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Hey, you! Yes, you. Come over here a minute.


Come closer.


Come CLOSER.


Come CLOSER. . .


Not that CLOSE!


OK. Now listen. I’ve got something to tell you. It’s very important.
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And it’s a secret.


Just between me and you and no one else. Promise you won’t tell anyone? Good.


Right, well, you know the world? Yes. The world. That great big round thing you’re standing on. Well, that nearly ended. Yes it did. Last week. And not in a good way.


Oh, there was a great


BIG 
KERFUFFLE


and I know exactly what happened – and I don’t mind telling you, but I don’t want anyone else to know. OK? So, you know that boy called WILF? Yes you do. Yes you doooooooo! That small tiny one from school. His hair’s sort of scruffly like this. And his ears are kind of pingy like this. And his head’s so full of ideas it’s like busy bees packing for their holiday inside his brain.
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Remember now? Yes! Him! Well, he saved the world. He did. Honestly.


Now, WILF isn’t your typical superhero. For a start, he doesn’t have a cape. Plus, he can’t fly. Or climb tall buildings. Which is probably a good thing because he’s scared of heights. In fact, he’s scared of quite a lot of things – so many things that he has made a list so that he can remember them. This is his list:
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Admittedly, you don’t see many Vikings these days but that doesn’t stop Wilf worrying that he might see a Viking. You see, Wilf is a bit of a worrier. He worries all the time. If worrying was an Olympic sport, he would be worrying whether he was going to get picked for the team. And it would probably be best if he wasn’t picked for the team because he’s allergic to Lycra. Come to think of it, Wilf is allergic to loads of things:
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Sometimes it isn’t easy being Wilf. But he is good at a lot of things too, like:
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All right, that’s only three things he’s good at – but he’s really good at those three things.


He can do puffy-out whistles, sucky-in whistles and a whistle that sounds a bit like a grasshopper playing a tiny flute.


[image: image]


He can also hop. Hopping is lucky. He can do long hops and high hops and big skippety hops. And he’s very good at knitting, which is useful for taking his mind off all the things he has to worry about.


Wilf lives with his little sister who is called Dot. Or Stinky McGinty for short. Well, not for short, for long.


Dot has a crusty face and is generally a bit sticky. Her main interests are eating things and hammering. In her spare time she makes smells. Because she’s a baby and that’s what babies do.
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Dot has a favourite teddy that is actually a pig called Pig. Pig used to be pink and fluffy but now he is grey and shiny and smells like an old mop. That’s just what happens when you love things a lot and don’t wash them very often.


Wilf’s best friend is his pet woodlouse called Stuart. They’ve been together since back in the olden days when Wilf was only five. Wilf and Stuart are soulmates. They understand each other’s funny little ways. They like all the same things. They finish each other’s sentences. Actually, that’s not true because Stuart can’t talk, but Wilf doesn’t say much either so, in a way, they finish each other’s silences.
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Stuart looks up to Wilf. He wishes he could have ideas like Wilf does. He wishes he could whistle like Wilf does. He even wishes he could knit like Wilf does – but he can’t do any of those things because he is tiny and he has a tiny brain and no lips and no thumbs.
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Sometimes he wishes he was Stuart because then he could scrunch up in a ball and roll away when things get difficult. But that isn’t allowed when you’re a human. He tried it once at a birthday party and people had looked at him strangely.


Wilf also lives with his mum who is a grown-up but she can’t help it and Wilf tries to make allowances. Mum has a job which is very complicated and involves a lot of making phone calls and being nice to people and a lot of saying rude words when she hangs up.


Anyway – where was I? Oh yes, the world ending. So it nearly did – and it was a little bit very scary, I can tell you. Take my word for it.


What?


What? You’re not going to take my word for it? I have to tell you what happened? But I’m busy!


Sheesh! All right, stop your badgering and listen carefully. I’ll start from the very beginning . . .









[image: images]


Once upon a time, great big tall high dinosaurs roamed the earth.


Then one day one of them said, ‘Let’s have a massive game of hide-and-seek!’ So all the dinosaurs hid, but they forgot to pick anyone to do the seeking, so they’re not actually extinct, they’re just hiding. It’s true! Ask anyone if you don’t believe me.
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So then not much happened for about a kerbillion years and then I think it got a bit parky and then—


Hang on, I think I’ve started this story too far back. Let’s go forward a bit.


Once upon a time, an alien said, ‘Gleep. Piddleydoo piddleydoo plip plim xlank.’


Oh no! Now I’ve gone too far forward!


OK. How about if we start when somebody moved into the house next door to Wilf. A big removal lorry arrived outside and Wilf rushed upstairs to peep through the window on the landing. He wondered whether it might be a boy with really great toys. Or maybe a girl with really great toys. Or maybe a kindly old lady who liked to spend her days giving sweets to the boy next door.


But when Wilf saw his new neighbour he was very disappointed. It wasn’t a girl and it wasn’t a boy and it wasn’t a kindly old lady. It was a small man. The small-man-next-door had a lot of stuff. Because the small-man-next-door was rich and had everything a small-man-next-door could want. And the small-man-next-door also had a name which I’m going to start using so that I can stop writing the small-man-next-door.


The name of the small-man-next-door . . . Drat! I did it again! Why didn’t you stop me?


The name of the s-m-n-d was Alan.


Alan didn’t have toys or sweets. He had grown-up things like bills and a lawnmower and a moustache. He also had a very tall wife who had very sproingy hair. Pam spent a lot of time making her hair sproingy and also changing the colour of the sproings – red, green, purple, blue, pink. Sometimes she unsproinged her hair for a change and nobody noticed and that made her cross.
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While Wilf was peeping at Alan, Wilf’s mum came and looked out of the window too.


‘Oh goodness. What a lot of stuff they have. I hope they’re not going to use our bin,’ she said, frowning.


Then Mum told Wilf to go next door and ask Alan if he’d like to come round for tea. She was hoping to broach the subject of the bin.


But Wilf didn’t want to go round. He didn’t like talking to new people. And his lucky shorts were in the wash. And if Alan came round for tea he might use Wilf’s special cup that said ‘Wilf’ on it. And then Wilf wouldn’t want to use it again.
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