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LAST TUESDAY, JUST 



AFTER TEATIME,



  



World-Famous 



Explorers Philomena 



and Bertram 



Wilde discovered 



a baby crawling 



through the 



Jungliest Jungle 



of the Unknown 



Wilderness.



  



The nine-



month-old was being 



stalked by a huge and 



toothsome tiger 
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and would have been 



gobbled up had it not 



been for the Wildes’ quick 



thinking. With little care 



for her own safety,  



Mrs Wilde wrestled 



the tiger to the ground 



and glued its jaws shut 



(temporarily) with a 



handy tube of Dr Gnasher’s 



Extra Sticky Superglue. 



Mr Wilde tied the 



tiger’s paws together with 



its own tail, boffed it on 



the nose with his shoe 



and gave the hungry baby 



his last egg sandwich.



The Wildes plan to 



adopt the baby girl if 



they cannot find her birth 



parents. The wisdom of 



bringing a baby into their 



home, however, is yet to 



be seen.



It has been known 



for many years (amongst
















those of us who venture 



to explore the strange 



and magical Unknown 



Worlds) that the Wildes’ 



house at 47 Jellybean 



Crescent, Boggy Bottom, 



England is home to a 



variety of exotic and 



dangerous Creatures. 



The Wildes are well 



known for rescuing these 



Creatures if they have 



been injured or cast out 



of their natural homes, 



and providing them with 



a safe place to recuperate.



Just last month, Just last month, THE THE 



DAILY WAFFLEDAILY WAFFLE reported  reported 



that the Wildes had 



invited a goblin to live at 



number 47.



Mrs Wilde told our 



reporter that the goblin 



had been cast out of her 
















family home because she 



had been secretly eating 



potato salad, rather than 



a goblin’s usual fare of 



small children.



Mr Wilde told us that 



the goblin will become 



a permanent resident 



at 47 and ‘will be a 



wonderful babysitter.’



With their ever-



expanding menagerie 



of strange, magical and 



undoubtedly dangerous 



Creatures, (and now 



with a new baby in 



tow) the Wildes need 



to tread very carefully 



–– it seems like only a



matter of time before 



the other inhabitants of 



Jellybean Crescent start 



to notice that something 



strange is going on, 



and everyone in the 



Unknown World knows 



that would lead to all 



sorts of terrible trouble.
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Indigo Wilde was a normal 


eleven-year-old. Mostly. 


She liked doughnuts and 


ice skating and her little 


brother, Quigley, but she 


wasn’t so keen on maths, or 


hoovering, or homework. 


There were a few things 



that were unusual about 


Indigo: her family, for a 
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start. Indigo’s parents, Philomena and Bertram 


Wilde,  were World-Famous  Explorers. They 


travelled all over the Known and Unknown 


World searching for new and dangerous 


Creatures. The Wildes loved anything crawly 


or beastly or furry or scaly – and if it could 


breathe fire or eat a person whole, all the 


better. Not only had Indigo’s parents rescued 


her from a terrible man-eating tiger, they had 


also saved her little brother.


Quigley had only been a tiny baby when 


Philomena and Bertram had found him 


in a dragon’s nest halfway up an erupting 


volcano. But he had not escaped unscathed; 


the dragon’s roars had been so deafeningly 


loud that Quigley had lost his hearing. 


Quigley was the smartest person Indigo 


knew and before long the whole family 


could talk in sign language. 
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The problem with having parents that 


were World-Famous Explorers was that they 


weren’t at home very much. They were 


always getting called away on Important 


Expeditions, so Indigo and Quigley often 


had to look after the house and all the 


magical Creatures that lived there. 


This was usually quite fun because they 


got to eat mountains of ice cream and stay up 


past their bedtimes, but sometimes being left 


in charge was a bit annoying. For instance, 


they could never invite friends over for 


sleepovers in case they got eaten by a goblin.


Indigo and Quigley lived at number 47 


Jellybean Crescent. The street itself was fairly 


ordinary – the road was the usual boring 


grey colour, there were a few spindly trees 


and a regiment of lamp posts along the 


pavement. 



























If you’d looked a little closer, though, 


which people rarely do, you’d have seen 


that the tree outside number 47 was a little 


bit different: its branches were twisted and 


knotted into funny shapes, which made it 


look like a gnarled and weatherbeaten old 


monster. 


If you’d looked closer still, you’d have 


noticed that the stretch of boring grey 


road outside number 47 sparkled, as if tiny 


diamonds had been mixed into the tarmac. 
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And if you’d squeezed your eyes really, really 


tight, squinted very, very hard and wiggled 


your eyebrows up and down, you’d have 


seen that the lamplight outside number 47 


glowed with the faintest hint of green.


Number 47 was ginormous. Indigo wasn’t 


even sure she’d been in all the rooms yet and 


she’d lived there for years. 


Indigo loved the house so much it made 


her chest ache. She loved that, although 


every other house on the street was small 


and boxy and the beige colour of stale bread 


crusts, number 47 was a mad riot of pink 


and green and blue and orange that made 


your eyes water. 


She loved that her house had circular 


windows, star-shaped windows and windows 


with multicoloured panes. She especially 


liked the huge stained-glass window on the 
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eighth floor with a picture of a unicorn 


on it. She loved the turrets, the overgrown 


garden filled with pixies, the library where 


the herd of snortlephants lived and the 


greenhouse bursting with man-eating plants. 


The house had sixteen chimneys that 


stuck out of the many roofs in all directions, 


and Indigo loved each and every one. 


Some were shaped like corkscrews, there 


was one that puffed out rainbow-coloured 


smoke, and Indigo’s favourite were the pink 


chimneys on the third floor that sang ‘Jingle 






















































































































































































































































OEBPS/images/cover.jpg

























