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Yes?

Can I help?

Oh, I know what you’re thinking. You think this is a book, don’t you? You think this is a book with a sweet little story in it, don’t you?

Well, you couldn’t be more wrong.

I mean, it is a book, yes. I’ll give you that. And it has got a story in it, so you’re right about that as well. BUT IT’S NOT SWEET OR LITTLE, ALL RIGHT?

I’m glad we’ve got that cleared up.

Because I know your sort, opening books willy-nilly and just READING things, like that’s what you’re meant to do. I mean, you are normally supposed to read books, you’re right. BUT NOT THIS BOOK. Because THIS BOOK is different. This book has a blinking STAGGERBLASTING story full of SCARYNESS and SURPRISINGNESS and SHOCKINGNESS and things that there aren’t words to describe. Well, there probably are words but I expect they’re very long and difficult to spell so I won’t be using them.

Think you’re up to it?

Do you though?

Do you though?

Do you though?

Sure???????

All right, then. Buckle up. This is going to be quite a ride.

You know Thingy? What’s his name? Wilf! Yes, Wilf. That boy at school. The one with scruffly hair and pingy ears and a head so full of ideas it’s like dozens of idea-shaped chicks hatching in his brain. Yes, that’s the one. He has a little sister called Dot who is sticky and stinky – she’s like a tiny smell-making factory who has a grudge against nostrils.
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So anyway, last week, right, the world nearly ended. But it didn’t just nearly end, it nearly ended before it had even begun! Yes, it did! Oh, there was a great big old kerfuffle, but luckily Wilf saved the day. THIS is what happened…

Wilf was at home, laminating his latest list of worries (as you do).

This was his list:
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Meanwhile, Dot was busy being a dinosaur. Dot LOVED dinosaurs. And even though she was little and couldn’t say words like ‘biscuit’ (she said ‘bikkie’) or ‘yellow’ (she said ‘lello’), she had no trouble saying ‘therizinosaurus’ or ‘ankylosaurus’ or, her favourite, ‘Tyrannosaurus rex’.

Just then, Wilf’s mum wandered by to tell Wilf and Dot that they had their shoes on the wrong feet.

‘RARRRRRRRR!’ replied Tyrannosaurus Dot.

‘Do you want to go to the museum to see the dinosaurs, Dot?’ asked Wilf’s mum.

‘RARRRRRRRR!’ replied Tyrannosaurus Dot.

‘You like the museum, don’t you?’ asked Wilf’s mum.

‘RARRRRRRRR!’ replied Tyrannosaurus Dot.

‘Wilf, why don’t you take Dot to the museum to see the dinosaurs?’ said Wilf’s mum.

Wilf tried to explain that he was a little bit busy laminating and that Dot would be just as happy staying at home watching him laminate as she would looking at dinosaurs, but it was difficult to be heard because Dot kept shouting, ‘Zee-um! Zee-um! Zee-um!’ every time he opened his mouth.

‘All right,’ sighed Wilf. ‘I’ll take Dot to the museum.’

And THAT was where the whole kerfuffle started.
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The truth was, Wilf was a bit scared of the museum. Wilf was scared of skeletons and the museum had a dinosaur skeleton which was ENORMOUS, and he was worried that it would chase him in a clickety-clackety way and then CHOMP him up.

But Wilf knew that Dot would enjoy the museum. So he got out his ‘HOW TO STOP WORRYING’ leaflet.

Number One said:

1) It can help to think of things that you feel thankful for.

Wilf tried to feel thankful. ‘I’m so happy that the dinosaur will have such fun chasing me in a clickety-clackety way and I’m so pleased that it will CHOMP me up because it probably hasn’t eaten for a while and so it’s probably quite hungry and I know it’s a carnivore which means it likes meat and I’m made of meat so that’s lucky. For the dinosaur.’ Wilf trembled. This was actually making him feel quite a lot worse.

He put away his leaflet and had a great big old worry and then he had a great big old think and then he thought so hard that his brain almost got overcooked and then he had an idea!

He decided he would take something to block out the clickety-clackety noise, and that he and Dot would wear their bicycle helmets so the dinosaur couldn’t CHOMP their heads. And then he would take a jar of Marmite – just in case.

Wilf packed his backpack and took Dot outside to collect his best friend and pet, Stuart. Wilf knew Stuart would enjoy the museum too. Stuart was in the garden sliding down a really, really long straw because Stuart is a crazy thrill-seeker. And also a woodlouse.
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Just as Wilf was popping Stuart in his pocket, Alan leaned over the fence. Alan was Wilf’s next-door neighbour. He liked to think of himself as the baddest man in the whole wide world. Not a little bit bad by accident, but bigly bad on purpose.


 


[image: images]



 



‘Hey, you!’ said Alan. ‘You small mammal things.’

‘You mean children?’ prompted Wilf.

‘Yes. That. You. Guess what I’ve been doing?’

‘Is it something lovely?’ said Wilf, walking over. ‘Like stencilling? Or making a picture with lentils? Or writing a lovely poem?’

Alan snorted. ‘Writing a poem? Writing a poem? I hate things that rhyme! They’re a complete waste of time.’

‘That actually did rhyme,’ observed Wilf.

‘No, it did not. What absolute rot.’

‘So did that…’ said Wilf.

‘Do you want to know? Or shall I just go?’ said Alan, stepping back into his garden.

‘And so did that,’ said Wilf, looking over the fence. ‘I think deep down inside you, Alan, there is a sensitive poet wanting to get out.’

‘Don’t make me mad! You know that I’m bad!’ said Alan. He kicked the fence, realizing that he had rhymed again.

‘Now try to pay attention. I’ve invented an invention,’ said Alan, accidentally rhyming again. He jumped up and down with frustration.

‘It’s very, very clever. My best one ever,’ he added. He shook his fist at himself.

‘The thing is,’ said Wilf, ‘we’re on our way to the museum. To look at dinosaurs.’

‘RARRRRRR!’ agreed Dot.

‘Museums are boring,’ said Alan. ‘Stop all that roaring!’ He kicked the fence again.

‘Just come round and see…?’ he said sadly. ‘There’s time before tea.’

Then he took his shoe off and threw it very hard, and it accidentally got stuck in a tree.
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Alan looked down at his sock, which had a big hole in it. He gave his toes a sorrowful wiggle and sighed.

‘OK, we’ll come,’ said Wilf kindly, ‘but we’ll have to be quick.’

Wilf and Dot went back into their house and put their coats on, picked up the backpack, swapped their shoes onto the correct feet and left.

‘Zee-um! Zee-um!’ said Dot.

‘I know,’ said Wilf, ‘but first we promised to look at Alan’s invention.’
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