. 

“Well, what are you waiting for? Follow me! Chop Chop!”  

He glared at the two teenagers. He led the two confused children to the 

corner of the surprisingly large interior of the shack. Inside there was only 

the robot, the trio, and the machine the trio were walking to, not to 

mention all the Terror Teddies hidden in the background.  

This machine looked a lot like a hair dryer hood. With two things that 

looked like bowls beside each other and there was a wire leading from 

the machine into the teddy's head.  

The evil man glanced from one child to the other, before dragging Zac to 

the deadly contraption and pulled the bowl-like feature down over Zac’s 

head. Then he switched a switch on the machine to on and turned around 

to get Sarah.  

Sarah thought quickly. 

Her hand grasped the 

spray from earlier and she 

was poised.  

As Terrence approached, 

she tensed and was 

dragged to the machine in 

the same way as Zac. But 

just as he was about to 

haul the hood over her 

head, she took her chance and swiped the can of spray in his face and 

squirted the Dettol surface cleaner directly in his eyes. 

SQUIRT!  

“Ow! Ouch! My eyes!” he screamed, falling down on his knees in agony. 

Sarah grabbed this opportunity to lift the hood above Zac’s head and 

switch the switch from on to off.  

“Holy moly! What on earth just happened?” cried Zac, dumbfounded.                

“It's not over yet! Come on!” Sarah answered sprinting past the squirming 

Terrence Cuddles. 
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But before she made it past him a hand clasped around her ankle. 

“Ah! Ah! Oh my! Golly Gosh! Zac, he's got me!” 

She tilted 

her head to 

the side to 

get a 

glimpse of 

Terrence 

pulling 

himself up 

off the 

ground 

slowly.  

“Spray him 

in the eyes!” Zac ordered. 

Sarah attempted doing so but ... 

“It's empty!” 

“Then, knock him on the head!” 

“Okay!” Sarah raised her hand above her head and intended to bring it 

down on his head but instead ... 

“Oh sugar! He's got my hand! Zac? Zac? Where are you? Help me!” She 

screamed and kicked as she was hauled back over to the machine and 

had a bowl put over her head and the switch turned to on. 

“Wow! Ha! Ha! Ha! I’m so evil!!”      

The children’s adversary cackled as he, once again, did his victory dance 

that actually looked like someone who desperately needed a pee. Sarah 

looked around the ample room for Zac.  

‘He's running away,’ she thought, distraught.  

“Soon, I'll be the ruler of your school, 

 then I'll conquer Trundletown, 

and then I'll quell the entire world!  

WHA! HA! HA! HA!”  

Somehow still holding the Dettol can, Sarah tried her best to knock 

Terrence out with it. 

After twenty minutes, as Terrence had predicted, Sarah began to slowly 

lull out. Her eyes drooped. The world around her became darker 

and more insipid. An apathetic world overcame her.  

She became oblivious to the outside world. The real world around her 

collapsed. She hung her head. But when she thought all was lost, she 

heard a deafening bang. 
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BANG!!!  

CRASH!  

WALLOP! 
“What the-?” Terrence turned around. 

Marching in the door, a metal pole the length of a javelin stick in hand , 

was Zac. He had green and brown paint smeared across his face and was 

wearing an army t-shirt. 

“Zac! You came!” Sarah cried. 

Zac charged at 

Terrence, stick facing 

outwards. 

“Charge!” 

He roared.                                                                                                             

The stick walloped 

Terrence in the face.              

Wallop! 

“AHHHH! OUCH!” 

“That was for Ms Pii!” He shouted, before 

tripping Terrence up with the pole. 

THWUMP! 

“Ow!” 

“That was for Eliza Grey and Samantha 

Hollard!” He screamed.  

Then, with all his might, he thwacked the elderly pensioner in the back of 

the head, before shoving it at the middle of his back. 

 

THWACK!  

THUMP! 

 

Terrence lay on the floor, not surprisingly unconscious.    

“Sarah!” Zac ran over to his cousin and freed her from the horrible 

machine before smashing the giant robot on the head by climbing up a 

ladder. 
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Smash! 

 

BANG! 

 

Wallop! 
 

 

 

 

                                   Chapter 12 

 

The next day, Sarah was sat on the couch, watching TV. She and Zac had 

to improvise by telling their family that Joe was on a sleepover to his 

friend’s house. She flicked the channel to the news.  

Breaking news!  
“Hello everyone! What a wonderful day this is! At 6AM this 

morning all the victims of disappearance, for example Eliza 

Grey Bogoff, Matilda Pii 

Trundletown and many others have 

reappeared once more! 

Unfortunately, we have also 

uncovered a long-lost man, Mr 

Terrence Cuddles, lying unconscious 

in a small shack by the riverbank of 

a nearby river of Trundle'town. He 

was found along with many deadly 

contraptions and was taken to 

hospital immediately. Once he recovers, he will be sent to 

trial...Blah. Blah. 

Blah ...”  
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Just then Sarah heard footsteps at the front door. 

 Click. 

 The door opened and in came...  

“Joe!” 
“Hello Sarah!” 

“Zac! Come here! You’ll never guess who’s back!”  

 

 

                                                                                          

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Epilogue 

Two months later, Sarah was in English class, staring out the window, Ms 

Pii, when she finally returned - ran away to Hawaii to start a civil rights 

movement for woolly hats,  (you heard me) so Mrs Pre-calculus Calculus 

was now the forever maths teacher. Sarah was ‘delighted’.  

Sarah and her mom had decided it was best to stay in the twins’ house 

permanently, as they got on so well. 

Sarah had decorated her room and modernised it, even the twins lent her 

some of their things like:                                                                                                                                                   

                                                                                                                                     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

And a sleek desk from the attic  
A spacious new wardrobe 

              A decent TV. A lava lamp, A bean bag, 
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Something had snapped Sarah out of her trance. She looked up. The 

usual everyday hum of whispering was growing to an unbearable 

extent. It was like Chinese whispers. 

“What? What are they talking about?” She whispered to her friend 

Josie from across the table.  

Josie leaned in to whisper back in her ear. Sarah listened. She froze. 

She started sweating and her cheeks flared up to a blazing red. Her 

breathing slowed down, and she wobbled off her chair. 

Bang! 

“Ouch,” she said before passing out.  

When she finally came to, she was in Principal Irunda Show’s office.  

As everyone was fussing over her and phone calls were made, she 

could only think of one thing: 

 Mrs Pre-calculus Calculus had 

completely disappeared.  
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