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The PESTS Test (Part 2)



Answer these simple questions to find out how pesty you are …

1.You find an old lump of cheesy pasta on the floor. Do you:

A) Brush it up

B) Have it for your dinner

C) Squish it into the floor with your foot

2.You come across a mans sleeping in their bed. Do you:

A) Sing them a lullaby

B) Wake them up by scrabbling and scratching around

C) Tiptoe away

3.You, by mistake, eat a whole packet of biscuits. Do you:

A) Replace the packet

B) Make it look like a dog/cat/grandparent ate them

C) Apologise

4.You find a bag of rubbish left by the bin. Do you:

A) Avoid it, it smells gross

B) Tear it open and spread it all around making an epic mess

C) Put it in the bin

5.You find yourself on a garden trampoline. Do you:

A) Have a bounce

B) Poop on it and run away

C) Do an impressive summersault


Read bottom of page to see what the results mean



If you answered all As and Cs STOP READING this book immediately. You will never be a PEST. If you answered all Bs, congratulations, read on, you are just the kind of creature P.E.S.T.S. is looking for.
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I’M BACK

This is me, Stix, and I am the height of a pepper pot – the glass one that sits in the middle of the kitchen table next to the ketchup and the salt. It’s quite a bit bigger than the egg cup I was the height of last time I measured myself, so I am very pleased.
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I live with my grandma in a nest hidden behind the washing machine of Flat 3, Peewit Mansions. It’s the only home I have ever known. Until recently I had never even been out of the flat. But that all changed when I met my best friend, Batz – she’s a bat, but I’m guessing that’s obvious from the name.

Batz told me all about the school in the basement – a school for pests like me and her. It’s called The Peewit Educatorium for Seriously Terrible Scoundrels, or P.E.S.T.S. for short. At P.E.S.T.S. we learn how to be the best pests we can be – how to make the biggest nuisances of ourselves, and have fun bothering the mans – but without getting caught.

I joined at the end of the year, which was tough as I had to catch up, but I’m really glad I did. I learnt loads, though at the end of term stuff did get pretty hairy. This crazy cockroach tried to blow up the whole of Peewit Mansions, with all of us inside it! Batz and I managed to stop him, which was kind of exciting. I can’t wait for school to start again tonight, though I hope there won’t be another adventure THAT big again.

But first – it’s dinnertime! Just like always, we wait till the mans we live with have gone to bed and then we sneak out and look for food.

Our mans aren’t so bad – they’re called Schnookums, MyLove, Boo-Boo, and they have a dog called Trevor.
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Tonight, we’re in luck – they had cheesy bake! Besides pizza this is my most favourite food. I guess Boo-Boo doesn’t like it that much. I find a huge blob of it on the step of her highchair and another smear on the door of the saucepan cupboard – she must have flicked it really hard to get it that far.

I split the lump on the highchair in two, but Grandma says she isn’t hungry. Which is odd – it’s not like Grandma to turn down food, especially something as yummy as this.

After eating almost nothing, Grandma goes back to bed.

But I’m not tired. I’ve still got lots of energy and I want to have some fun.

At this time of night, it’s always just me and Trevor, the sausage-shaped dog. Trevor’s a funny creature. I don’t mean in a Ha-ha! way, I mean in a grumpy one. Until recently he used to get cross that Grandma and I lived in the kitchen and the mans didn’t know. Whenever he saw us, he’d bark and bark, trying to tell them, but of course they couldn’t understand him. Mans are so stupid – they can’t understand any creatures but themselves.

Trevor stopped being quite so cross after I helped him save Boo-Boo from the Plagues, Maximus’s pet fleas. (Maximus, by the way, is the big horrible rat who goes to P.E.S.T.S. and the one creature I am NOT looking forward to seeing.)

Anyway, flea defeating aside, I’m still not sure I can trust Trevor. He’s a dog, after all. Grandma has a phrase: Look a dog in the eye, seconds later you will die.

Grandma has a lot of phrases like this. Her favourite one is: A seen mouse is a dead mouse. She’s very strict about how we behave. Not being seen is a really important rule at P.E.S.T.S. too, but we are also taught about having a little fun while the mans aren’t looking. Those are the lessons that I love best!

Luckily, Trevor is always asleep when I am awake, so I don’t worry too much about him seeing me. Tonight, as usual, he’s snoring on his fluffy dog bed next to the fridge. I have this game I like to play with him. Well, when I say ‘with’, I mean more like I play and he lies there asleep. It’s called THE STIX SPECTACULAR. I started off jumping the tip of his tail and over time I’ve practised and got better and better. I’m working my way up to being able to jump over his bottom. I’m getting really good at it.

I need a long run-up, so I head for the far corner of the kitchen. I take four deep breaths (my lucky number) and then begin my run. I’m getting faster and faster, but just as I reach my take-off point, Trevor lets out this unbelievably long and noisy fart. I’ve never heard anything like it! I’m so distracted that I take off all wrong and, rather than somersault over his bottom, I find myself tumbling into his soft, squishy tummy. I bounce off, landing not far from his nose.

Trevor growls and my legs turn to jelly … I want to run, but spine-tingling fear has me frozen to the spot.

I look up at Trevor and see him staring straight at me. Looking me straight in the eye …
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