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Ithink our postman Mr Roberts is a tyrannosaurus-rex.

He stamps along the pavement each day in a bad mood, trying
to get the letters out of the mail bag with his tiny claws. The
letters usually have bite marks and the parcels are often ripped to
shreds.

Any letters for me today Mr Postman . . . please?
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Ithink Mrs Philpott the chemist is a witch.

She wears a big black pointed hat and mixes foul smelling
potions in her pot behind the counter. She adds some very
unusual ingredients to the bubbling brew. Whilst stirring in bats
wings, eye of toad, liver of snail and cockroach legs, she mutters
black magic spells under her breath.

[ wonder if she has anything to cure my headache?
Mmmm . . . perhaps not!
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Ithink my Uncle Arthur is a Vampire.

He lives in our attic. He sleeps all day and when its night-time
he creeps downstairs wearing a long black cloak. He has sharp,
pointed teeth.

Mum asks him whether he’d like to join us for dinner but he
always says . . . "No thank you, I’ll have a bite to eat later
tonight . . ."

Uncle Arthur . . . you're creepy!
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Ithink my mother’s hairdresser, Miss Lillian, is a gorgon.

Miss Lillian has hair full of wriggling, poisonous snakes and
her eyes can turn you into stone.

She becomes very nasty if you don't like the hairstyle that
she’s created for you. Some of her former customers have been

standing around like statues for years.




Ithink Dr Lucas the dentist 1s Frankenstein’s monster.

He doesn't fool me one bit with all that modern shiny

equipment. It’s the bolts in his neck that I’'m worried about . . .

and what about his nurse, Miss Fang with those big teeth.

His surgery looks like a dungeon in an old spooky castle,
there are spider webs everywhere.

Just check my teeth please . . . then I'm out of here . . .
FAST!
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Ithink my big sister’s boyfriend, Carlos, is a werewolf.

He’s big and hairy and howls at the moon. Whenever he visits
our house he gnaws on bones and leaves fur all over the couch.

He drives a red sports car that [ call ‘wolfmobile.” I think
that’s really why Alison goes out with him . . . mind you he has a
wet nose, a nice shiny coat and wags his tail a lot!
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Ithink our neighbours Mr and Mrs Fitzpatrick are garden
gnomes.

They’re always sitting out in the back garden by the fishpond
drinking cups of tea. I’ve never seen them move indoors, even
when it starts to rain.

Sometimes, birds perch on their hats. They never notice.
Still, I suppose they’re company for the goldfish.




Ithink our baby-sitter Miss Frump is a dragon.

She’s very popular in our neighbourhood. Lots of parents
employ her.

She has scaly skin, horns and a long tail. Sometimes she gets
excited reading my baby sister a bedtime story and breathes
smoke and fire out of her nostrils.

I go to bed exactly when she says. I don't want to become a
piece of burnt toast!
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Ithink Stan the lawn-mower man is a Yeti.

He has a long shaggy coat and monstrous big feet with spikey
toe nails and likes to mow lawns in the wintertime. He plows
through the ice and snow whilst munching a handful of freshly
mown, frozen grass clippings.

He doesn't feel the cold and stays outside for hours . . .
BRRRR!
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think my younger brother William’s friends are little
monsters.

Whenever he invites them over to play there is always trouble.
They pretend they’re action movie heroes. This time they’re
wrecking the front room.

Those noisy brats are swinging on the curtains and jumping on
the furniture. Just wait till our parents get home . . .
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Ithink my schoolteacher Mr Allen is really an alien.

He’s flown his spacecraft from some planet millions of light
years away from earth and he speaks in a language that I don't
understand.

What’s more he has eight eyes so he can see everything that
happens in our classroom, even when his back is turned. Our
teacher is really out of this world!




Ithink my cat Sam is a sabre-tooth tiger.

He prowls around the house terrifying our mice. His
prehistoric purring sounds like a washing machine and he’s
always cleaning his long teeth. He sleeps wherever and
whenever he wants to.

"Here, kitty, kitty, its dinner time."




