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SECRET NEWS FOR EXPLORERS OF UNKNOWN WORLDSSECRET NEWS FOR EXPLORERS OF UNKNOWN WORLDS



NEW EVIDENCE FOUND! 


MYSTERIOUS CASE IS 


REOPENED!


Ifflepip and 


Puddlewag’s, the 


popular magic-wand 


shop, was burgled 


some weeks ago. All 


the magic wands were 


stolen. The owner, 


Octavius Puddlewag, 


told the Daily Waffle 



of his dismay.


“I came to 


unlock the shop and 


noticed the window 


was open. Everything 


was gone! Funny thing, 















though – the window 


is tiny, so I can’t for 


the life of me work 


out who could have got 


through it!”  


New evidence 


has reopened the case. 


A mysterious trail of 


acorns has been found, 


leading away from the 


scene. If you have any 


information regarding 


this crime, please call 


0800 324 562 143 and 


quote reference “WANDS-


BE-GONE”.


            















Professor Gazania 


Atakuma, renowned 


botanist, has discovered 


a new species of seed 


on her most recent 


expedition in the 


Deepest Dark of Deeps, 


the volcanic and largely 


unexplored region 


to the east of the 


Unknown Wilderness. 


The botanist 


has told reporters from 


the 


Daily Waffle


 that 


she will be sending 


the seeds to a trusted 


friend for safekeeping 


while she completes her 


research.
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“Errrrrrgh!” squealed Indigo as the envelope 


she was holding oozed in her hands. 


She had just taken the large letter from the 


postman, who had handed it to her with his 


fingers pinching his nose. Even Indigo, who 


had spent her morning unblocking the troll’s 


toilet, had to admit – the envelope stank. The 


smell was a combination of sweaty socks, and 


cheese that had been left down the back of a 


hot radiator for several weeks. 
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Indigo carried the envelope back to the 


kitchen at arm’s length. The kitchen was full 


to bursting with multicoloured birds flapping 


wildly from cupboard to cupboard, squawking 


shrilly. Indigo saw one bird do a rather 


large poo into the toaster just as Quigley, 


Indigo’s little brother, upended a giant bag of 


birdseed on to the floor. At once, the cloud 


of shrieking birds flocked to the ground and 


began pecking furiously at the feast in a rustle 


of jewel-bright wings.


“I wish Mum and Dad would warn us 


before sending hophop birds via Monster 


Mail,” Indigo said, picking a feather out of her 


ear. “They’re always so . . .” she peered into 


the toaster, “. . . messy.”


A huge metal cage stood in the corner of 


the kitchen with MONSTER MAIL stamped 


across the torn wrappings. Indigo’s parents, 



























Philomena and Bertram Wilde, had sent 


the package to them with a cheerful note 


to explain that the birds’ nests had been 


flooded, and they’d need a place to roost for 


a few nights while Philomena and Bertram 


relocated the nests to higher ground. 


The birds had come all the way from 


the Deepest Dark of Deeps, a remote and 


mountainous area in the Unknown World –  


a magical place that only a few people knew 


how to get to. Indigo’s parents, who were 


World Famous Explorers, often went on 


secret magical expeditions and sent fantastical 


Creatures back to Indigo and Quigley at their 


house on Jellybean Crescent. 


Indigo always felt excited when Monster 


Mail arrived, and did her best to help every 


single new Creature to settle in. The tricky 


part was keeping the Creatures a secret 
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from the rest of the street. This was no easy 


task, especially when the Creatures were as 


loud as the hophop birds, as large as Horace 


the toothless dragon, or as destructive as 


Haystacks the fire-breathing, floor-destroying, 


invisible wabbit. Luckily, their neighbours 


seemed too wrapped up in their televisions 


and phones to take any notice of the goings-


on at number 47.


“What is that smell?” said Queenie the 


goblin, covering her beaky nose with a tea 


towel.


“It’s this envelope,” said Indigo, plopping 


the oozing letter down on to the table.


Callisto the Moonbear gave it a sniff 


and her eyes immediately began watering. 


Graham the llama-corn poked his head in 


through the kitchen window, licking his lips. 


“What is it?” signed Quigley. Quigley used 















sign language to communicate because he 


was Deaf. Most of the Creatures at Jellybean 


Crescent could use sign language now, too – 


although sometimes the giant octopus on the 


third floor did still get his arms tangled. 


The letter was large and blue with a 


strange stamp in one corner. Indigo 


squidged it gingerly and could 


feel something lumpy 


inside. She carefully 


tore the top edge 


open and tipped the 


contents on to the 


table. Six strange, 


greenish-blue blobs 


rolled wetly out. 


The source of the 


stink seemed to 


be the sticky pink 















gloop that each blob was coated in.


“What are they?” signed Quigley with 


bright interest. He seemed to be the only one 


not bothered by the hideous smell.


“Ergh!” cried Queenie, pinching her nose.


A hophop bird that had been sitting on the 


windowsill retched and fell off its perch.


“I have no idea what they are,” Indigo 


replied, poking one of the odd shapes gently. 


The thing wobbled like a rancid jelly.


“They’re goblin bogies!” signed Quigley 


with a wicked grin.


“Oi!” snapped Queenie the goblin.


“I think they’re seeds,” Callisto said softly, a 


great paw over her nostrils. 


“Seeds?” replied Indigo. “But what do they 


grow into?”
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“Hmmm . . . your guess is as good as mine.”


“Look, a note!” signed Quigley excitedly, 


sticking his hand into the oozing envelope 


and pulling out a damp, sticky piece of paper.


“It’s from Professor Atakuma!” Indigo 


exclaimed, surprised and delighted. 


Indigo read it aloud as Quigley peeped 


over her shoulder. 















Dear Indigo & Quigley,


I hope you are both well. I’ve been very busy with my 


research and have been studying some rare plants in 


the Deepest Dark of Deeps. I came across these seeds 


last week buried deep underground. I have called them 


Mantegazzianum seeds (I know, not very catchy, but 


us plant-people like to give things complicated names 


just so we can laugh our socks off when people can’t 


pronounce them). I’m not having much luck getting 


them to grow out here on our expedition, so your 


parents suggested I send them to you for safekeeping 


until our adventuring is over. I would like to grow them 


under strictly controlled conditions when I return so 


please keep them safe. I’m excited to find out exactly 


what they might grow into.


The seeds will need to be kept out of direct sunlight, 


somewhere dark and cool so they don’t germinate. 


Under NO circumstances must they be watered or 


exposed to any type of magic. I know you’ll do a  


top-notch job.


See you soon, 


Professor G. Atakuma, botanist















“Well, compared to this lot,” said Indigo, 
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