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The focus phonemes (units of sound) used throughout this series
are in line with the order in which your child is taught at school.
This offers a consistent approach to learning whether reading at

home or in the classroom.
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TOP TIPS FOR HELPING YOUR CHILD TO READ:

* Encourage your child to read aloud as well as silently to themselves.
* Allow your child time to absorb the text and make comments.
° Ask simple questions about the text to assess understanding.

° Encourage your child to clarify the meaning of new vocabulary.

This book focuses on developing independence, fluency and
comprehension. It is a lime level 11 book band.
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Myrtle was convinced that there was a human
under her bed. She probably shouldn’t have
stayed up late to watch that scary film with
her older cousins. She couldn’t get the idea
out of her head.

“Oh, sweetheart,” said Mama Monster.
“Humans don’t exist!”




It was no good.
Myrtle wasn’t
listening. She
was too busy
squeezing glow
sticks into her

bookcase.
“How can you sleep
with all this light?”
asked Papa Monster,
poking his head round the
bedroom door.

“I can’t sleep,” said Myrtle. “But that’s the
plan.”

She stepped back to admire her handiwork.
Now she could finally climb into bed.

“There is absolutely nothing under your bed,”
said Mama. “We promise.”

“There’s nothing when you look now,” said
Myrtle. “But in the middle of the night - that’s
when they come out!”



“Please get some sleep tonight, Myrtle,” said
Mama. “It’s been a week! You must be tired.”
“A growing monster needs all the sleep she

can get,” said Papa sternly.

“The human won’t be sleeping,” muttered
Myrtle as she pulled a head torch out from
under her pillow. “So I can’t sleep either.”
“Oh, Myrtle,” sighed Mama as she stood up.
“We’ll see you in the morning,” said Papa,
kissing Myrtle’s forehead. Mama kissed her

next, and then the two of them backed out of
the door.




Papa was about to pull the door shut when
Myrtle called out.

“No,” she said. “Leave it open!”

Papa hesitated but did as Myrtle asked.

He then reached over to turn off Myrtle’s
bedroom light, but when he saw the look on
Myrtle’s face, he decided to leave it on.
“Thank you,” said Myrtle.

Papa and Mama slowly turned and left, but
Myrtle was still sat up in bed. She looped her
head torch around her head and turned it on.
With the glow sticks, head
torch, and her light on,

Myrtle’s room was
brightly lit.
“No humans are
going to get
me tonight!”
thought
Myrtle.



Before she knew it, it was morning and her
eyes were starting to twitch. Every little noise
in the night had made her jump and she was
sick of it. She hadn’t slept a wink! At school,
Myrtle had bags under her eyes and staying

awake in lessons had become a struggle.




She was super grumpy, and everything her
teachers said went in one ear and straight out
the other. She finally ended up nodding off in
the middle of her history lesson. Her teacher
didn’t notice, but Myrtle was fed up.

“Enough is enough!” she thought.
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“I am going to have to take matters into my
own hands and catch this human once and
for all! Then I can finally get a good night’s
sleep. But how can I do that?”

Just then, an idea popped into Myrtle’s head.
She knew what she had to do.
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Myrtle set to work the
minute she got home
from school. First
stop was Papa’s shed,
where she picked up

a big bucket and some
rope. Then she went to the
kitchen, where she raided the
snack cupboard for sweets. She had
heard that humans loved to eat sweets,
so what better treat to use for her

trap?

Myrtle was struggling to carry her
trap materials upstairs when she

dropped the bucket with a clang.

| “Myrtle?” called Mama from the
living room. “What are you doing?”

“Nothing!” yelled Myrtle. She knew her parents

would think she was being silly. She would

have to wait for them to fall asleep before she

carried out her plan.






Myrtle shoved the bucket, rope and sweets
into her wardrobe and sat back. She
looked around her room for
the last piece of her trap.
She needed something to
prop up the bucket. Her

eyes finally landed

Ok

. Y _, O her Spelling Wasp
0 T.r trophy.

a e /v  "A-ha!” said Myrtle.

4 \h “That will do the

trick!”

She was just about to pick the
trophy up when she heard her parents
laying the table in the dining room below her.
“Dinner’s ready!” bellowed Papa from
downstairs. Myrtle had been so busy
preparing her trap that she had forgotten all
about dinner.
“I'lL be right back, human,” thought Myrtle.
“Just you wait.”
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Chapter Three

At the dinner table, Mama and Papa watched as
Myrtle ate her food as quickly as she possibly
could. She was in a hurry to get back to her room.
“Oh dear,” whispered Mama, so that only Papa
could hear.

“She’s at breaking point,” Papa whispered back.

“All done!” declared Myrtle, holding up her empty
plate.

“Oh,” started Mama.

“Can I be excused, please?” asked Myrtle.

“I suppose s-”

“Thank you!” yelled Myrtle over her shoulder as
she disappeared out through the dining room door.

“Also, I don’t need tucking in tonight!”



“You don’t?” asked Mama. “What about the
humans?”

“I'm not worried about them anymore!” said
Myrtle, her voice drifting in from the landing.
The next thing Mama and Papa heard was
Myrtle’s bedroom door closing.

“Well,” said Papa. “That ? ' :
wasn’t weird at all.” 2 ;
“I hope she really % ;

means that,” said P"ﬁ

Mama. “Because

there is nothing
under her bed!”

Back in her room,
Myrtle was setting up
her trap. She had tied the
rope to the trophy and used
it to prop the bucket up. She tossed a handful of
sweets under the bucket, picked up the other end
of the rope, and climbed into bed.

“And now, I wait,” said Myrtle.
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The hours ticked by, but there was no sign of
the human.

“Come on...” mumbled Myrtle, as her eyelids
grew heavier.

Her head started to droop closer to her pillow.
She tried to fight it, but it wasn’t long before
she was fast asleep. All those sleepless nights

had finally caught up with her.




When Myrtle woke up, the sweets had
disappeared from her trap, but there was no
human in sight!

“That pesky human!” thought Myrtle. “It got
away!”

She’d get it next time. She just had to stay
awake long enough!
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That night, Myrtle set her trap up again. And
just as she’d done before, she climbed into bed
and waited. But she wouldn’t fall asleep this
time. She had a bag of spicy crisps with her,
and every time she felt sleepy, she popped one
in her mouth.
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It got later and later,

but nothing happened.
“Not again,” thought
Myrtle.

She was nearly
ready to give ’/
up when @
sound. The |

she heard
a scuffling

human was
coming! She
jumped up on
her bed, held the
rope tight and got
ready to spring into
action. The scuffling sound
got louder and louder, until...

A dodo bird appeared from under Myrtle’s
bed! It scurried over to the sweets and started

gobbling them up.



“There’s no human after all!” exclaimed
Myrtle. “It was just a silly dodo this whole
time!”

Myrtle scooped it up and took it to her
parents’ room. They grumbled as Myrtle tried
to wake them up. When they saw the dodo,
they sat up straight in bed.

“What is that?” they gasped.

“The human under my bed!” said Myrtle.
“Can we keep it?”
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1.

What did Myrtle squeeze into her bookcase?

What lesson did Myrtle nod off in?

What did Myrtle take from Papa’s shed?
(@)  Abigbucket and some rope

(b)  Abrush and dustpan

(c)  Alight bulb

Why did Myrtle eat spicy crisps?

How do you think Myrtle felt about there being a
human under her bed? How would you feel if you
thought something was under your bed?
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Chapter One

When Boris grew up, he wanted to be the
king. If he were king, he would be able to do
whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted.
No one could tell him what to do because he

would be the most powerful person around!




Kings didn’t have bedtimes, or homework, and
that was the kind of life Boris wanted.

At breakfast, he decided to lay out his plans
for his brothers and sisters. He had already
written a list of the things that he planned on
doing, which he rolled out all the way down
the middle of the table.




~ “A-ha-hem,” said Boris. “I, Boris the

' Brilliant, hereby announce my

royal plans.”

Nobody looked up from their
bowls of cereal, but this did
not put Boris off. He began
to read out his list.

I will build a grand
palace,” he declared. "It
will have a water park in the
. - garden. A slide will lead straight
~ out of my bedroom and into the pool.”

“I will have a pet mammoth,” continued

Boris. “I will ride it everywhere.”
“Mammoths are extinct,”

pointed out his sister, Doris.
“That’s what makes them 0

special enough for a king,’f'

said Boris. “I will make !

L l

some scientists bring one
back to life, just for me.”



“All my subjects will bring me gifts on my
birthday - and I will have a second birthday,

just for good measure!”
“That’s quite extreme,” said
Boris’s other sister, Iris. -
“That’s how it works,”
replied Boris. “The
king or queen gets

two birthdays. Look

it up. I will also play
video games all day
and eat desserts for
every meal.”



32

“That doesn’t sound healthy at all!” said Doris.
Boris’s sisters turned back to their breakfast,
thinking he was finally finished. But he had
just been getting started. Boris ended up going
on... and on... and on... until everyone but Boris
himself was very annoyed.

Then his older brother, Morris, got an idea. If

it worked, it would hopefully make Boris stop
talking about this kind of thing for good.

“That all sounds great,” said Morris. “But don’t
you want to be a king that’s respected by his
subjects?”

Boris stopped. He thought for a minute.

“What do you mean?” he finally asked.

“A good king needs to look after his kingdom
properly,” explained Morris. “And that means
taking responsibility for things.”

Boris didn’t like the sound of that. It sounded
like a lot of work, which was the opposite of
what he wanted.
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“If you want to be a proper king, that’s what
you’ll need to do,” said Morris. “In fact, you
should try to be king for the day, to see if
you're ready for the job.”

“Of course I'm ready for the job!” exclaimed
Boris.

“You are going to have to prove it,” said
Morris.

“How about...” mused Morris. “You can be in
charge of everything our family

needs to do today!”
“Everything?” asked
Boris.

This all sounded

a little bit scary

to Boris. Morris,

on the other

hand, was really
starting to enjoy
himself.




“Of course, if that’s too much for you to
handle...” taunted Morris.

“No,” said Boris. “I can do it!”

“Good,” said Morris. “Your first job is to make
sure everyone here does their bit to clean up

after breakfast.”
Boris looked down the table at all his brothers

and sisters.




“Um, um...” stuttered Boris. “We need to do
the washing up and wipe the table.”
“Good,” said Morris. “Who is

going to do what?”

The twins, Mavis and Elvis,
were only five. What could
they do?

“Could the twins wipe the

table while the rest of us
take it in turns to wash the
dishes?” asked Boris.

“Good idea,” replied Morris.



The children followed Boris’s plan, until
breakfast was fully cleared up.

“Now that’s done, there’s another task you
have to sort out,” said Morris.

“What task is that?” asked Boris.
“Shopping,” said Morris. The word shook Boris
to his core.

“No...” he whispered.

“Yes,” said Morris. “You need to be in charge
of our grocery shopping for the week. Use
this.”

Morris handed Boris a shopping list. It had
eggs, milk, cleaning supplies, and several
other everyday things on it. It would be
boring, but it could be an easy win to prove he
would be a good king.

“Ok,” said Boris. “Let’s go.”

All the children made their way to Morris’s car
and he drove them to the local supermarket.
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It was busy, and Boris just wanted to find
everything on the list and leave as quickly as
possible. But every five minutes, one of his
brothers or sisters would ask him if they could
buy something useless! They finally finished
the shopping and went home. Boris was

exhausted.




Chapter Three

Boris couldn’t wait to get into bed and rest.
He was walking to his bedroom when he heard
Morris calling him.

“Oh, Boris?” said Morris. “We have a problem
we’d like you to solve.”

“What could they possibly want now?”
thought Boris. He walked around the house
looking for Morris, until he found himself in
the twins’ bedroom.




Morris was holding a stuffed monkey as he
stood in between Mavis and Elvis.

“The twins both want to play with this toy,”
said Morris. “Who should get it?”

“Can’t they play together?” asked Boris. “You
know... share?”

Elvis and Mavis started to protest but Morris
shushed them.




“Excellent decision,” said Morris. He handed
one of the monkey’s paws to Mavis, and the
other to Elvis. “While you’re here, Boris, you
can do your final task of the day.”

“There’s more?” wailed Boris.

“Just one more thing, I promise,” said Morris.
“You just have to get these two to go to
sleep.”



“Wait...” said Boris.

“I'm leaving you to it,” said Morris as he
walked out of the door. “Good luck!”

Boris turned to look at Mavis and Elvis. They
were wide awake. More awake than Boris had

ever seen them before.
“Get into bed,” pleaded Boris.
“You have to use the magic word!” said Mavis.




“Please?” begged Boris.

“Alright,” said Elvis. “But only because you
asked so nicely.”

He and Mavis climbed into their beds, but they
didn’t lie down.

“What are you doing?” asked Boris.

“You said to get into bed,” giggled Elvis. “But
you didn’t say we had to sleep!”

Mavis started to laugh, and Elvis soon joined

in. |




“Go to sleep!” barked Boris, as he marched
out of their bedroom. But they were still
giggling! Boris slumped in front of their door.
It looked like it was going to be a long night.
The minutes passed and Boris was losing his
mind with boredom. When Boris was finally
certain that they’d fallen asleep, he tiptoed
across the landing and down the stairs.

It was finally the end of the day and Boris
was very tired. The minute he solved one
problem, two more would pop up in its place!
He shuffled into the living room and collapsed
on the sofa.

“Maybe I don’t really want to be king after
all,” mumbled Boris from under the sofa
cushions.

Morris smiled to himself.
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What did Boris want to put in the garden of his

palace?

What pet did Boris want?

What was Boris’s first job as king?

What did the twins both want to play with?
(a)  Astuffed monkey

(b) Atoydog

(c)  Acuddly bear

How was Boris feeling at the end of the day? Do you

think you would be a good king or queen?
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