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Also in this series:


1. Nasty Little Beasts


2. Gruesome Grown-ups


3. The ‘Me!’ Monsters


4. Freaks of Nature


5. Terror-time Toys


6. Blubbers and Sicksters


7. The Gnaughty Gnomes of ‘No!’
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To avoid a lashing from the Cat O’Nine Tails and certain death after Walking the Plank into the gaping jaws of a crocodile, take the following simple precautions.


1. Make a lifelike puppet of a British Bulldog out of an old sock. Keep it in your pocket. When the Captain produces the Cat O’Nine Tails, produce your sock puppet and watch the cat run away with its nine tails between its legs!


2. Use this clever SPLINTER ME FOOT KIT, containing three ready-to-use, pre-sharpened wooden splinters. Simply push a splinter into the sole of your foot. Then wait until you are halfway down the plank when you should suddenly cry out, clutch your foot and hop up and down in mock pain.fn1 The key to a successful use of the SPLINTER ME FOOT KIT is to pretend that you got the splinter from the plank. With cries such as, ‘Ooh my foot!’ and ‘I can’t go on. It really hurts!’ the evil Captain will immediately take pity on you (because even evil Captains know how sore splinters can be) and send you down to Sick Bay to have the splinter removed. Once in Sick Bay you can mount an escape by paralysing everyone on board with a hypodermic needle and stealing a life boat.
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The British Bulldog Sock Puppet (note its lifelike features).
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fn1Take care not to fall off the sides of the plank obviously, because this would rather defeat the point of the SPLINTER ME FOOT KIT.
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Avast, me hearties! I’ve developed a new accent since I moved into the SS Pain and Everlasting Torment down here on the bottom of the ocean – ha ha, so I have, Jim lad! I’ve developed a few more tentacles and all. Got them coming out my ears now.


Don’t go. If you say you’ll be mine I’ll upgrade you to the Mermaid Suite. It’s got a special bed made from a giant clam which closes when you’re asleep to keep you nice and snug … inside its stomach.


Yes. It’s a bit wetter down here than what most people expect. Thought you’d be getting a nice dry room in the Hothell Darkness, didn’t you? Full up, I’m afraid. Too many wicked children in the world needing to be taught a lesson. So I’m bringing the overkill (oops!) overspill down here to this prison (what is wrong with my fins? I can’t seem to hold on to this pen!) cruise ship. Shame it’s sunk, though. Makes sunbathing on the sun deck a bit tricky. And the swimming pool’s not easy to use neither. Swimmers with water-wings keep floating out into the Gulf Stream. Last week there was a big scare when we thought a girl called Sylvia was drowning. Turned out she was only waving! Bit of a show-off, Sylvia. So I showed her off to a tiger shark and she was still waving when both her legs disappeared.


Of course YOU should be down here. This is a place where bad people come and you’re obviously a bad ’un, because you’re showing all the tell-tale signs – little fingers, squeaky voice, less than five feet tall, cry a lot. I bet you like sweets too. Thought so.


Answer these questions without thinking about the answers:


1. When you look at the weird behaviour of your parents and other adults do you sometimes feel that you must have come from a different planet?


2. Have you ever worn your pants outside your trousers?


3. When you go into a phone box do you have a strange urge to rip your clothes off?


4. Do you wish you could see through walls?


If you have answered yes to these questions you THINK you are a Superhero, but trust me, you’re not. If you think you are better than all the rest, think again. It is impossible for children to be Superheroes because they are too wicked. They are all SuperZeroes, worthless wastes of skins who deserve everything this ship can throw at them. To prove it I have a test I perform on all my guests (of which lucky old you will shortly be one!) I call it my INFALLIBLE OIL DRUM TEST. I tie a one ton oil drum to your ankle then send you off for a swim. If you float you are a Superhero. If you sink to the sea bed you are clearly weighed down by your wickedness which makes you a Class ‘A’ SuperZero! It never fails.
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Those are the noisy children in the SuperZero corridor. Full of themselves that lot. Need bringing down a peg or two. I should explain. I’ve got all six of them hanging on coat hooks over a pit full of leopard sea snakes. A couple of pegs lower and the snakes should just about be able to reach the kiddies’ toes!


I’m not scared of anything!


Ooh, I do like a challenge! And there’s none quite as challenged as Charlie Chicken.


CAPTAIN NIGHT-NIGHT PORTER
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‘Your honour, the question we should be asking is this: why did the chicken cross the road?’


‘Are you making fun of my court, Mr Hackle?’


‘No, your honour. This extraordinary case begs an answer to that question. The case of that wicked boy you see incarcerated over there inside that anti-magnetic goldfish bowl to stop him snatching our watches and jewellery. If today we can find the answer to why the chicken crossed the road, you will have discovered the truth about this case and justice will have prevailed.’


‘And what is your opinion, Mr Hackle, as Counsel for the Prosecution?’


‘That the accused did deliberately and most foully cross the road without any consideration for the traffic thereon.’
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‘And Mr Fluff, for the defence, what say you?’


‘Your honour, my client, Master Charlie Chicken, claims temporary insanity brought on by a traumatic surgical procedure as a child …’


‘He still is a child!’


‘As a younger child, your honour. He would no more run out in front of the traffic than plunge his head into the gaping jaws of a fox.’


‘Is that meant to be a joke?’


‘No, your honour, forgive me. I was forgetting that your name was Fox.’
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‘Well, don’t let it happen again or I’ll come round to your house tonight and rummage through your dustbins. Would somebody care to start me off … preferably at the beginning?’
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The beginning was simple. Charlie Chicken lived in a family of girls. No father, just four elder sisters: Cheryl, Charlotte, Chipolata and Chips. When the girls and their mother started talking, the house fairly buzzed with cluck. In order to be heard above the clamour, Charlie had learnt to do three things. The first was to shout …


‘CAN WE START SUPPER NOW, IT’S MIDNIGHT!’ Here, the loudness of his voice was the key. The second was to lie …


‘Brad Pitt wants me as his body double.’ Here, the outrageousness of his comment was what grabbed their attention and left them panting to know more.


The third was to do dangerous things: jump out of the loft, juggle with knives and forks, climb between windows on the outside of the house. If there was one thing guaranteed to raise a scream or five it was danger!





Or sea slugs in pyjamas.
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The judge groaned. ‘Tell me we’re not going to hear his whole life story!’


‘No, your honour. I was merely trying to establish that what he did was as a result of his upbringing.’


‘Everyone always tries to blame the parents, Mr Fluff. Did Mrs Chicken encourage Charlie to do these dangerous things?’


‘Quite the opposite, your honour. She tried to stop him.’
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‘Exactly. I prefer to blame the culprit and punish him accordingly! Now let’s get cracking!’
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While Charlie kept the three of these attention-seeking tricks-in-the-home his life remained on an even keel, but when he started lying at school his life span off the road and crashed into a forest of concrete trees.





I’ve got a special cabin down here for little liars called the Banter Claws Suite. If they can talk themselves out of sharing a bed with six thousand deaf lobsters they deserve their freedom.





The original lie was told five minutes into a Monday Maths class, when Charlie suddenly decided that this was the day he would become a Superhero.


‘Er, excuse me, Miss,’ he said. ‘Could I have a private word?’


‘No!’ replied his teacher, Miss Wattle. ‘If it’s worth saying you can say it in front of the whole class.’
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‘But it’s top secret,’ persisted Charlie. ‘If what I’m about to tell you leaks out and I don’t know where the leak came from I’ll have to kill everyone in this room.’


‘Would you like a detention?’ asked Miss Wattle.


‘Very well,’ said Charlie. ‘Miss Wattle … Class … I think you should know that the world is under threat from a flaming meteor and I am the only person who can save the planet. I haven’t told you before because I have to keep my identity secret, but I am a Superhero.’


‘Take four detentions,’ she said.


‘You must do what you must do, Miss Wattle, but so must I! I’m sorry, but I have to leave this lesson now to fly into the stratosphere and deflect the meteor off course with my special meteor-deflecting jumper!’
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‘Would this have anything to do with the test I’m just about to give you?’ asked the teacher.


‘Not at all,’ protested Charlie. ‘I love your tests, but if it’s a choice between doing your test and letting the earth die, I think I know where my duty lies.’ And he got up and left.
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Of course, his lie had everything to do with missing the test, but none of the children realised this because, being children, they had fallen in love with the notion that they were at school with a Superhero. At break they begged Charlie to tell them it was true.


‘Of course,’ he said, continuing the fiction and receiving an awe-filled ‘Ooooh!’ for his trouble.
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‘And did you save the planet?’


‘Well, it’s still here, isn’t it?’ he said casually.


‘So as a Superhero do you do dangerous things?’ asked an easily impressed boy called Fidelius Minor. He was an elastic-boned child with floppy limbs and flesh as a soft as a jellyfish. The closest Fidelius Minor had ever come to danger was eating a slice of ham two days after its sell-by date.


‘Of course I do dangerous things,’ boasted Charlie. ‘In the course of my job I have so far had to walk on glass, eat fire, and stop a stampede of buffalo with a high-powered jet of superpee.’


‘So what’s your Superhero name?’ asked Fidelius Minor. There was a miniature pause while Charlie pretended to take a fly out of his eye, when in fact he was doing a bit of quick-thinking.


‘FastMan!’ he declared with a swagger.


‘That’s a bit boring,’ murmured the crowd.


‘I mean StrongMan,’ he said quickly to stop everyone from leaving.


‘Does that mean you work in a circus?’ asked Madison, a sceptical girl in spherical spectacles.


‘I mean FearlessMan!’ shouted Charlie. ‘Because I know no fear!’


‘That’s more like it,’ cheered Fidelius Minor. ‘Now I believe you!’ So FearlessMan it was!
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Unfortunately for Charlie, this now meant that he had to live up to his lie. Every morning, his excited schoolfriends wanted to know what FearlessMan had been up to the night before.


‘Heroic things,’ he said. ‘Basically, it started with me flying through a burning building to save a burning budgerigar, which I had to put out by diving into the Thames, where I bumped into a stranded Minky Whale, which I piggy-backed out to sea. But as it rolled over to wave goodbye it head-butted an oil tanker, which split down the middle and spilled its oil, which I had to drink to save the environment. Tasted foul and turned my tongue black, but that was the least of my problems, because while I was drinking it I swallowed a shark and required immediate surgery to have him removed from my stomach. Luckily, the captain of the next boat that came along was a pirate called Dr Blood so he knew what to do and he cut me open with his hook from the top of here to the bottom of here and whipped the shark out …’
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Madison, the girl in spherical spectacles, was still sceptical. ‘Show us the scar then,’ she said.


‘Interesting you should ask that,’ said Charlie, ‘but I don’t scar. I’ve got Superhero skin.’


‘So if I was to prod you with this sharp stick you wouldn’t bleed?’ she said, sliding a kebab skewer out of her school bag.
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