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ne bleak winter night, in the back streets of

. 1l A |
% . . w ,_ London, a tiny baby was left on the steps of an

ote. no name, no clue as to
orphanage- There was no note, ,

J
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who this little person was. Just
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G f % . 2 g w the potato sack in which ||.\|U_ *
I % |

she was wrapped, as

snow fell around her.

In Victorian times,

,, it was not uncommon

for newborn babies to

be abandoned outside &

orphanages, hospitals or even the homes of upper-
class folk. Their poor, desperate mothers hoped their

children would be taken in and given a better life than

their birth families could provide.
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Cockroaches for B reakfast

y-six orphans lived there, all crammed into a

¢ should have sle

en were locked up,

Twent
pt eight at the absolute most.
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A room tha
starved and beaten. On

: Mm&_ The childr
15 ] mm% , top of that, they were forced t0 work day and night.

They had to assemble gentlemen’s pocket watches
icces until they went blind.

from tiny p!
All the children were painfully thin, with filthy rags
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for clothes. The orphans’ faces were black with soot,

; s0 all you could see in the gloom were their hopeful

; little eyes. g
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The Ice Monster

When a new baby arrived at the orphanage, 41| the

r them,

through the alphabet
so their names would be as different as possible. The

night the baby in the Potato sack was [efy on the

older children would come up with a name fq

They liked to work their way

steps, they had reached E. If she had been foung the
day before, she might have been called “Doris”, A

day later, she could have been a “Frank”, Instead, she

was named “Elsje”,

This prison of an orphanage was run by an evil old
boot named Mrs Curdle. Her face was usually fixed in
4 permanent grimace, and she was covered from head
to toe in warts. She had so many warts even her warts
had warts. The only thing that made her smile was the
sound of children sobbing,

Mrs Curdle would scoff all the food donated for
the orphans, so the children in her care had to eat
cockroaches for breakfast, lunch and dinner.

“Creepy-crawlies are good for you!” she would

chuckle.

If any of the orphans spoke after “candles out”,
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Cockroaches for Breakfast

1d stuff one of her wcm-mon_mn: old stockings
she wou

heir mouth. They would have to keep it there for
in theirr m .

a ﬂ\nnr.

“That’ll keep you quiet, dﬁb&v\ wallet!”

When the children were sleeping on the cold stone
floor, she would put wiggly worms down the backs of

ARGH!” o #3 @
"HO'HO! HO! HORNSWOGGLER!”
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The Ice Monster

Mrs Curdle would sneeze over the orphans. ..

“HACHOOOOOQ!”

...and blow her nose on their hair.

“HooMPH:! GONGOOZLER!” B

&‘4_ A weekly “bath” involved her dunking the orphans

one by one into a barrel full of maggots. “The maggots
£

will nibble off the dirt, you muck snipes!” Mrs Curdle

would snigger. S % ) @ 3
To dry off afterwards, she would peg the children

to the washing line by their ears. ‘% )
TWANG!
Once, when Elsie was found with a pet rat in her

pocket that she had befriended, Mrs Curdle used it as

a ball in a game of cricket.

THUD!
“EEEEEK!”
WHIZZ!
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Cockroaches for Breakfast

he felt one of the orphans had given her a funny
1f she 1e

Curdle would poke them in the eye with her
k, Mrs Cu

loo

| dirty, stubby finger.

CH! »

As a special treat at Christmas,
S

i r
the orphans would line up for thexv
present, a whack on the bottom

with ‘51:{10 Bum(gm’ BoooﬁofCargfs.
BASH!

“Merry Christmas, child!” Mrs Curdle would

exclaim with glee on each strike.
— i
Elsie endured ten 10ng; hard years at m()\\ﬂLY “ALL
The only thing that kept her going was the dream that
one day her ma would magjcally appear and whisk her
away. But she never did. As the girl grew up, she would
invent more and more incredible stories about her.
Perhaps her ma was a jungle explorer?

Or an acrobat with a travelling circus?
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The Ice Monster

Ev 1
ven better, a lady pirate off having adv.
the high seas? e
E : .
f very night, Elsie would make up bedtime
stori
or her fellow orphans. Over time, the girl b N
b ) ecam
magnificent storyteller. She had all the other hild .
children

in the palm of her grubby little hand
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Cockroaches for Breakfast

d herself 101 2 dark, dark place- It

a foun

hruge blue whale-+”

f canrlibalsa

bbled up her left

«Then M
was the belly ofa
«Ma escaped fr

) which
om the tribe ©

wasn’t €asy &3 they had already 80

»

leg.-
«Boom! Ma

Bad thrown the bomb 1nto the

me, so no oné was killed. It was all in
b

a secret agent. The end.”
finished, the other orphans

Thames just in i
2 day’s work for

When that night’s story

would cry out...
«Another!”

«We don’t want to go to sleep yet!”

«PLEASE, ELSIE, JUST ONE MORE!”
One night, the children cheered so much at Elsie’s

story that they woke up Mrs Curdle.

“NO! MORE! STORIES!
YOUINASTY! LITTLE! BEAST!”

raged the woman, beating Elsie with a broomstick
0
n every word. The pus-sodden stocking she

stuffed in the girl’s mouth only half muffled her

screams.
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The Ice Monster j

“ARGH! ARGH! ARGH!”
Chapter 2

Th i :
e beating was so severe that Elsie wasn’t sure she

; -
was going to survive. Her little body was black and . ﬂ M ON KEY FEET
blue with bruises, and the girl knew she had 1o escape

or die.

Isie loved all the rats and pigeons that would find
their way inside EcﬁEk HALL. 1f she had any

food, she would share it with them, and tend to any

broken wings and legs. In return, they would snuggle

up to her, which made her feel less lonely. In her heart,
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Elsie felt a deep connection to these animals that Mrs

Curdle called “vermin”. To her, they

PRI N

were little creatures all alone in

the world just like her.
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