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The PESTS Test (Part 3)

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

1. You come across a comic. Do you:

A) Read it

B) Laugh at the funny pictures

C) Tear it up and make it into your home

2. Your favourite place to get food is:

A) A pizza café

B) A burger café

C) Underneath the kitchen table

3. Do you take a bath:

A) Once a day

B) Once a week

C) Never, you prefer to lick yourself all over

4. Which of these super-powers would you most like:

A) To be able to fly

B) To be able to teleport

C) To be able to open the fridge

5. To get to sleep do you:

A) Listen to an audio book

B) Read your favourite book (PESTS - obvs)

C) Hang yourself upside down on your clothes rail


Read bottom of page to see what the results mean



If you answered all As and Bs STOP READING this book immediately.
You will never be a PEST. If you answered all Cs, congratulations, read on, you are just the kind of creature P.E.S.T.S. is looking for.
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GROWING PAINS
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This is me, Stix, and thanks to a recent growth spurt, I’m now the height of the tube of Ultra Moisturising Hand Scrub that is next to the sink. Grandma says the mans use it to stop their paws drying up, which sounds like a very strange thing to me. But then there are lots of odd things the mans do: washing themselves in baths, pushing their babies around in pushchairs and throwing away perfectly tasty food.

The mans we live with are called MyLove, Schnookums and Boo-Boo. I actually quite like them, even though they’d set traps and try and kill us if they knew we lived here too. That might sound mad, but I’ve known them all my life, so in a way they feel a bit like family – a very odd-looking family, ha!
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Our mans have a dog called Trevor. He’s long (like a sausage) and grumpy (like an old spider), but we are kind of friends. Which I know sounds weird – me a tiny mouse and him a big dog – but then nothing about my life is really ordinary. My best friend is a bat, I go to a secret school for pesty creatures, and I don’t have parents. The last point is strange and sad at the same time. Grandma refuses to tell me exactly what happened to them, which I am sure means that they are gone for ever, and by that I mean, dead.

Grandma and I live behind the washing machine in the kitchen of Flat 3, Peewit Mansions, along with the mans and Trevor (though they don’t live behind the washing machine – they wouldn’t fit, ha, ha, ha!). Not so long ago it seemed very possible that we were all going to have to move out. But by using some cunning pesty skills, me and my classmates stopped that from happening. Big PHEW!

Grandma and I sleep all day and when it gets dark we come out to look for food. I play for a while and then go to school. And right now, school is very exciting. Webbo, the spider, says he’s heard we are all going to go on a night-trip to the Outside – and he thinks it’s going to be to the garden. I have only been to the Outside once in my life, and that was when I fell out of a window (but that’s another story) which, I have to say, doesn’t really feel like it counts as a proper visit.

Since Webbo mentioned the Outside I’ve hardly been able to think about anything else. I mean, yes, it might be dangerous but I’m not a baby mouse any more, and I’m ready for some new adventures.

I’m not so sure Grandma is going to feel the same way. She has been cutting me a bit more slack recently, but allowing me to go Outside, that’s a whole different block of cheese.


I’m not going to say anything to her yet: I don’t want her getting in a Mad Mouse Mood for no reason.

To distract myself I’ve been working on some NEW SKILLS. That’s right, it’s not just my body that’s grown, it’s my abilities too. The other night, when we were searching for food, I did this epic leap from the kitchen table on to the countertop. Honestly, it was HUGE. I was so pleased with myself. Grandma, on the other paw, just let out a long, exasperated sigh; something she’s been doing a lot recently.
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It goes a bit like this:

I do a skid all the way across the floor on my bottom (a run-up from the living room is required). Grandma sighs.

I somersault into the kitchen sink. Grandma sighs.

I climb up the kitchen blind and scamper along the top … well, you get the idea.

And, sometimes, there’s loud tutting too. To be honest it’s not really a big surprise. Grandma is quite possibly the world’s most cautious mouse. She has a list of rules as long as MyLove’s arm: don’t go near Trevor; don’t poop in places the mans will see; don’t tear open packets; basically, don’t do anything dangerous, or fun, ever. I guess I shouldn’t really complain – there was a time when I had to hide my skills from her. At least I don’t have to do that any more.

Tonight, the mans had curry for dinner. Grandma really likes spicy food, but I don’t. So, whilst she clambers up to the sink to see if there are any plates or cooking dishes to lick, I go over to Boo-Boo’s highchair to see if she’s left anything. I find the foot of a small gingerbread man; it’s delicious, and fills me with energy. When I’ve finished, I find myself bounding across the kitchen floor towards Trevor – I’ve suddenly got the urge to leap over his nose. I love jumping over parts of him. I know if Grandma sees me I’ll be in trouble. But she’s eating in the sink and, honestly, it will only take a couple of seconds.
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I time my take-off perfectly. This is, no doubt, going to be one of my best jumps, I think, as I soar through the air. But then I look up mid-somersault, and there she is, scowling back down. Eurgh, it’s so annoying. It’s like Grandma has some special mouse sense that tells her when I’m doing stuff I shouldn’t be. What was I thinking? I should have waited until she had gone back to bed.

I land perfectly, but my heart is heavy – I know I’m going to get a right earful. However, just as she opens her mouth to say something there’s a tap on the window.
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It’s Batz! ‘Come on,’ she mouths, pressing her body against the glass. ‘Time for P.E.S.T.S.’

Quick as a flash, I scramble up the kitchen drawers to the sink.

‘You know, jumping Trevor is very—-’

I skid over to Grandma and plant a big kiss on her cheek. ‘Got to go, don’t want to get a late mark,’ I say, giving her no chance to finish her sentence. I slide down into the sink and scramble over to the plug hole. ‘Love you. See you later,’ I call out, as I wiggle my body through the hole and into the pipe below.

I feel my body start to slide and, whoosh, I’m on my way to school.
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