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Friday 1st October


‘We have to help!’ I said, reading the message that had been sent to our Crypto Crisis Centre Facebook page.
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‘No, we don’t,’ replied Donny.


I’d come over after school and Red had shown me the message straight away. We were hanging out Backstage at my family’s zoo – the part that’s closed off to the public. If people knew the truth about what lies behind the gates, their jaws would drop open like those of a hungry hippo on a rampage. Not only do my friends Donny and Red live in the Backstage offices, but it’s where they keep their pets. Not cuddly cats and drooling dogs. Oh no … I’m talking about a phoenix, a gut worm, a fire-breathing turtle and a truth trout!


It’s also where Donny and Red manage their cryptozoology business.


Cryptozoology = the study of weird animals.


I help Donny and Red investigate all their most unusual cases. Werewolves, yetis, dragons and the Hell Hound are just a few of the crazy critters I’ve had to deal with: It’s just one weird adventure after another in my wacky world. And it looked as though another one was about to start …


I read the Facebook message again to make sure it was as unbelievably weird as I’d first thought:
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Dear Crypto Crisis Centre,







I am writing to you in desperation. I live in a village called Barren Heath. About a month ago a strange sickness swept through like a plague – a plague that affected only the children.


Overnight every child in the village grew pale and thin. They no longer played outside in the sunshine, but stayed in their bedrooms in the darkness. They stopped eating – not just their vegetables, but chocolate and pizza too! No doctor could work out what was wrong with them, and no cure could be found. It was as though the life had been sucked out of them …


And just when we could bear it no longer, we awoke one morning to find that every child in the village had vanished.


Boys, girls, babies and toddlers – there are none left. They disappeared in the night and no one has seen them since. We have searched far and wide, but there is no trace of the missing children. They have simply vanished into thin air.


The police can’t help us.


No one can help us.


You are our last hope.







Yours faithfully,


A friend





‘But every child in Barren Heath has just disappeared!’ I said to Donny, pointing to the screen. ‘We have to do something!’


‘No, we don’t!’ Donny said again.


I’m used to Red being a moody mongoose, but not Donny. Donny’s the main man, and weird is his middle name – he usually can’t wait to get stuck into cases like this.
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DONNY




[image: ] Job: Cryptozoologist (someone who studies animals that supposedly don’t exist)


[image: ] Lives: In the Backstage offices at Feral Zoo (the zoo my family owns)


[image: ] Looks like: A grey-haired alley cat in a leather jacket


[image: ] Talent: He’s a walking encyclopaedia of all things weird
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RED




[image: ] Job: Cryptozoologist


[image: ] Lives: Backstage with Donny and all his weird pets


[image: ] Looks like: A miserable panda (she wears a TON of black eye make-up)


[image: ] Talent: The power of telekenesis (she can move things using only her mind – how cool is that?!)
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ME




[image: ] Job: I earn my pocket money working at the zoo. I’m also a cryptozoologist in training!


[image: ] Lives: Tyler’s Rest – a village where nothing happens unless you’re me!


[image: ] Looks like: A tree frog with a freckly face


[image: ] Talent: I have the power of CSC – Cross-Species Communication (which means I can speak the languages of weird animals)





‘Why don’t you want to help?’ I asked, confused.


‘We deal with weird animals,’ Donny replied, ‘not cases of missing children. That’s for the police to worry about, not us.’


‘But the police can’t find the children. The message said so … Maybe we should at least go to Barren Heath and see if—’


‘I don’t think there’s anything we can do to help,’ Donny said sternly, turning his back on me to feed his truth trout. The large fish shimmered blue as Donny dropped food pellets into its tank – meaning that Donny was telling the truth – he really didn’t think we could help.


Bummer!


I turned to Red, hoping that maybe she’d back me up – she was the one who had shown me the message after all. But she simply shrugged her shoulders and gave a black-lipstick pout. ‘Sorry, kid. Looks as if this is one weird adventure we won’t be having.’


‘Besides,’ Donny added, moving away from the truth trout to feed his pet phoenix, ‘it’s October.’


‘What does that have to do with anything?’ I asked.


‘What’s at the end of this month?’ Red asked, as if I was stupid.


The end of October = Halloween.


‘Halloween,’ I replied. ‘But what …?’


‘Weird animal sightings always increase around Halloween,’ Donny explained, refilling the phoenix’s water bowl. ‘Over the next few weeks we’re going to get a lot of messages asking for help. Gremlin invasions, limping lindworms, genies escaping from their bottles, wailing banshees … Let’s just hope we don’t have to deal with a hissing hinkypink this year. It took me nearly a month to pull out the tooth that was left in my arm after one bit me last Halloween. I still have the scar, look!’ Donny pulled up his sleeve and thrust his arm at me.
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Wow, hissing hinkypinks must have mega-sharp teeth. That scar did not look pretty!


‘You’d better prepare yourself for a busy month, Sammy,’ Donny said, pulling his sleeve down again. ‘I think it would be a good idea if you started having proper cryptozoology lessons. We can start tomorrow.’


‘Proper lessons?’ I raised an eyebrow.


Don’t get me wrong – ever since I met Donny there’s nothing I’ve wanted more than cryptozoology lessons. But sitting in a stuffy classroom isn’t really Donny’s style – so I’ve been learning on the job instead. ‘Isn’t it a bit late for that, Donny? I’ve been working with you and Red for ages. Stuff the lessons – let’s go looking for hissing hinkypinks instead!’


‘Trust me, you don’t go looking for a hissing hinkypink,’ Donny said. ‘They come looking for you. And when they do, you need to be ready.’


The truth trout shimmered blue as Donny spoke.


He was right. He usually was.


There was no way I wanted a scar like the one on Donny’s arm. Ouch! If a hissing hinkypink came looking for me, then I needed to know how to do battle with it. And with Halloween just around the corner, I didn’t have long to prepare for whatever was coming my way.


But as I walked home from the zoo this evening, it wasn’t Halloween that was playing on my mind. It was the message about the missing children. We couldn’t just ignore it, could we? Maybe it didn’t have anything to do with weird animals, but a whole village’s worth of children doing a vanishing act registers a healthy 9 on the Feral Scale of Weirdness.


There must be something we can do?


I know Donny’s right – we don’t have experience in missing children; we have experience in werewolves (my family are all ex-werewolves!), yetis and dragons. But still, whoever messaged us wouldn’t have bothered unless they thought we could help them.


Maybe weird animals have something to do with the missing children.


They could have been spirited away by sprites … or covered with panda snot and turned invisible … or eaten by trolls!


Children don’t just vanish into thin air.


If I can find a link between weird animals and the missing children of Barren Heath, then Donny and Red will have to help.


But what kind of crazy creatures can make children disappear?


Whatever the answer is, it can’t be good …









Saturday 2nd October


‘So, let’s recap,’ Donny said, pointing at the whiteboard. He’d turned one of the Backstage offices into a classroom and I’d spent the whole morning having my first formal cryptozoology lesson.


Yes, it’s Saturday. Yes, I’m meant to be scrubbing the pygmy-hippo tanks. Yes, Mum will probably blast me into hyperspace with an ultrasonic scream when she finds out I’ve skipped out on my zoo chores. But I want to be a cryptozoologist one day, so crypto-classes come first.


I was secretly hoping I might learn about a weird animal that I could link to the missing children. But so far there’s been nothing. All Donny’s wanted to teach me about this morning are hissing hinkypinks.
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HISSING HINKYPINKS


Can be found: Living in sewers


Favourite food: Decomposing toilet paper


Look like: Bald pink rats with webbed feet and gills


Interesting fact: They are allergic to children and puke up radioactive sludge at the sight of them


Did you know: Hissing hinkypink vomit emits UV light. It lights up the sewers like daylight.


Donny tapped on the whiteboard. ‘A hissing hinkypink can be found …’


‘In a sewer,’ I said quickly.


‘And what do they eat?’


‘Decomposing toilet paper.’


‘Very good. And how can you fight one?’


‘By spraying it with disinfectant.’


‘And what else?’


I blinked at Donny.


‘What else?’ he repeated.


I shrugged. ‘I can’t remember.’


‘Sammy, we’ve been through this twice this morning!’


‘I know, I know.’ I got up and started to pace around the room in frustration. ‘I know it’s important to learn this. I know there’s more than one way to fight off a hissing hinkypink. But don’t you think it’s also important to find out what’s happened to those missing children?’


‘Not this again.’ Donny sighed. ‘I’ve already told you, Sammy, the missing children are a matter for the police, not for us.’


‘How can we say that for sure without investigating?’


‘Sammy –’ Donny sat on the edge of the table, pushed his grey hair out of his eyes and looked at me seriously – ‘there’s more to being a cryptozoologist than knowing how to fight off a hissing hinkypink. Sometimes we have to make tough decisions. We can’t help everyone.’


I glanced at the truth trout, who was bobbing around happily in his tank. He glimmered a bright blue as Donny spoke.


How could Donny possibly be telling the truth?


How could it ever be a good thing to ignore someone who needed our help?


He’s talking bananas!


‘Well, if that’s really what cryptozoologists believe,’ I said, staring Donny right in the eye, ‘then maybe I don’t want to be one.’


I didn’t mean that. Cryptozoology pumps through my heart and flows through my veins. I love all animals, even weird dangerous ones. And I was born with a special talent for speaking the language of strange animals. I can speak Yeti, Dragon, Werewolf and Troll. There’s nothing in the world I want to be more than a cryptozoologist.


But I was angry, and sometimes I say stupid things when I’m angry.


‘Sammy, wait …’ Donny called after me as I stormed out of the Backstage office, slamming the door behind me.


I stomped through the yard, ignoring Donny calling my name. I charged past Red, who was sitting on the ground bending spoons with the power of her mind. I didn’t want to speak to her – she would only repeat what Donny had said.


I swept past the wish frog without even looking at him.


‘Sammy! Sammy!’ The wish frog hopped along after me.
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WISH FROG




[image: ] Looks like: An Amazonian horned frog


[image: ] Lives: In hiding at Feral Zoo


[image: ] Talent: Can grant wishes (although technically he’s retired)


[image: ] Top-secret fact: Wish Frog is the last of his kind. If he hopped into the wrong hands, it would be a DISASTER!





I stuck my nose in the air and charged on. I refused to believe that there was nothing we could do to help!


I don’t care what Donny says. I would rather clean my teeth with porcupine bristles and turtle-poo toothpaste than give up!


‘Sammy, wait!’ The wish frog landed on my shoulder. ‘Calm down. I need to speak to you.’


‘If it’s about giving up on those missing children, then I’m not listening,’ I replied, trying to ignore him.


‘Sammy, Donny’s right …’ The wish frog started to explain.


‘Sammy Feral!’ screamed Mum’s voice from behind the monkey enclosure.


Busted!


Great – that’s all I need, a blasting, Mum must have discovered that I haven’t scrubbed out the pygmy-hippo tanks yet.


‘Family meeting in Dad’s office,’ she boomed. ‘Now!’


MY FAMILY – MUM, DAD, GRACE AND NATTY, AND CALIBAN THE DOG




[image: ] Are all ex-werewolves


[image: ] Have excessive ear hair, a love of raw meat and freaky sense of smell (left over from their werewolf days)


[image: ] Mum once made a cup of tea for a yeti – she STILL complains about the stench they left behind in our kitchen!





‘We’ll talk about this later,’ I said to the wish frog, turning towards Dad’s office. ‘I don’t care what you or Donny or Red think. I won’t give up!’


I pushed open the door to Dad’s office as the wish frog whispered in my ear, ‘Knowing when to walk away is not giving up.’


‘Sammy, I’m not sure your pet frog needs to come to this meeting,’ said Dad, who was sitting behind his desk.


‘Dad, this isn’t just any pet frog, it’s the wish—’ My sister Grace jabbed me hard in the ribs. That’s when I noticed that Dad’s office was filled with people.


Mum and Dad were there, along with my sisters Grace and Natty and our family dog, Caliban, but so were all the other zookeepers. My family might live in the world of weird, but the other zookeepers don’t know that the little guy on my shoulder could a) talk, and b) grant their wildest wishes.


[image: image]


Imagine what would happen if they knew. Epic chaos!


‘What’s going on?’ I asked Dad. ‘I thought this was a family meeting.’


‘Everyone here at Feral Zoo is like a big family,’ Dad said with a grin. He stood up behind his desk, straightened his tie and smiled. ‘And I’m pleased to announce to the family that we have decided to enter the annual Zoo of the Year competition.’


A cheer erupted around the office.


Feral Zoo has won ‘Zoo of the Year’ three times. It’s a pretty big deal, and winning it again would be AMAZING.


‘Cool!’ I smiled.


‘We’ve got a good chance of winning the title again,’ Mum said, standing beside Dad. ‘But it’s important that we work together as a team over the next few weeks to get the zoo into tip-top condition ready for the inspection.’


‘Inspection?’ Natty asked.


‘There’s always an inspection.’ Grace rolled her eyes. ‘The only reason you don’t remember the inspection last year is because Mum wouldn’t let you leave the house in case you ran around the zoo like a demented chipmunk!’


‘I won’t do that this year,’ Natty said seriously. ‘I’m six years old now.’


Dad cleared his throat and said, ‘Feral Zoo will be inspected for cleanliness, research facilities, quality of animal enclosures, tastiness of the cakes in the zoo cafe – all the usual things.’


‘What can we do to help?’ asked Max. He’s one of the zookeepers and also Grace’s boyfriend (yuck!).


‘I’ve drawn up a rota with everyone’s name on it.’ Mum began to hand out pieces of paper. ‘Over the next few days and weeks everyone needs to take on extra zoo duties.’


‘Even me?’ I blurted out without thinking.


Mum gave me a look that could have frosted over a frothing volcano. ‘Yes, Sammy, even you. You have extra cleaning duties.’


Extra cleaning duties = RUBBISH!


Trust Mum to ruin my plans.


How am I meant to help find the missing children if I have to spend every night of the week shovelling parrot poo? How is this fair in any universe?


After the family meeting I said goodbye to the wish frog and left the zoo in a serious grump. I walked home on my own, deep in thought.


First Donny and Red say that we can’t help the missing children, and now Mum wants me to spend every spare minute of the day cleaning the zoo. How am I ever going to find the time to figure out what happened to those kids? Maybe I could do some research tonight … Maybe I could fire up my computer and try to find a link between the children and weird animals … Maybe that way I can …


OEBPS/images/pg-20.jpg





OEBPS/images/b-head.jpg






OEBPS/images/pg-8.jpg






OEBPS/images/pg-13.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml






		Cover Page



		Title Page



		Copyright Page



		Books by Eleanor Hawken



		Acknowledgments



		Dedication



		Friday 1st October



		Saturday 2nd October



		Sunday 3rd October



		Monday 4th October



		Tuesday 5th October



		Wednesday 6th October



		Thursday 7th October



		Friday 8th October



		Saturday 9th October



		Sunday 10th October



		Monday 11th October



		Tuesday 12th October



		Wednesday 13th October



		Thursday 14th October



		Friday 15th October



		Saturday 16th October



		Sunday 17th October



		Monday 18th October



		Tuesday 19th October



		Wednesday 20th October



		Thursday 21st October



		Friday 22nd October



		Saturday 23rd October



		Sunday 24th October



		Monday 25th October



		Tuesday 26th October



		Thursday 28th October



		Friday 29th October



		Saturday 30th October



		Sunday 31st October



		Monday 1st November



		Monday 8th November













		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Begin Reading











OEBPS/images/pg-17.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg-4.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg-5.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781848665590.jpg
4 /SAMMV FERALS
(@9/5’01

p =\
(- L\ _ _

| S

BRl . A

LNl (P

VM"WIRE NETATK

fleanor Yawken





OEBPS/images/star.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg-5a.jpg





OEBPS/images/pub.jpg
Quercus





