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Foreword
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Do you know hard it is to become a world-famous inventor? 

Neither did I, but Uncle Ernie said I wouldn’t get far without a plan, and taking lots of notes. So, I wrote all these notes. Well, I just spoke into a microphone, and my Frankie Patented Scrivener wrote for me. (My brother, Dave, said someone’s already invented a speech-to-writing machine, but I think mine’s better, and it’s much easier than knowing how to spell.)

I always knew I needed a lab, but Mum wouldn’t even let me have a chemistry set at home, not after I broke the first one making volcano lava by heating rocks. She said I should make lava from baking soda and vinegar – how silly is that?

I thought I’d have a laboratory to work in at school. I also thought my teacher would be a monster – because my brother said all teachers are monsters. 

I was so disappointed. 

Monsters are so much fun.
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Frankie N. Stein’s
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Mum says lists are important. If you forget something when you go shopping, you’ll end up having spaghetti pizza with Brussel sprouts for tea. 

I don’t like Brussel sprouts, and I don’t want to accidentally become a physicist like Uncle Ernie either. Not when I can become a world-famous inventor like Einstein – so I made a list of important things. 
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List of things I have
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Monster Book of Plants

Monster Book of Monsters

My Big Book of Dinosaurs

DIY Invention Box (odds and ends and bits of wire)

Handyman’s toolkit and multimeter

The Fabulous Book of Famous Inventors & Inventions
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List of things I need 
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A Mad-Labs Invention Kit

An assistant

Lots of amazing famous inventions

A monster pet

A nemesis (every great person must face great challenges)

A chemistry set 

A science lab of my very own

A subscription to A.J. Ponder’s mailing list, for great story offers and previews
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My First Day at School
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Hi, I’m Frankie and I hate school. Everyone said it would be fun, but it’s not. For a start, there’s NO science lab, and NO monsters – except my teacher Miss Petal, but she’s the wrong sort of monster. She even makes science boring. Dave, my big brother, got to make volcanoes and airplanes, but no, we’ve got to do a stupid project about fluffy animals. 

I hate fluffy animals. Except the Yeti, or Bigfoot or Gremlins... 

Miss Petal said Gremlins weren’t real. 

I said she should tell that to Roald Dahl and the air fighters in World War II. But she wouldn’t listen. 

“No Gremlins. No Yeti, and no Bigfoot. Why don’t you do a nice project on puppies like Henry? Or kittens like Annabel? Look how they’ve used colour pencils and magazine pictures. See, aren’t their projects pretty?”

I decided to do my project on Cerberus – he’s a dog – the three-headed dog who guards the gates of the underworld in Greek mythology. 

Miss Petal didn’t like my project. She said I should sit down to use the scissors. Something about safety and my cutting out not being very good. Then she said dogs don’t have three heads. 

I told her I knew that, but wouldn’t it be a good idea to make one that did? It could look after things like lunch boxes. Nobody would steal them if a three-headed dog was on guard. 

She said, “We don’t have a problem with lunch boxes being stolen.”

“It will be easy,” I said. “All I need is some plushy puppies and a needle and thread.” 

She wouldn’t even listen. “Why don’t you have a time-out while I ring your parents?” 

I don’t know why she was getting so upset about soft toys. 

After morning tea, Miss Petal said, “We’re going to study healthy eating. Please be sensible or I’ll have to send you to Mrs McGinty.” 

I was very sensible. I put up my hand when Miss Petal asked if anyone had any questions. “Miss Petal, can I please make a giant killer vegetable?”

She ignored me. “Here are some healthy vegetables.” She pulled a pumpkin, a cucumber and some tomatoes from her bag.

Which was very strange. According to the Monster book of Plants they’re all fruit. You can tell because they have seeds in them. But I didn’t say a word, because Miss Petal hadn’t said anything about not being able to make giant killer fruit.

She sent us off to start a Healthy Eating Project and plant our very own radishes and put them on the windowsill. I asked if I could grow a seed from one of the tomatoes. She said, “Yes, dear.” 

First, I searched how to grow monster tomatoes on the computer. The Monster Tomatoes website said you had to scarify the seed first, using sandpaper. I followed the pictures carefully, rubbing sandpaper over the tomato seed until it was properly scared. 

I planted the seed next to the sandpaper on the wet cotton wool next to my radish seeds. 

I wasn’t sure that was enough to make a monster. In the movie Frankenstein, the scientist used an electric shock to bring the monster to life. I emptied my pockets. Half a dozen wires, my cellphone and a chocolate bar tumbled out. I thought about using my cellphone battery to zap the seed, but Mum would kill me if I broke my cellphone again. 

Then I remembered the tomato. Five minutes later, I had a working tomato battery. I zapped the seed and said, “It’s alive!” Okay, there wasn’t a big flash of lightning like in the movie, but I didn’t have time to wait for a storm.

Miss Petal looked up from helping Luke. She said, “Frankie, I think it’s time to start writing about your project. Please use the words I’ve written on the board. And, Frankie, no cell phones in class.”

“It’s my Frankie Patented Scrivener,” I said. 

“Put. It. Away. Now.” 

I sighed, put my scrivener in my pocket, and looked up at the whiteboard. 

Miss Petal had written:

§
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My Healthy Eating Project
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I am growing...

seed/seeds

vegetable/vegetables

radish/radishes

cotton wool

water

§

So I wrote, My Healthy Eating Mnster Project.

I am growing a Healthy Eating Mnster Tomatoe. 

I scaryfied the seed and planted it, and the sand­paper, in cotton wool and water – so now it will grow from a tiny seed into a big stronge tomatoe by eating healthy vegetables lyke radishes. 

§

After lunch, I rushed over to the windowsill to look at the seed. It was already a fist-sized red-and-green blob. Two little tendrils curled over its forehead like hair.

“Come away from there,” said Miss Petal. “Your radish won’t have grown yet.” She knelt down to tie Dean’s shoelace. 

“But my monster tomato is growing. Look how big it is.” 

Okay, for a monster tomato, it wasn’t that big. But it had eaten all the radish seeds and was munching on a dead fly on the windowsill, crushing it in its sparkly, sandpapery teeth.

I tried to catch the monster tomato, but it jumped out of my hands and onto the floor.

“Frankie, what are you doing?”

“Can’t you see? I’m trying to catch my tomato monster,” I said. Sometimes adults need to be told everything. 

Henry, Ariana, and some other kids tried to help. Luke and Annabel just scratched their heads.

Miss Petal put her hands on her hips. “Frankie. Go to Mrs McGinty in Room Two. Right now!” 

“But!” I looked around. Martie was nowhere to be seen. 

“Now!” Miss Petal insisted.

So I went to Room Two and Mrs McGinty gave me a detention. According to my brother, Dave, a detention on the first day is a school record. Anyway, I had to write a letter to apologise to Miss Petal. But I don’t see why, because I haven’t done anything wrong. 

§

I’m not sure today was such a great beginning to my career as a mad scientist, inventor and monster expert. Miss Petal is the wrong sort of monster and my brother was grumpy with me for making him late home. Still, so long as no-one squashes it, I’ll get to see my tomato monster again tomorrow. I think I’ll call him Martie. Won’t that be a good a name?

So, I guess school’s not all bad. I did make my first monster and one day I’m going to invent something really amazing. Just you wait and see!

§

Dear Mss Petall,

I apolo I am very sorry I made th best tomatoe mnster evr 

Frankie 
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Making a Fruit battery
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Materials:

fruit: tomato (lemons & potatoes work well too)

copper sheet (you can use a copper coin or nail)

zinc (zinc nail)

2x crocodile clip leads

multimeter (to test the charge coming from the fruit) or a seed (if you’re trying to make a monster tomato)
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Every great scientist needs a nemesis – Isaac Newton had Robert Hooke. Nikola Tesla had Thomas Edison. I need a nemesis too. But I can’t decide if it should be Miss Petal or Mrs McGinty. Because of them I had to go home without Martie. How can I be a great monster inventor without a monster? 

I wanted to look for him, but nobody would let me back into the classroom. Maybe I’ll find him tomorrow, but he’ll have been alone in the dark all night. 

I hope Martie’s going to be okay. Do you think monsters are scared of the dark? 
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Martie
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Hi, I’m back to tell you about what happened to Martie, my very first monster. Okay, he didn’t have claws, and he was only about the size of a grapefruit, but I did learn a lot about monsters. For a start they are a lot of work, and difficult to feed. But more about that later.

§

Uncle Ernie came over for dinner and asked me how I liked school. 

I scratched my head. “School’s horrible. I got detention, there’s no science lab – and now I have an itchy head.” 

He laughed, even though I hadn’t said anything funny. Then he said something about co-incidence doesn’t equal coronations. Which is weird. But he was very excited when I told him about Martie, my tomato monster. He wanted to hear all about how Martie had eaten the radish seedlings with his sandpapery teeth and jumped around the classroom. 
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