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Oi!


What do you think you’re doing? Close this book and put it back on the shelf right this minute. Close it, I said. Right, I’m going to count to ten.


One, two, three,


four, five, six . . .


I mean it . . .


Seven, eight . . .


I’m not saying it again . . .


Nine . . .


All right, I’ll say it one last time. Close the book . . .


Ten.


Well, you’re clearly a very naughty person. Why are you still there? Look, I’m doing this for your own good – because you do not want to know what happened last week. Trust me. There was a big kerfuffle – and you know that big green and blue thing? Yes, the world, the great big old world – that almost ended. So, do as you’re told and stop reading. I mean it. STOP reading.


Stop it!


All right, well don’t say I didn’t warn you. If you insist on reading what happened, don’t come running to me when you find out it’s a book full of sea monsters and pirates and people with big spiky poky things and the baddest, the baddest, the biddly boddly baddest most evil man in the whole wide world – Alan. And his right-hand man, Kevin Phillips.
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So. You know that boy at school? Wilf. Yes you doooooo. Yes you do. The one with scruffly hair and pingy ears and a brain so full of ideas it’s like a pan of popping popcorn. Well he only went and saved the world. Again.
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Admittedly, Wilf isn’t your typical superhero. He’s not called Super-Wilf. He can’t climb up buildings. And he’s never been bitten by a spider THANK GOODNESS because Wilf is scared of spiders so if one actually bit him he wouldn’t have time to turn into Spider-Man because he’d be too busy fainting.


In fact, Wilf is scared of lots of things:
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Wilf has a little sister called Dot. What she lacks in size she makes up for in smells. She has a pig which has odd ears. When I say odd, I mean odd as in different to each other although, come to think of it, they are also odd as in odd. So the pig has odd odd ears. Some of you will know why Pig’s ears are different – in which case, high five – and some of you won’t – in which case, you’ve only got yourselves to blame.


Anyway, one ear is dirty and the other ear (and rest of Pig) is absolutely filthy. That’s how you know which is the new ear.
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Last week, Wilf received some post. It was a brand-new ‘How to Stop Worrying’ leaflet. Wilf was so pleased when it arrived because he had been worrying that his ‘How to Stop Worrying’ leaflet had got lost in the post, and then he would never be able to stop worrying about how to stop worrying. But here it was, all shiny and new and smelling of shiny newness.


He opened the envelope carefully, worrying that he might tear his ‘How to Stop Worrying’ leaflet if he did it too quickly.


His mum walked past and saw him sniffing his new leaflet and said, ‘You’ll never stop worrying. You come from a long line of worriers. My father was a worrier, his father was a worrier and his father’s father was a worrier. We’ve been worrying for generations.’


This gave Wilf an idea. He could look up his family tree and see all the worriers in history who he was related to. No sooner did he have the idea, he was straight on to the computer (stopping only to give the screen a good wipe, to hoover the crumbs from the keyboard and to disinfect the mouse).


Once he had printed out his findings, he took the family tree out into the garden to show Dot.


‘Look, Dot,’ he said, placing the paper carefully on the ground and holding it down with some stones. ‘We are related to Freddie the Fretful. He invented the vest because he was worried people would catch chills.’


Dot picked up one of the stones and tried to fit it up her nose.


‘And we are also related to Annie the Anxious,’ said Wilf. ‘She invented antibacterial hand gel because she was worried about germs.’


Dot popped one of the stones into her nappy.


‘And our great-great-great-grandfather, Norman the Neurotic, made the very first “Mind the Step” sign because he was worried people might trip as they went into his house,’ said Wilf.


Dot pulled one of her socks off and wiped her nose with it.


‘And going even further back,’ continued Wilf, ‘there is evidence to suggest that we are related to the caveman who lived next door to the caveman who invented the wheel. Our ancestor invented the brakes,’ explained Wilf proudly. ‘What do you think of that?’


[image: image]


Dot chewed thoughtfully on the corner of the page, then scrumpled the whole thing up into a ball and threw it over her shoulder.


The ball of scrumple landed in Alan’s garden. And THAT was when the


whole kerfuffle


started.
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‘There’s a ball of scrumple on my lawn!!!’ screeched Alan. ‘Somebody doooo something!’


Kevin Phillips tilted his head on one side and studied the ball of scrumple. He said nothing.


‘Pick up that ball of scrumple!’ commanded Alan.


Kevin Phillips turned and stalked off as though he had far more important things to think about.
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‘You are meant to be my right-hand man and that means doing things like picking up balls of scrumple!’ shouted Alan after Kevin Phillips.


Alan sighed.


He went and picked up the ball of scrumple and took it into his house to show his wife Pam.


‘Pam, look at this,’ said Alan.


Pam was watching reality TV.


‘Look, it seems to be some kind of family tree,’ said Alan, unscrumpling the paper.


Pam didn’t respond.
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‘I wonder what my family tree is,’ wondered Alan.


‘Shh. I’m watching reality TV,’ said Pam.


‘Well can you stop watching reality TV and watch some reality instead?’ asked Alan.


Pam sighed and turned to look at Alan.


‘I think I’m going to look up my family tree,’ said Alan.


‘Yeah, there’s a show where celebrities do that,’ said Pam.


‘Yes but I’m going to do it. For me,’ said Alan.


Pam got out her phone. ‘What’s the phone number?’


‘What phone number?’ asked Alan, confused.


‘Where I can vote you off?’ asked Pam.


‘Vote me off? You can’t vote me off. I’m here. I live here. You can’t just vote me off!’ he said and stomped down the stairs to his evil lair.


Alan spent the next few hours looking up his family tree.


Alan discovered that he had come from a long line of very evil people.


His great-great-grandfather had invented dentistry and had caused untold misery to countless people around the world.


His great-great-great-grandfather had invented school and ruined the childhoods of every child who had ever lived.


His great-great-great-great-grandfather had invented broccoli and had ruined the school dinners of all those children who had to go to school.


And his great-great-great-great-great-grandfather was Long John Alan, the fiercest pirate on the seas. He was feared by everyone who’d met him. And by people who hadn’t met him but had heard of him. And even by some people who hadn’t even heard of him.
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Alan sighed. He wished he could be like Long John Alan and be feared and respected. All he had managed to do was scorch some eyebrows and spend all his money on a


Big Gun Thingy
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with which he had failed to destroy the world (see Wilf the Mighty Worrier Saves the World).


Alan marched out into the garden.
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