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         I want to begin by telling you a story. It’s a story of a magical, ordinary place. In a land on the other side of the world, just around the corner. A place that is so far away that it takes six and a quarter seconds to get there. A place so amazing that nothing ever happens. This place is called “The Hiole”. Some say it’s a hill, some say it’s a hole. They say it’s as tall as the sky, yet as deep as the ocean. You can spend days wandering around it, or step right over it. It’s magical and amazing, yet ordinary and boring. On first glance, The Hiole appears to be an impressive golden volcano, spouting clouds of varying colours into the sky. However, The Hiole doesn’t stay this way for long. When nobody is looking, it changes. The next time you look, it could be a gloriously majestic canyon, with the most awe-inspiring rock formations nestled amongst the rivers of rainbow. It could be a black hole, deep and dark, with swirling clouds of candy floss circling into a black liquorice bowl. It really could be anything. The land surrounding The Hiole is just as magically normal as The Hiole itself. It has all the trees you can imagine, growing some very strange combinations of fruit-food. Some of them are as tall as The Hiole itself, and some are just pretending. There are red trees, blue trees, brown trees, and some that don’t even look like trees. There are trees that are so short that they grow on top of each other to make themselves look taller and there are some that are so skinny that they grow up against each other to make themselves seem wider. There are even trees that are so shy that they grow underground. The sky sparkles with a shimmering pink glow. Like a marshmallow covered in glitter was swirling above. In the distance, the mountains shine as if made of crystal, reflecting all the rainbow colours of the land back on itself. The rivers stream rainbows and flow so slowly that they almost look like they’re going backwards. The lakes, majestic and grand as they are, reflect the pink sky, and sparkle beautifully in the night time sun. This place is perfectly, magically, ordinary.

         Now everybody knows that when you dream a dream, The Man of the Sands collects whatever is created and delivers it to Drutopia. This is the place where all dream creations live out their lives in peace and safety. Where they can frolic and play without a care or a worry. But now and then, two dreams approach The Man of the Sands at exactly the same time. So precisely in fact that they bang into one another, creating a whole new dream and confusing The Man of the Sands. These dreams ricochet off into the distance, never to be seen again. Or so it was thought. During the impact, the creatures are dislodged from their original dreams, mashed together, and this blended creature is what is created by The Hiole. For that’s what The Hiole does, it brings these collided dreams of the sleepers into being. Now this place, being what it is and what it isn’t, has a guardian. This guardian is the last first of its kin, the only creature of its kind ever to be seen. The guardian is there to protect what cannot be protected, and to ensure nobody tries to enter out The Hiole. Nobody has ever seen this guardian, but many have heard the stories. Rumour has it, it’s both redder than the brightest fire and greener than the shiniest emerald. It’s faster than the fastest train and can jump higher than the tallest buildings. In the night it screams like a man and shouts like a girl. But beware, for if it catches you trying to sneak up down The Hiole, it snags you with its long slimy tongue, and sends you flying back to where you came from. This creature, as beautiful and frightening as it sounds, is called… The Frox. Its long frog legs, smooth and almost curly, wind down to its amazing webbed feet. Perfect for leaping high into the trees, and sometimes for swimming through the grand sparkly lakes. The Frox has a beautiful furry fox body, thick and bushy, fiery red and swaying with the breeze. Its ears are fluffy and almost trumpet looking, twitching and turning as it listens out for intruders, and its eyes are the deepest shade of brown, like autumn leaves trapped in a marble. It truly is a wonder to behold. Now it’s unclear if The Frox was the creation of the first sleepers whose dreams found their way to The Hiole, or if it was indeed created by The Hiole one long, dark, short daytime when it accidentally fell asleep. What is known however, is that as the guardian, The Frox is forbidden from ever leaving The Hiole. Unless of course it wants to.

         One day, as The Frox was leaping through the trees, he heard a noise. It started as a low rumble, like a distant thunderstorm on a warm summer day, then a crunch like footsteps in the snow, then an almighty parp like someone just sat on a huge whoopee cushion. Naturally, as the guardian, The Frox rushed to investigate. Running and leaping, bounding through the trees The Frox approached. When it got near, it could see the treetops shaking. It could feel the ground thump thump thumping, like something huge was stomping around in the distance. The noise sounded like it was coming from a grand, shimmering lake just up ahead. Then, as suddenly as it started, the noise stopped. The Frox crept closer. Its usually soft luscious fur standing on end like a million fire red spears, its back legs wound back like a catapult ready to pounce, and its long slimy elastic frog tongue ready to snag and eject the intruder. Suddenly, just as The Frox was approaching the lakeside, it heard another unfamiliar noise. A noise so strange that The Frox stopped in its tracks. The Frox, pricking up its furry ears, listened to this new sound. It sounded like… bubbles. The sort of bubble noise you would get from blowing into a straw in a juice cup. What could it be? What could make such a strange noise? The Frox edged closer; it stepped out from the trees and onto the purple sands of the lakeside. Now this, this is where The Frox got very confused. As he stood there poised and ready to run, expecting to see some great bubbling giant. The Frox was instead greeted by a great, grey, hairy… elephant bum. This can’t be the monster, he thought. Surely nobody dreamt of an elephant bum?! The Frox stepped carefully forward, circling round the side of the bum, still curious what was making the bubbling noise, and ready to run in case it was the bum getting ready to pump. As he circled, his webbed feet skimming across the purple sands, it quite relieved him to see that the great big elephant bum was, in fact, attached to a great big elephant body. Even more strangely, the body was kneeling on its front legs with its head in the water. This confused The Frox again. Elephants don’t breathe under water, do they? The Frox approached cautiously. “Excuse me, are you O.K.?” asked The Frox, tapping the elephant on the shoulder. Obviously, the elephant wasn’t expecting company, so being tapped on the shoulder came as a bit of a shock. It jumped up, bringing a tidal wave of water raining down on The Frox. As its great elephant body landed back on the ground it shook the earth, throwing The Frox backwards in a cascade of purple sand. In that fleeting, bumpy, soggy moment, The Frox caught sight of the elephant’s head. But – and this part confused The Frox far more than any of the already confusing things that had happened – he was sure the elephant’s head was made of… spaghetti! That can’t be right, thought The Frox. Surely nothing can have a head made of spaghetti!? The Frox picked himself up, shook the sand and lake water out of his soft red fur, and turned to face the spaghetti monster. The elephant was standing with its back to The Frox again, trembling with fear and still clearly dazed by the shock of being tapped on the shoulder when it thought it was alone. So The Frox tried to be a little more friendly and obvious this time. *cough* went The Frox. Nothing. The elephant still stood there, trembling and shaking the ground. The Frox tried again, coughing a little louder this time. *COUGH COUGH*! Again, nothing. It was as if the elephant couldn’t hear him. Maybe it’s a side effect of having a spaghetti head, thought The Frox. Does spaghetti have ears? This time, he tried a different tactic. Trying not to get too close, so as not to startle the elephant again, The Frox circled round to the front once more. Making his way round from the great grey bum that had first startled him, he slowly moved towards the front. Round the side, all seemed normal. Great elephant bum was indeed still attached to a great elephant body. Now to see the spaghetti monster’s head, thought The Frox. Moving further round, The Frox could see spaghetti shadows moving across the soggy sandy beach. It was then that he noticed a rather large lump on the top of the elephant’s head. Maybe this was why it couldn’t hear me, he thought. He bumped his head. But, as he got closer to the front of the body, he was noticed. Suddenly the elephant swung its great spaghetti head round, showering The Frox in water yet again. The Frox jumped back, startled once more. What he thought was spaghetti was not, and what he thought was a bump on the elephant’s head was not either. What The Frox could see now was that this great grey elephant had a wholly different head indeed. The reason the elephant couldn’t hear him, the reason The Frox thought he could see spaghetti, the reason for the great lump on the head. The elephant had an octopus for a head. Wow! thought The Frox. This… is… incredible! The elephant’s very ordinary head was not where it ordinarily should have been. In fact, it was not there at all. Instead, there was a large bulbous octopus body, with great pendulous tentacles hanging down, just about long enough to touch the ground, swishing around in an almost hypnotically soothing motion. Now, the reason he couldn’t hear The Frox was – as I’m sure everyone knows – because an octopus doesn’t have ears. Now that’s not to say they can’t hear, they just don’t hear very well. Not above the water anyway.
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