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one

I’m in bed watching a millipede that is 

watching me from the corner of my bedroom. 

Well, I assume it’s watching me, anyway. It’s been 

there for about a month now and I don’t think it’s 

dead because I’m sure one of its legs moved last 

week. I’ve thought about poking it with a 
ruler to check but I’m worried it might get mad 

and try and climb into  
my ear while I’m sleeping. 

millipede
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I like Saturdays too. I don’t have to get up early 

for school and I can stay in bed all day and read 

my Princess Zombie books. 

That happens, you know. 

I saw it online once. The doctor had to pour 

liquid into the person’s ear to make the millipede 

crawl out. I wouldn’t want a millipede living in my 

ear. What if it laid eggs and the baby millipedes 

climbed into my brain? Yuck!
Across the room, Mr Pickle runs laps through 

his brightly coloured tunnels. It’s Saturday today 

and Mr Pickle likes Saturdays because he gets to 

eat apple while his cage is cleaned. Apples are Mr 

Pickle’s favourite food. There’s no point giving him 

banana or watermelon. 

He’ll refuse to 

eat it. Mr Pickle 

is an apple-
or-nothing 

kind of mouse.

Princess Zombie is the greatest princess 
ever! She’s cursed by a wicked witch and when she 

turns six, she pricks her finger on a pitchfork and 

becomes a full-blown zombie princess. 

Mr Pickle

PZPZ
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I am the biggest Princess Zombie 
fan in the entire whole world. I have 

almost every one of the Princess Zombie novels 

and for my tenth birthday last month, I got my 

very own Princess Zombie doll. My dad, 

who is also a huge Princess Zombie fan, sent 

me a poster last week. He said he saw it in a 

bookstore window and he had to buy a heap of 

expensive books before the bookstore owner 

would agree to give him the poster. He also said 

that for Christmas this year, we should expect a 

heap of expensive books.

I’ve put the Princess Zombie poster above my 

bed so I can see her first thing in the morning 

when I wake up.  I love her so much! 
She’s sassy and strong and has the funniest 

adventures. 

I’m planning on being just like her when I grow 

up. Except the part about being a Princess.  

And the part about being a zombie.

PRINCESSPRINCESS  

ZOMBIEZOMBIE
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I’m staring at Princess Zombie when Mum 

comes in and tells me it’s time to get up and go 

downstairs. 

‘But it’s Saturday!’ I protest. 

I point to my stack of Princess Zombie books, 

waiting to be read.

Mum points to the clock on my bedside table.

‘It’s ten thirty,’ she says. ‘And I need to wash 

your bed linen. So up . . . now.’
Mum grabs the doona from my bed and starts 

to strip off the cover. I squeal and roll my sheets 

around me tighter. Mum laughs and pretends to be 

a tickle monster until I roll out of bed in fits of 

giggles.

Suddenly Kumi bursts into my room, her long 

black hair swinging behind her in an excited 

ponytail. Kumi has been my best friend since 

kindergarten. She lives across the road from 

me but she spends most of her time at my house 

because her parents work a lot. Kumi doesn’t have 

any brothers or sisters and I think she gets  

lonely sometimes.

‘You have 

a new 
neighbour!’ 

she yells.

Her brow 

furrows when 

she spots me, 

sprawled on 

the floor in  

my pyjamas. 
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‘Good morning, Kumi,’ Mum says, bundling my 

bed linen into a messy ball. ‘What’s this about a 

new neighbour?’

‘Dad came home late from work last night and 

said he saw a moving van at Mrs Branson’s 

old house,’ Kumi says. ‘He said they were moving 

furniture in at midnight! Who 

moves house in the middle of the 

night? That’s just crazy.’
‘What’s crazy?’ My brother 

Jack stands in the doorway, 

rubbing his eyes. 

Since Dad and Mum got 

divorced, Jack thinks 

that he’s the man 
of the house and 

therefore should know 

everything that happens. I think he’s just really 

nosy. Mum says Jack has a big, clever, thirteen-

year-old brain and that makes him a curious 

person. His big brain probably explains why Jack 

has such an enormous head. 

I’m not allowed to mention the size of his head, 

though, because it makes him mad. I once asked 

him if it hurt his neck to have such a huge 
head and he shot me a look that said, Shut up, 

Aggie, or else I’m going to give you a dead arm. 

Then he said, ‘Shut up, dork, or else I’ll give you a 

dead arm’ and that was that. 

‘A new neighbour moved in . . . in the 

middle of the night,’ Kumi tells Jack with a 

knowing nod.

Jack runs to my bedroom window, which 

overlooks the neighbour’s house. 
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I join him and see a strange car parked in  

the neighbour’s yard.

‘Is that a hearse?’ Jack says.

‘What’s a hearse?’ I ask.

‘It’s a car that’s used to carry coffins,’ he says.

‘Coffins! Like with dead people inside?’  

The hairs on the back of my neck stand on end.

‘Someone with something to hide, I reckon,’  

Jack says. ‘Maybe our new neighbour is on the  

run from the police and he stole the hearse as  

his getaway car.’

‘He might be a bank robber!’ I add.

Mum frowns as she pushes us away from the 

window.

‘Get dressed and come downstairs,’ she says.  

‘And no more talk of bank robbers, Aggie. I’m sure 

our new neighbour is a perfectly nice person.’
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I look at Kumi and roll my eyes. Mum has 

absolutely no imagination and she’s 

always telling me to control mine or else it’s going 

to get me into big trouble one day. 

I guess I'm getting into enough trouble already. 

My school teacher, Mrs Fossy, is the absolute 

worst. Last week she totally lost it because I 

left a dead spider in my workbook. 

It wasn’t my fault though.

I was writing my spelling words in my 

workbook when the spider crawled across the 

page. I slammed the book shut without thinking. 

I was going to shake the 

spider into the bin but then 

Ethan Brown let our 

class budgie, Petey, 

out of his cage. 

Everyone started shouting and chasing Petey 

around the room and I completely forgot 

about the spider.

When Mrs Fossy went to check my spelling 

words after lunch, she found the dead spider 

inside. Apparently she’s really scared of 

spiders. Her eyes did this weird rolling thing 

like she was trying to look at her brain and she 

slid off her seat  

onto the floor.



14 15

She stayed there for ages until Thomas Chan 

poked her with a ruler to see if she was still 

alive. Then she sat up and muttered my name and 

said some things that I don’t think adults who are  

in charge of children should be allowed to say. 

She wouldn’t believe me when I told her that the 

spider was an accident and she sent me to see  

Mr Strong, our school principal. 

Mr Strong didn’t believe 

me either and wrote a note 

to Mum on the special 
yellow pad he uses  

when he needs to write 

stern notes to parents.

When Mum got  

Mr Strong’s note, she just  

sighed and said, ‘Again, Aggie?’

I tried explaining what happened but even Mum 

gave me that look that says I don’t believe you and 

then she told me to unpack the dishwasher. 

Mum always tells me to unpack the dishwasher 

when she’s mad. Last night she told me to unpack 

the dishwasher three times, even though I’d 

already done it and there were no dishes left to 

unpack!
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Mum thinks that I should try harder to stay 

out of trouble. I don’t know why I get in trouble 

so much. Things just seem to happen to me. I think 

maybe a wicked fairy put a curse on me 

when I was a baby, just like what happened to 

Princess Zombie.

Sometimes, I wish Dad still lived with us. He 

likes my imagination. If he were here, I’m sure 

he’d believe me over my teacher. And he would 

definitely believe me about our new neighbour.  

I can picture him calling the police and marching 

right next door to tell the neighbour that the jig is 

up. I miss Dad since he moved to London.  

He always understands me. Mum never seems to, 

and nor do Mrs Fossy or Mr Strong. It’s a burden 

that Princess Zombie and I share. 

We are both misunderstood. 

THOUGH I CAN TELL THOUGH I CAN TELL 
THAT YOU DO HAVE A THAT YOU DO HAVE A 
RATHER LARGE AND RATHER LARGE AND 

CLEVER BRAIN.CLEVER BRAIN.

IT'S NOT TOO IT'S NOT TOO 
BAD BEING A BAD BEING A 

ZOMBIE.ZOMBIE.

I'VE BEEN ONE FOR HALF I'VE BEEN ONE FOR HALF 
MY LIFE SO I'M USED TO MY LIFE SO I'M USED TO 
IT. AT LEAST I CAN TALK, IT. AT LEAST I CAN TALK, 
NOT LIKE THOSE ZOMBIES NOT LIKE THOSE ZOMBIES 

THAT YOU SEE ON TV.THAT YOU SEE ON TV.

I GUESS BEING A ZOMBIE HASN'T CHANGED  I GUESS BEING A ZOMBIE HASN'T CHANGED  
MY LIFE TOO MUCH.MY LIFE TOO MUCH.

I MEAN, I DID HAVE SOME  I MEAN, I DID HAVE SOME  
TROUBLE MAKING FRIENDS.TROUBLE MAKING FRIENDS.

BRAINS!

BRAINS!

PRINCESS PRINCESS 
� ZOMBIE� ZOMBIEPRINCESS PRINCESS 
� ZOMBIE� ZOMBIE HA! JUST KIDDING.  HA! JUST KIDDING.  

I'M NOT I'M NOT REALLYREALLY GOING   GOING  
TO EAT YOUR BRAINS.TO EAT YOUR BRAINS.

OH, BROTHER.OH, BROTHER.



TAKE, FOR TAKE, FOR 
EXAMPLE, THE EXAMPLE, THE 
INCIDENT WITH INCIDENT WITH 

LITTLE RED LITTLE RED 
RIDING HOOD.RIDING HOOD.

AND THAT CAN SOMETIMES LEAD TO . . .  AND THAT CAN SOMETIMES LEAD TO . . .  
MISUNDERSTANDINGS.MISUNDERSTANDINGS.

AND SCHOOL  AND SCHOOL  
WASN'T EASY . . .WASN'T EASY . . .

BUT I THINK  BUT I THINK  
I'M JUST  I'M JUST  

MISUNDERSTOOD,  MISUNDERSTOOD,  
YOU KNOW?YOU KNOW?

DESPITE WHAT  DESPITE WHAT  
YOU MIGHT YOU MIGHT 

THINK, IT'S NOT THINK, IT'S NOT 
LIKE I ALWAYS LIKE I ALWAYS 
CRAVE BRAINS.CRAVE BRAINS.

MOST TIMES, I SEE THE  MOST TIMES, I SEE THE  
WORLD JUST LIKE YOU.WORLD JUST LIKE YOU.

IT'S ONLY WHEN I GET IT'S ONLY WHEN I GET 
HUNGRY THAT THINGS  HUNGRY THAT THINGS  

ARE DIFFERENT.ARE DIFFERENT.

WHY ARE YOU CRYINGWHY ARE YOU CRYING??

MY EVIL STEPMOTHER MY EVIL STEPMOTHER 
BROUGHT ME OUT INTO THE BROUGHT ME OUT INTO THE 
WOODS AND LEFT ME TO DIE.WOODS AND LEFT ME TO DIE.

I HAVEN'T EATEN FOR TWO DAYS  I HAVEN'T EATEN FOR TWO DAYS  
AND I'M HUNGRY AND TIRED.AND I'M HUNGRY AND TIRED.

I HAVE BISCUITS AND CUPCAKES, I HAVE BISCUITS AND CUPCAKES, 
SANDWICHES AND CHOCOLATES, SANDWICHES AND CHOCOLATES, 
AND EVEN LEMONADE THAT I AND EVEN LEMONADE THAT I 

MADE MYSELF.MADE MYSELF.

OH, THANK YOU.OH, THANK YOU.

THAT'S THE  THAT'S THE  

THIRDTHIRD TUTOR YOU'VE  TUTOR YOU'VE 
EATEN THIS MONTH!EATEN THIS MONTH!



NO-ONE IS. BUT I'M NOT A MONSTER. NO-ONE IS. BUT I'M NOT A MONSTER. 
TRUTH IS, I HAVEN'T EATEN ANYONE TRUTH IS, I HAVEN'T EATEN ANYONE 

SINCE I WAS LITTLE.SINCE I WAS LITTLE.

IT'S NOT FUN  IT'S NOT FUN  
TO BE MISUNDERSTOOD,  TO BE MISUNDERSTOOD,  

YOU KNOW?YOU KNOW?

NOT THAT IT MATTERS. WHEN PEOPLE LOOK NOT THAT IT MATTERS. WHEN PEOPLE LOOK 
AT ME, ALL THEY SEE IS A ZOMBIE.AT ME, ALL THEY SEE IS A ZOMBIE.

I BET I BET I'I'LLLL
GET BLAMED  GET BLAMED  

FOR THIS.FOR THIS.

AS IF I'D SHARE THEM WITH AS IF I'D SHARE THEM WITH 
SOMEONE LIKE YOU!SOMEONE LIKE YOU!

I DON'T SHARE WITH I DON'T SHARE WITH 
ANYONEANYONE!! NOT EVEN MY  NOT EVEN MY 

STUPID OLD GRANNY.STUPID OLD GRANNY.

MMMM . . .  MMMM . . .  
THEY'RE  THEY'RE  

DELICIOUS, TOO.DELICIOUS, TOO.NOMNOM

NOMNOM

NOMNOM

NOMNOM

NOMNOM

NOMNOM

NOMNOM

SO, MAYBE I'M SO, MAYBE I'M 
NOT PERFECT. NOT PERFECT. 

Waaah!

ZOMBIE!




