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NOT YOU AGAIN!

 

I thought I told you before!

This book is only for special people. This book has TOP SECRET information. The TOPPEST SECRETEST information. So after you’ve read it, you should really DESTROY it. I recommend eating it with some cheese and pickle.

If you don’t like the taste of book (or you are on some kind of paper-free diet), tear each page into a thousand pieces and then feed each teeny tiny piece to a woodworm. (Warning: that could take ages.)
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Or, if you don’t like woodworms, tear each page into a hundred pieces and make a teeny tiny paper aeroplane with each bit. Then give each paper aeroplane to an ant and ask each ant to climb up somewhere very high and throw their paper aeroplane as far as they can.

Or, if you’re no good at making paper aeroplanes, then you could tear each page into a thousand pieces and then put an incy wincy blob of glue on each one and stick it to a bumblebee’s bottom and then they will fly off and the pages will be scattered to the wind.
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On second thoughts, that won’t work because at the end of the day, the bees will all come home to their hive and if they all lined up in the right order then the bee-keeper might be able to read the book off their bottoms. And we don’t want any old bee-keeper knowing these TOP SECRET things – that could be dangerous.

OK. So is the coast clear? Then I will begin.

So, you know Wilf? Yes you dooooo, yes you dooooo.

That boy at school with pingy ears and scruffly hair and a head so full of ideas it’s like teeny tiny fireworks going off in his head. Yes, him! And he has a little sister called Dot who is very grubby and sticky. She is basically a big smell and a loud noise trapped in a small body.
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Well, Wilf saved the Universe last week. Yes he did. And he experienced an alien invasion. And he also ate jelly for the first time. Which sounds less exciting, but if you know Wilf and know his very strong feelings about jelly, it is actually pretty impressive.

This is how the whole kerfuffle started. Wilf and Dot had been having a very busy day. Wilf had written out his most up-to-date list of worries and laminated it. They were –
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Meanwhile Dot had been seeing which foods make a sound if you throw them on to the floor.

A potato – yes.

Jelly – no.

An entire tub of cake sprinkles – yes. In fact, the best noise of all, but they made the floor rather skiddy.

Next, Wilf fetched his piggy bank to see how much money he had saved. He had quite a lot because he had been doing odd jobs for his evil next-door-neighbour Alan – like mowing his lawn and cleaning his windows and polishing his moustache.

Wilf carefully counted what was inside – twenty-two coins, a chocolate button and a tiddlywink which Dot must have put in there. Wilf was very excited – because he only needed twenty-two coins to buy the VERY SPECIAL THING he had been saving up for.

And FINALLY he had twenty-one coins.

Hang on.

A minute ago he had twenty-two coins. Where has the other coin gone? It was here just now. Dot! Open your mouth! Yes, right now. Open it. There’s the coin. Thank you. You can eat the chocolate button but not the tiddlywi––

Too late. Gosh, aren’t tiddlywinks crunchy? Anyway, where was I?

You see, Wilf had decided that he wanted to be an astronaut when he grew up. Either that or an astronomer, except Wilf couldn’t actually say ‘astronomer’ and Wilf thought it was probably important to be able to say the job that you do.

So in order to be an astronaut or an astronowhatsit, Wilf thought that it would be a good idea to have a telescope to look at the stars.

And THAT was the VERY SPECIAL THING he went to the shops to buy.

And THAT was where this whole kerfuffle started.
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The next day, Wilf was in the garden playing with his new telescope. It was amazing. If you looked through one end, everything was very
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And if you looked through the other end, everything was very
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And if you let Dot near it, you couldn’t see anything at all because it got all sticky and smeary.

“What are you doing?” asked Alan, peering over the garden fence.

“I’m playing with my brand-new telescope,” explained Wilf. “It’s so powerful, I can see right up into space.”

“Space is boring,” said Alan. “It’s just a load of space.”

“Well, actually space is very interesting and there are billions of stars and Earth is one of the smallest planets in the Universe,” Wilf said.

Wilf tried to explain using different pieces of fruit to show how the planets orbit around the sun. He got an orange for the sun and then a walnut for Mercury because that is the smallest. And then he got a kiwi for Earth because there is a lot of green on Earth, and then a big red apple for Mars – but while he was getting a big red apple, Kevin Phillips, Alan’s right-hand man, came sniffing around and tried to eat the planet Mercury. And then Dot ate Mars and it all went a bit wrong.

“Ah-ha!” said Alan. “That gives me an idea!”

“What is it?” asked Wilf excitedly.
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“Firstly, to eat the sun,” said Alan, taking the orange. “But then to do something much more thrilling. And EVIL.”

Over the next few days, Wilf worried a LOT about what Alan’s evil plan might be. But he didn’t have time to worry too much because he was SO busy. Alan was asking him to do even more odd jobs than usual such as –

 

Buying rocket fuel

Buying more rocket fuel

Buying more rocket fuel

Buying more rocket fuel

Buying more rocket fuel

Buying some sweeties

Buying more rocket fuel
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Wilf didn’t know what Alan was up to. But it was bound to be something bad.

He decided to distract himself from his worrying thoughts by looking through his telescope again. But hang on – where was his telescope? It wasn’t in any of its usual places like on his desk or in Dot’s mouth. Where could it be?

He looked out of the window and saw Alan and Kevin Phillips playing fetch with a stick. Kevin Phillips was running round and round Alan while Alan shouted, “Drop! Drop it! Drop! Drop! Drop it, I said!” over and over again.

Finally Kevin got dizzy and dropped the stick. Except it wasn’t a stick. It was Wilf’s telescope!

“Good boy!” said Alan. “Come on, let’s take it inside!”

And with that Alan and Kevin bounded off into Alan’s house, taking Wilf’s telescope with them.


 


[image: images]



 



Wilf gasped. “So THAT was his evil plan! To steal my telescope!” he said. (Which is of course absolute tosh and nonsense. What a nincompoop. Don’t tell Wilf I said that.)

Wilf decided he HAD to get his telescope back!

There was just one problem. If he went round to Alan’s house, he would have to walk right past the new suit of armour that Alan had put by the front door. Wilf was scared of suits of armour. He was worried they might chase him in a clattery clanky way.

Wilf went and got his latest ‘HOW TO STOP WORRYING’ leaflet. It had lots of suggestions of things to do that might help. Wilf looked at NUMBER ONE.

1) Draw a picture of the thing you are worried about.

Wilf drew a suit of armour.

NUMBER TWO said:

2) Think of the worst-case scenario.

Wilf thought. What could be worse than being chased by a suit of armour? Not much. But possibly being chased by a suit of armour with a bald cat. Wilf was scared of bald cats. Because they made Wilf feel all blarghhhhhhhhhh.

Wilf drew his worst-case scenario.
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Even looking at the picture made Wilf feel wobbly, so he did a few casual hops to make himself feel better. Then he read on.

NUMBER THREE said:

3) Think of a plan of action if the worst-case scenario happens.

Wilf thought.

If a suit of armour with a bald cat tried to chase him, Wilf would give the cat a bowl of milk to distract it, then he would skate away on his roller skates as fast as he could. And if the suit of armour caught up with him, he would tie his skipping rope round its clattery clanking legs to stop it.

OEBPS/images/co1.jpg
PLEASE EAT
AFTER READING





OEBPS/images/p2.jpg





OEBPS/images/p3.jpg





OEBPS/images/p5.jpg
Wik§ of Ofmowl

Rald COkS

Aliens 10ging €995 N b
Reing made \Nko Soup






OEBPS/images/p4.jpg





OEBPS/images/p9.jpg





OEBPS/images/co2.jpg
Chapter Twe
BEST SERVED
WITH CUSTARD





OEBPS/images/p11.jpg





OEBPS/images/p10.jpg





OEBPS/images/p15.jpg





OEBPS/images/p13.jpg





OEBPS/images/p17.jpg








OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
'Gcorcjm W/ER
'?ﬁ\.&eﬁ 2

L &

T e

Q S

\W ‘\ m'
’ &@({(m

% 200 ,°f IL\.USTRATED )4
HART J = Lk

@ALIEN INVaS oN






OEBPS/images/innercover1.jpg
THE PEOPLE/ANIMALS/
ALIENS IN THIS
BOOK ARE:

Wilf: a boy

who worries a lot!
Dot: Wilf’s very stinky little sister

Alan: the baddest, most evil
man in the whole world and
maybe the Universe

Pam: Alan’s wife, and (possibly)
Earth’s Supreme Leader

Mok, Bok and Lok:
three very green,
very blobby aliens from Mars

Mark III: a very
lazy robot
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