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After thousands of years spent hidden from human eyes, the earth’s monsters have finally revealed themselves. From the murkiest swamps to the deepest forests, the monsters have emerged.


At first, humans were frightened of monsters. After all, seeing a giant purple two-headed monster dribbling mucus through your kitchen window would be enough to put any human off their cornflakes.


And at first, monsters were frightened of humans too. After all, seeing a tiny red-faced toddler human screaming for ice cream would be enough to put any monster off their sour cabbage and soil burgers.


So monsters set up the MONSTER COUNCIL FOR UNDERSTANDING HUMANS and humans set up the Human Agency for Understanding Monsters. Both organizations agreed that if monsters and humans were to stop being scared of each other they needed to find out as much as they could about each other’s lives.


So they arranged a series of exchange visits. These ‘Swaps’ would involve a human child visiting a monster child in their monster world, followed by that same monster child visiting the human child in their world. No one had any idea how these visits would turn out …





Welcome to the world of
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Dear Voxy and family


Thank you very much for agreeing to host the visit of Robbie Percival, a human boy. As I’m sure you know, Robbie’s trip is part of a series of ‘Swaps’ that are taking place between monster and human children.


I should warn you that Robbie may find some of your Zorb habits strange, and in some cases, disgusting. Please do not worry about this. You will find Robbie’s human habits pretty weird too.
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For example, humans use bizarre things called ‘Knives’ and ‘Forks’ to eat. I mean, who would want to stick a long piece of metal into their mouth when they’re trying to eat a frothing bowl of delicious worm soup?
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And they wear weird things called ‘Shoes’ on their feet. Everyone knows that going barefoot is far healthier, even if you’re walking on hot coals. And if your feet smell cheesy, why not share the stink?


If any of Robbie’s behaviour does annoy you, could I please ask you not to bite him?


Wishing you all the best with Robbie’s stay.





Yours sincerely
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MONSTER COUNCIL FOR UNDERSTANDING HUMANS 
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‘HOLD TIGHT!’ shouted the pilot as the plane swooped down.


‘WHERE’S THE RUNWAY?’ yelled Robbie Percival, looking out of the window and seeing a huge patch of tall spiky red grass below.


‘THERE ISN’T ONE!’ cried the pilot. ‘YOU’RE THE FIRST HUMAN EVER TO COME HERE!’


Robbie couldn’t believe it; he was about to meet a REAL monster. He’d been excited about it for weeks, but now he was here! His mind was racing.


What will Voxy look like? What will I do during my visit? Will it be dangerous? And most importantly – what kind of food will the Zorbs eat?


The plane touched down and bumped over the red spikes at great speed until it came to a crunching halt.


Robbie had just unclipped his seat belt when the cockpit door was yanked open and a pair of enormous, paper-thin ears lifted him out of the plane. The ears placed him gently down on the ground. Robbie looked up in amazement at the owner of the ears.


They belonged to a monster who was ten feet tall and three feet wide. His body was covered in light blue fur. He had twinkling dark blue eyes, thick bushy eyebrows with thin, wire-like strands spaced along them, and a brown snout with four nostrils at its base. His two thin arms ended in seven-fingered claws, his two feet were large, puffed up and webbed, and his long tail was flat like a narrow plank of wood.


Robbie felt a mixture of fear and excitement tingle inside him.


‘I’m Voxy!’ grinned the monster, picking up Robbie’s rucksack with his left ear and slinging it over his right ear. ‘And you must be Robbie! We’re going to have such a great time together! But my dad’s cooking supper so we can’t be late! COME ON!’
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And with that he turned and started running. Robbie raced after him. The red grass came up to Robbie’s shoulders and was tickly against his arms. They reached the edge of the field, moving on to a bumpy path that wound upwards. They ran past giant purple trees and through a murky green swamp which smelt of overcooked scrambled eggs. The bubbling and frothing water reached up to Robbie’s knees, and when he spotted several pairs of eyes inside it he sped up. In the distance he could see two gigantic pink and white waterfalls and a row of bushes that looked like a line of massive orange balloons with black spots on.


As Robbie ran, his eyes took in all of the astonishing sights around him.


They’d just started running up a zigzagging yellow path when Voxy called, ‘WATCH OUT! PELGO BIRD DROPPINGS!’


Robbie looked up and saw a long-tailed, two-headed dark green bird above. From its backside fell a large lime-green package. Robbie just managed to jump out of its way before the stinky dropping splattered on to the ground.


‘Nice move!’ laughed Voxy.


At the top of the yellow path, they reached a huge dried-out mud bowl. On its far side, the bowl overlooked a deep valley. Around it stood a series of round circular shacks about thirty feet apart from each other. They were made of greenish-brown mud and each one was at least twenty feet tall. Several large dark brown leaves made canopy roofs for the shacks and wisps of curling purple smoke puffed out from some of these.


‘This is us!’ shouted Voxy, stepping through an archway into one of the shacks. Robbie followed Voxy in and it took him a few seconds to adjust to the dim light. The only things inside were two holes in the ground (one big, one very big) and a small open fire, burning purple logs. The smell of burnt apple pie and vinegar wafted out from the flames. A giant Zorb, with extra-bushy eyebrows, was holding a large black pot over the fire with his snout.


‘Hey, Dad!’ said Voxy.


‘Hi, Voxy!’ grinned the big Zorb, turning round. ‘AND YOU MUST BE ROBBIE!’ He nodded at the small human visitor. ‘It’s great to have you here! Supper’s ready!’


‘HOW LOVELY TO MEET YOU!’ smiled a slightly smaller Zorb, the tufts of hair on her head wrapped up in some kind of muddy twig curlers. ‘I’m Voxy’s mum.’


[image: images]


‘Hi, Mr and Mrs—’ began Robbie.


‘Just call us Fru Fru and Weggy,’ said Voxy’s mum. ‘Come on, let’s eat!’


Voxy’s dad carried the pot to the middle of the shack with his snout and emptied a massive pile of large green and brown spotted discs on to the ground. Voxy and his parents lay down on their sides and started stuffing the discs into their mouths with their ears.


‘Sour cabbage and soil burgers – my favourite!’ said Voxy, licking his snout.


Robbie gulped nervously.


‘Come on and lie down!’ said Voxy’s dad.


Robbie lay down on his side.


‘We don’t eat with our claws,’ said Voxy’s mum, ‘but as we don’t have any bits of human “cutlery”, please feel free to use your hands.’


‘Thanks,’ said Robbie, breaking off a tiny piece from one of the discs. He popped it into his mouth, expecting it to be absolutely disgusting, but to his surprise it was rather tasty – a bit like cheese on toast.


‘Eat loads!’ commanded Voxy, munching away like crazy and spitting bits of burger everywhere. ‘We need our strength for tomorrow!’


‘I take it you’re talking about the battle?’ said his dad.


Voxy nodded. ‘Tomorrow is battle training day, Robbie. And then the two-day Boulder Battle begins!’


‘The Boulder Battle?’ asked Robbie, chewing on a piece of burger.


‘Each year we have a battle with the Grobbles – they’re the monster clan who live on the opposite side of the valley,’ explained Voxy. ‘Both clans choose a hundred warriors and then spend two days chucking boulders at each other down on the valley floor. It’s brilliant! The clan with the most warriors standing at the end of Day Two gets to rule the valley for the whole year!’


Voxy mimed chucking boulders at Grobble warriors.


‘What’s the battle about?’ asked Robbie.


‘It’s a tradition,’ replied Voxy’s mum. ‘We’ve always done it. Lots of monsters on both sides don’t really want to fight any more, but no one knows how to stop it. Besides, our Warrior Chief, Captain Prush, insists we continue.’


‘So does the Grobble Warrior Chief, Captain Mulch,’ added Voxy’s dad.


‘Sorry,’ said Robbie in confusion. ‘You fight a massive battle and you have no idea why you fight it?’


‘Who cares what it’s about?’ butted in Voxy. ‘This is the first year I’m old enough to be a warrior! And the great thing is – as my guest, YOU get to be a warrior too!


‘Me … a … w … w … warrior?’ spluttered Robbie.


‘You don’t have to fight if you don’t want to,’ said Voxy’s mum kindly.


‘I … er … I … think …’


‘EXCELLENT!’ cried Voxy. ‘I knew you’d be up for it!’


Robbie gulped. I expected things to be different here, but a boulder battle against an army of Grobbles? That is very, very, VERY different!


Voxy’s dad looked up through the leaf canopy at the quickly darkening sky. ‘It’s getting late, boys,’ he said, shoving the last burger into his mouth, ‘you’d better get some sleep.’


Voxy hoovered up all of the burger crumbs from the floor with his snout, and then rolled on to his stomach and used his tail to start drilling a third hole in the ground. He worked very quickly.


‘This,’ he declared, when he’d finished, ‘is your very own mud bed!’


He pulled one of the leaves off the roof and threw it to Robbie. ‘And that’s your blanket – for a perfect night’s sleep!’


Robbie looked down into the hole. A perfect night’s sleep? I don’t think so!


Voxy’s mum and dad climbed into the extra big bed, Voxy lowered himself into his one, and Robbie hesitantly lay down in his. He rolled up his jacket for a pillow and covered himself with the leaf. He twisted and turned until he found a semi-comfortable position. It took him a while to get to sleep, partly because Voxy and his parents had fallen asleep instantly and were snoring like thunderstorms, and partly because his brain was fizzing.


When I first saw Voxy I was a bit scared of him. After all, he is gigantic! But he’s really friendly so I reckon we’re going to be great mates. And the Zorb settlement is cool – apart from the Pelgo bird droppings! But the Boulder Battle is another matter. I’m going to be a warrior! I’m absolutely tiny compared to all of the monsters here. Is there any way I’ll get out of the battle alive?





End of sample
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