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Only those people with no eyes to see, no fingers to feel, no nose to smell, no ears to hear and no brain to imagine can safely pass beyond this point. All other people who wish to proceed into THE HOTHELL DARKNESS should wear protective clothing.
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Before I can show you to your room I must ask you to complete a short questionnaire. There’s no mistake. All rooms in the Hothell Darkness are booked automatically when you are born. We monitor your behaviour as you grow up, then at the first sign of badness we open the curtains, turn down the sheets and put a chocolate on the pillow.


Of course you’re BAD. You’re a CHILD, aren’t you? This ruler says you’re one of the BADDEST children in this hothell. If you don’t believe me put your nose on the page and measure it.
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I’ll show you how bad you really are Answer these five questions TRUTHFULLY.





Do you prefer your peas in pods or telephone boxes?


What is the ideal number of legs you think a spider should have? 2, 3, 4 or 8?


When bottle-brushing a bush baby





Actually, I can’t be bothered. Who cares whether you’re bad or not? I’ve locked the door now so you’re not going anywhere. You’re ALL MINE! FOREVER!


Don’t be dismayed. There’s plenty to do down here in the Darkness. You could help pass eternity by doing our twenty–billion–piece jigsaw of the inside of a black hole or by reading our Visitor’s Book. It contains the stories of some of our ‘honoured’ guests, which is why I call it The Book of Grizzly Tales – because it’s a book of tales, and the children in the tales come to a grizzly end! Have a peek! Feast your greedy eyeballs … while you’ve still got them!


The wicked children in these stories thought they’d take on MOTHER NATURE, but, as you’ll find out, she’s not the sort of mother you take on! She’s the sort of mother who chases you round the room with a coal shovel and blackens the seat of your pants. She’s the sort of mother who poisons your drinking water and fills up your school rucksack with stones!


I wish she was my mother … God love her!
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They’re just six of the billions of children who live in the Hothell Darkness, thanking me for making their stay so pleasant. You’ll meet them later.


Now, Nature is a funny old stick. Did you know, for example, that bats hang upside–down, because if they stood upright their legs would snap? And it’s not because they’ve got really thin legs. It’s because I’ve got metal traps set on all their perching places. Nature is full of INTERESTING FACTS like that, which I shall be sharing with you as we go along.
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As all good tales do, this first one starts with exploding ants. Of course what these particular exploding ants in this particular story were NOT aware of was that a larger force was at work


The Night Night Porter
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The boy’s name was Frank Einstein. With a name like Einstein you might have expected him to be rather clever, but you’d be wrong. He was the type of boy who laughed when he exploded ants underneath his magnifying glass, and roared with glee when a fat one burned. As it exploded, hundreds of pieces of flaming formic-flesh shot across the grass and set fire to the lawn. Frank had never seen anything so pretty as those licking flames. In fact, had it not been for his quick thinking mother who extinguished the flames with a bucket of water Frank might never have seen anything ever again.
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‘Frank!’ she cried. ‘Look out! There’s fire in your eyes!’ Actually, the fire was in his eyebrows, so low had he stooped to peer at the blazing grass. His eyeballs were seconds away from meltdown when the water hit his face.


But this was the day that Frank discovered fire. From then on he became obsessed with it. He lived for the noise of a striking match, for the orange flare as the head burst into life, for the crackle of the fire’s greedy fingers, for the smell of its smoky breath, and for the relentless march of its flaming foot soldiers as they destroyed everything in their path. Fire seemed to satisfy the megalomaniac in Frank. Hiding behind a bush as the fire engine tore down the street to extinguish the empty rabbit hutch on the allotments; the reeling out of the big hose, the whoosh of the high-pressured water. It was very exciting and Frank took pride in the fact that he alone had made it happen.
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For the next five days he lit fires all over the village and got away with it. He burned cardboard boxes in the supermarket car park, piles of rubbish in back yards and stacks of old tyres on the wasteland by the pond. But on the sixth day he was caught red-handed. Having dropped a match into a postbox, he got his wrist caught in the slit and a policeman had to pull him free.


‘I don’t understand what you think you’re doing,’ said Sergeant Douser, when Frank was shoved in front of the duty desk at the local police station. ‘Why would anyone in their right mind set fire to letters in a postbox?’


‘I was sending them by hotmail,’ sniggered Frank.


Sergeant Douser had been around the block a few times. He knew how to deal with cheeky children. ‘I’ve seen wasters like you before,’ he said, leaning across the counter and dragging the boy towards him. ‘Nothing is as dangerous as fire. Got it?’


‘What about a tiger with its tail on fire? That’s got fire and a tiger so that would be way more dangerous, don’t you think?’


The policeman dropped Frank back on the floor.


‘Anyway, fire’s not dangerous. I wouldn’t play with it if I thought it was.’


‘You do know that fire breathes the same stuff as us to stay alive?’ said Sergeant Douser. ‘And there’s only so much oxygen to go around.’


‘I’m not stupid,’ said Frank.


‘Then answer me this. Imagine you start a fire in a small room with no windows. Who’s going to breathe the oxygen first – you or the flames?’


[image: image]


‘Me!’ said the boy without hesitation.


The policeman shook his head. ‘The fire can be everywhere at the same time. It will reach inside your lungs and steal every last drop of oxygen it can find!’


When Frank said nothing Sergeant Douser thought that he had finally made his point, but Frank was just not listening.
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‘You have to admit though,’ he said suddenly, ‘it is pretty. Fire, I mean.’


‘I swear there’s more sense in a household brick!’ roared the policeman, slamming the crime book closed. Then he rang Frank’s parents and begged them to come and take their son away.





I’d have had him put down. Well, it’s kinder in the long run. Sadly, policemen don’t have these powers any more.
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Frank’s parents laid down the law. They told him that his fire-raising had to stop before somebody got hurt, but at school the following day he set fire to his food.


‘What are you doing?!’ yelled the terrified dinner lady.


‘This curry’s not hot enough,’ he sniggered. He was suspended indefinitely. When he got home his parents confiscated every match they could find and locked him in his bedroom.


‘You can come out when you’ve learned to behave like a sensible human being!’ said his father.


But Frank had other ideas. Unbeknownst to his parents, he had a secret stash of matches hidden under his floorboards and he let himself out by burning down his bedroom door.


His poor parents despaired. How could their firebrand of a son be stopped? It turned out that the answer was right in front of their eyes, on the smouldering bedroom door, charred black by the smoke and flames. Two words had been scratched into the soot:
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When they Googled the name they found a website, which contained a short message: ‘The Fire Lord cures all fire-related disorders – permanently!’ The word ‘permanently’ was flashing to draw attention to it. Then, under the heading ‘Contact Me’ were the following instructions: ‘Send Smoke Signal and I shall arrive hot foot.’


As luck would have it, the ashes from the bedroom door were still smoking and Mr and Mrs Einstein had to do nothing more than open and close the window six times in order to let out six clouds of smoke. Ten minutes later the air throbbed with a guttural roar as a chrome-encrusted Hot Rod car screeched to a halt outside the house and the Fire Lord stepped out.
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He introduced himself to Mr and Mrs Einstein with a warm handshake and explained that his real name was Gooseberry. Lord Gooseberry.





He’s a good friend of mine.





Frank’s parents smiled politely at this stranger, whose bright-red skin and hairless body (apart from the triangular black beard on his chin) made him shine like a polished billiard ball.


‘Hot spots to you,’ he said. ‘Is the patient around?’


‘I’m afraid not,’ said Mrs Einstein. ‘He ran off after he burned down his door.’


‘Expellent!’ cried Lord Gooseberry. ‘I want to discuss his secret cure.’ While he’d been speaking he had written something down on a piece of paper. Now he tore the paper off the pad and handed it to Mrs Einstein. ‘This is the answer.’


‘Does that say “fire”?’


‘My goodnose yes! Fight Fire with Fire!’ he said, pulling out his collar to let a cloud of steam escape from inside his shirt. ‘Is it just me or is it hot in here?’


‘Just you, I think,’ said Mr Einstein.


‘Then best get on before I melt. Young Frank’s cure of a permanent nature is to allow him to enter the Guy Fawkes’ competition on Bonfire Night.’


‘But that’s the competition to see who can make the best Guy,’ said Mrs Einstein. ‘The child who wins is allowed to light the big bonfire on the village green.’


‘I know,’ smiled Dr Gooseberry.


‘So isn’t that a bad idea?’ said Mr Einstein. ‘We’re encouraging him to play with fire.’
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‘Not messecarily.’ The Fire Lord winked. ‘It might be good. Suffice to say, lady and gentleman, that you should do exactly as I say and the cure will take care of itself.’ He paused for a sign that they agreed to his terms, but none was forthcoming. ‘I can see you’re dubilious, but don’t be,’ he continued. ‘Whatever Frank wants to do you must let him do it.’ Then he rubbed his hands and kicked up his heels with excitement. ‘Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got a hot date waiting in the passion wagon! Cheer up! Victory will be ours!’ And with that, without asking for any sort of payment, the Fire Lord disappeared in a puff of smoke.
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That night, when Frank was told what had been decided, his face lit up.


‘I’ll make the best Guy this village has ever seen!’ he beamed.


‘That’s the idea,’ said his father.


‘And you promise, if I win you’ll let me light the big bonfire?’
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His parents promised.


‘Then I’m going to start tonight!’ he gushed excitedly.


And because his parents had been told to let him do whatever he wanted, he was allowed to leave the table without asking to get down, empty his wardrobe into a black sack and rush off to their allotment where Mr Einstein had a garden shed. For the next few days this would be Frank Einstein’s laboratory where he would build himself a stuffed man!


But life is never as simple as we’d like it to be. Frank was not the only child in the village building a Guy Fawkes dummy. Seventeen of the twenty sheds on the allotments had ‘TOP SECRET’ signs on the door, not to mention an array of Skull and Crossbones and warnings to ‘KEEP OUT – GUY UNDER CONSTRUCTION’. There was a run on essential Guy-building materials in the village causing a shortage of twine and straw, but Frank did not go without. Everything he asked for he was given, including his father’s favourite hat and a brand new plastic football.
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RECOMMENDED LIST OF
PROTECTIVE CLOTHING

BROWN WATERPROOF TROUSERS"*

Wear at all times in case of unforeseen accidents of the T'm so

scared I couldn't help myself” varicty

HORROR HAIR NET*
Tidics away straggly curls to prevent Freaks of Nature
leaping off the p

. grabbing your hair and di

ing you
into the book.

A SLEEVELESS JUMPER

Saves losing theisleeves o your favourite jumper when F

of Natwre rip off your arms at the shoulders.

BUTCHER'S APRON

Prevents nasty blood stains on sleeveless jumper

Obstructs Freaks of Nature from inserting straws up your
nostrils and sucking out your brains,

VEST
Keeps you warm in winter.

Allitems are currently availabl from the Death by Book Clothing range

(wwwdeathbybookclothingrange/gizzlyprotection/buynowbeforctstoo

Ltcandyougetkilledhoribly.con)
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INTERESTING FACTS ABOUT NATURE

Number 36 - Exploding Ants
Al ants will explode as long as they are stupid
enough to stand out in the sun under the heat of a
magnifying glass without asking a few basic
questions, like: "What am | doing here?’, "Why
am | getting hotter and hotter2’ and ‘Why is my
belly blowing up like a lilo2" It is because ants
never ask these questions that the hot air inside
their abdomens can expand unchecked until its
only way out is to explode through the ant’s body
armour with such force that it splatters the
ant across nearby blades of grass like a
teaspoon of spilt caviar.






