It all started on a blazing hot day in the middle of summer. Aunt
Sponge, Aunt Spiker and James were all out in the garden. James had
been put to work, as usual. This time he was chopping wood for the
kitchen stove. Aunt Sponge and Aunt Spiker were sitting comfortably
in deck-chairs near by, sipping tall glasses of fizzy lemonade and
watching him o see that he didn't stop work for one moment.

Aunt Sponge was enormously fat and very short. She had small piggy
eyes, a sunken mouth, and one of those white flabby faces that
looked exactly as though it had been hard boiled. She was like a great
white soggy overboiled cabbage. Aunt Spiker, on the other hand, was
lean and tall and bony, and she wore steel-rimmed spectacles that
fixed on to the end of her nose with a clip. She had a screeching
voice and long wet narrow lips, and whenever she got angry or
excited, little flecks of spit would come shooting out of her mouth as
she talked.



