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'Laugh-out-loud funny, a clever hero with a warm heart, 


and packed with joyful illustrations. Kids are going 


to love The Cheat Book!' 


Cressida Cowell,Cressida Cowell, author of 



How to Train Your Dragon


'A funny and much needed fresh voice in the middle grade arena, 


I haven't laughed this much while reading a book in a hot minute' 


Dapo Adeola,Dapo Adeola, award-winning illustrator



'A HILARIOUS quest for coolness. It's fresh, it's joyous... 


Children are going to love it!' 


Rashmi Sirdeshpande,Rashmi Sirdeshpande, award-winning children's author      



'Warm, funny and visually inventive! Comedy gold!' 


Louie Stowell,Louie Stowell, author of 
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 series


'An authentic heart-warming story, jam-packed with fun, 


friendship and just the right amount of peril - 


it's the coolest book in town!' 


Rachael Davis,Rachael Davis, author of 



I am NOT a Prince!


       


'Move over, Tom Gates, there's a new kid on the block! 


The Cheat Book is an absolutely hilarious, riot of a read' 


Swapna Haddow,Swapna Haddow, author of the 



Dave Pigeon


 series       


'A fresh, funny story with brilliant comics that is sure to be a 


hit! (Now if they could just release a Cheat Book for adults...)' 


Hannah Lee,Hannah Lee, author of 



My Hair


'Kamal had me cracking up from the very first chapter' 


Siobhan McDermott,Siobhan McDermott, author of 



Paper Dragons
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AH! The great outdoors!


CHAPTER ONE















Is there anything more FUNFUN-diferous than 



rising with the lark in the middle of nowhere 


and breathing in the fr esh air before taking 


a 


TRICKY TREKTRICKY TREK across treacherous terrain, 



outfoxing every obstacle Mother Nature throws 


your way?


No? Then you must be a city kid.


Well, let me tell you, my 


CLUELESSCLUELESS little 



urbanite, there’s a whole wild world of wonders 


beyond your smoggy concrete jungle.


Trust me, I should know, for I am Kamal 


Noor and I am an 


ADVENTURE-NAUTADVENTURE-NAUT!
















I know what you’re all thinking:


Well, you’re 


WRONGWRONG and I can prove it! 



Check out this photo of me riding an Andean 


condor, the largest fl ying bird in the world.


Look at that nerd! I bet the 


only danger he's ever faced 


is speed-reading a text book 


without getting a papercut!


And what kind of word is 


'Adventure-naut' anyway? 


Sounds utterly ridiculous!















Before you criticise, you’re SUPPOSEDSUPPOSED to 



hang on to its feet and I’m not screaming for 


dear life, I’m yelling at it to go faster!


The reason you’ve never heard of adventure-


nauts is because I am the only adventure-naut in 


the 


ENTIRE UNIVERSEENTIRE UNIVERSE!



I know this for a fact because I made it up.


You see, just how an astronaut is a sailor of 


the stars, an adventure-naut sails the choppy seas of 



adventure. Shark-infested waters, volcanic islands 



and arctic blizzards are all cosier to me than a 


living-room sofa.















You wake up in your pop-up 


teepee to the call of the wild.


You launch yourself 


to your quest via your 



ADVENTURE-PULTADVENTURE-PULT!*



You eat 


DANGERDANGER


for breakfast.


Once there, you explore, 


throwing yourself into 


any risky and daring 


encounter you may fi nd.


You pack your bag full of gear for your perilous expedition.


*Cheap and carbon neutral
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Sounds like a lot of fun, right?


WRONG!


While the wild is an exciting place full of 


natural wonders, it’s also an 


UNFORGIVINGUNFORGIVING hell 



where dreadful things can happen at 


ANYANY time.



So, you must always have your wits about you 


and keep an eye out.


 For example, take this 


mossy brown rock.


To someone 


untrained in 


adventure-


nautology (the 


study of adventure 


sailing), it could easily 


be mistaken for a slumbering 


bear. But an adventure-naut knows that no self-


respecting 


GRIZZLYGRIZZLY would be seen out of their 



cave during hibernation season.


No, this is just granite moss.















Not convinced? Here, I’ll show you.
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So, there I was, hightailing it through harsh 


woodland with a 


SNARLINGSNARLING bear chasing aft er 



me, furious that I ruined its blissful nap.


You might call this predicament ‘


DANGERDANGER’, 



but to an adventure-naut it was just exercise.


I barely kept my balance as my feet skidded on 


the wet grass and thorn-bushes scratched at my 


arms, burning like nettle stings.


Right behind me, branches snapped and 


leaves fl ew as the bear crashed through the trees 


like a furry bulldozer.


But unlucky for grizzly, no adventure-naut 


leaves home without a pair of speed-walker 


robotic hiking boots. 
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But I bragged too soon because that very second 


my foot got caught on something hard in the 


undergrowth and I was 


THROWNTHROWN into a tree stump.



BANG!


A fl ash of white burst before my eyes and I 


was temporarily stunned, but I forced myself up 


'EAT MY DUST, 


UGLY!'















on my feet. As my vision cleared, the growing 


brown blob in my sights suddenly came into 


focus, revealing a 


CHARGINGCHARGING bear!



I tried to scarper but the bear was on top of 


me in seconds.


ROOOOOOAAARRR!


The bear puff ed its putrid breath into my face 


and I retched, gasping for air.


I suddenly felt like one of those feeble 


animals in the nature documentaries my dad 


likes to watch. You know, the tiny animals that 


are caught by a much 


bigger, 


SCARIERSCARIER



one. I was 


now its prey, 


helpless 


in its 


clutches.
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‘N-no! Please don’t munch me!’ I begged. 


‘I’ve got three pet gerbils to feed, I’m just two 


levels away fr om completing Dino Zombies 4, and 



besides, I eat my crusty bogies when I’m bored, 


I’d taste horrible.’


But the bear’s 


HUNGRYHUNGRY black eyes just glared 



at me as it lift ed a savage paw. Razor-sharp claws 


popped out, ready to tear me apart.


That was it. I was about to join the long list of 


those whose adventures took them to the great 


beyond.


Don't be sad. This is 


the fate of all those 


who stare danger in 


the face.
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Now, it was my turn.


But just as I braced myself for an all-


expenses-paid trip into the bear’s digestive 


system, something 


BONKERSBONKERS happened.



Ferdinand 


Magellan died by 


poison arrow.


Sir Francis 


Drake was taken 


out by dysentery.


And Amelia 


Earhart 


vanished 


somewhere 


over the 


Pacifi c Ocean.
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One of the bear’s claws twisted into a 


corkscrew. Another claw turned into a 


screwdriver, which was then quickly followed by 


a toothpick, a can opener, a magnifying glass and 


the fi nal claw 


SPLITSPLIT itself into a pair of scissors.



The baffl  ed bear suddenly shrank and 


MORPHEDMORPHED into the familiar shape of my best 



fr iend Wing holding a Swiss Army knife.


I was no longer in forbidding woodland but 


on a school bus full of my noisy classmates.
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‘Welcome to the land of the living, snoozer,’ 


smirked Wing. ‘Check out what my gramps gave 


me.’


Wing waved his retro Swiss 


Army knife, with all its 


attachments pulled out.


‘It’s got thirty-three 


diff erent tools and features 


that’ll make any forest beast 


think twice before messing with me. 


HYAHHYAH!’



Wing spun around, swishing his 


pocketknife like a sword, but his warrior act 


was cut short when Mr Cornish popped out of 


nowhere and snatched Wing’s pocketknife out of 


his hand.


‘I’ll take 


THATTHAT,’ said Mr Cornish, slipping 



it into his coat pocket. ‘What did I say about 


playing with dangerous things?’


Wing responded with something that was 


more of a grumble than an apology.


Meanwhile, I’d just caught my breath aft er the 


super fr eaky daymare that I’d just had.
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I get vivid dreams a lot. Mum says it’s because 


I’m ‘anxious’, but I call it ‘having an acute sense 


of danger’. Like Spidey sense. I’m always ready 


for when jeopardy strikes. 


Luckily, I didn’t have to look far for what 


triggered my 


HAIR-RAISINGHAIR-RAISING



fantasy, because it was lying 


right on my lap. A school 


library book called ‘Eyewitness: 



The Beast of Criggily Wood’ that had 



a mysterious silhouette of an 


ape-like giant on the cover.


Everything suddenly came 


RUSHINGRUSHING back. I don’t 



usually read urban legends, 


they creep me out, but this book was diff erent. 


It was the whole reason I went on this trip.


‘Don’t chicken out now,’ I whispered to 


myself.


All around me, boys and girls chatted 


excitedly about all the fun woodland games 


that they’d play, campfi re songs they’d sing and 


raft ing adventures they couldn’t wait to get into.















What a bunch of MORONSMORONS! They had no clue 



of the horror that awaited them.


The woods are not a playground, but a brutal 


arena fr aught with danger, where only the most 


resourceful survive.


Having fun was the furthest thing fr om my 


mind. All I could think about was the 


EPICEPIC task 



I had in fr ont of me and the vow that I made:


I, Kamal 


Noor, am going 


to catch a 


monster.
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Firstly, crazy is what I bring to the party, not 


a camping trip. Monster hunting is 


SERIOUSSERIOUS



business. Adventure-nauts without a game plan 


tank their lifespan.


CHAPTER TWO


Monster? File this 


kid under 'crazy'.


The scariest thing 


you'll find in an 


English forest is a 


rampageous badger!















Secondly, a badger only attacks if you’re 


dumb enough to corner or threaten it; what you 


REALLYREALLY should be afr aid of are plants.



Take this Giant Hogweed, for example.


AW! PRETTY!


NOT PRETTY!
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Once picked it releases a sap that causes severe 


burns and if you touch your eyes aft er touching 


it, you could also go blind!


And that’s just the stuff  we know about.


There are 


OVER EIGHT OVER EIGHT 



MILLIONMILLION classifi ed 



animal species 


in the world, 


and scientists 


think that 


there are 


FIVE FIVE 



MILLION MILLION 



SPECIESSPECIES left  to 



be found.


This is the story 


of how I discovered 


one of them.


Let’s wind the clock back to last week.


I was dozing in geography class when 


Mr Cornish announced a fi eld trip to Fort 


Intrepid.


It was a campsite deep in the heart of Criggily 
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Wood, an ancient forest full of strange fl ora and 


fauna that’ll excite any woodland explorer.


And the icing on the cake was that we would 


miss three days of school, which I thought 


would 


THRILLTHRILL Wing to bits, but instead he 



looked like he’d just found a crusty toenail in 


his cornfl akes.


‘Why the fr own, clown?’ I asked. ‘Didn’t you 


hear Mr Cornish? In just a few days we’ll be 


eating s’mores, sleeping under the stars, and 


most importantly, spending 


THREE WHOLE THREE WHOLE 



DAYSDAYS away fr om school! What’s not to love?’



Me















‘Yeah, that does sound good, doesn’t it?’ Wing 


replied, mockingly. ‘A shame we’re camping 


smack dab in the middle of 


BEAST BEAST country!’



‘Beast country?’


JoJo sighed. ‘According to legend, Criggily 


Wood is stalked by a 


DREADFULDREADFUL beast.’



JoJo – big brain, kinda insane and the fi nal 


amigo in my fr iendship trio.


‘A kid-gobbling ape-man!’ cried Wing. 


‘There’s been fi ve hundred reported sightings!’


‘And not a 


SHREDSHRED of evidence,’ scoff ed JoJo.



‘Yet!’ added Wing.
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By this point, I wasn’t really paying attention 


because Keisha, the heart-stopping princess of 


my 


DREAMSDREAMS, had come over to ask me 



for my expert help.


OK, fi ne. She 


actually came over 


to ask JoJo if she could step in 


as note-taker for the school 


newspaper meeting because the 


usual note-taker, Gina Pickles, had 


scorched her face in a pancake-tossing 


incident in food tech.


OUCHOUCH.



But JoJo had to pass because she had to 


practise for an upcoming Mathletics contest, so, 


with nobody else to rely on, Keisha asked me.


Excuse me?















Well, you know what they say: ‘It’s better to be 


a last resort than a total naught!’ Amiright?


Anyway, so, it 


turned out that 


the meeting was 


actually a 


CRISISCRISIS talk about 



how nobody was reading the 


school paper and if that didn’t 


change soon, the principal was 


going to give it the axe. 


Nobody has 


ever said that.















Well, I wasn’t surprised. What did they expect 


with Yawnsville articles like ‘Seven habits that a 


good student should have’ and ‘Lowdown on the 


new Physics textbooks’, and don’t get me started 


on the ‘Teacher’s corner’.


It was total dreck except for the comic strip 


‘


DANGER KATDANGER KAT’, of course.



I love 


skydiving. 
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