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INSTRUCTIONS FOR TERROR-TIME TOYS SURVIVAL


Now that you are stupid enough to be on the wrong side of the door, follow these instructions on how to survive the Terror Toys as if your life depended on it … which, as it happens, it does.


Empty your toy box and protect yourself with a plastic sword, a light sabre, a cap gun, and a bow and arrows (with red suckered tips).


Wear a sheriff’s badge at all times. If you should be approached by hothell security and asked to present your room key, use traditional cop-speak such as, ‘Freeze punk!’ ‘Walk away now and I’ll forget this ever happened!’ and ‘Ten four. On my way now!’ to make security think you’re a REAL law man. If they think you’re a genuine grown-up with the power of arrest they will leave you alone. If they think you are a child in disguise, however, they will find out by sitting on a Whoopee Cushion. Laugh and you are lost. Lose and nobody will ever find you again.


If you are approached by a wind up toy do not believe a word it says. It will be a wind up.


NEVER play cards with a ventriloquist’s dummy in case you are forced to say: ‘Show me your hand!’ Children have been fed to the crows for less. Ventriloquists’ dummies are notoriously touchy about being reminded that someone else has got a hand in their existence


Never smile at a crocodile.





(Now you’ve got me doing it!)





Alternatively, fill in this crossword, pop it into a bottle, drop it in a lava stream and hope that somebody finds it before the glass melts.
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ACROSS


1. Nightmare without end has quiet scream (4)


2. Back of foot missing middle is short of money for aid (4)


DOWN


1. Greeting without lo adds small sounding vegetable for assistance (4)


2. Man followed by record shouts this (4)
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Well, look who it isn’t! You keep getting away from me, you little devil, but not this time. This time I’ve made everything just the way you like it so you won’t want to go.


You’ve got a choice of rooms: The Gingerbread Suite in which every item in the room is edible (including YOU, which gives the cockroaches something to get excited about) or The Ghost Guest Room in which I have stored some of the finest examples of ghosts known to grave-robbers: Hairy Harry who uses your hair to wipe his bottom; Pukin’ Petronella who swallowed rat poison and can’t keep her last supper down (a rather putrid Fricassee of Rat); and Fletch the Finger-counter who sits on the end of the bed counting his fingers. Sadly for you he thinks he should have eleven, so each time he discovers there’s one missing he takes one from the person nearest to him. Oh, and Eyeball Annie. Whatever she sees she wants and whatever she wants she has. So never look her in the eye, especially when she’s prodding around with her FONDUE FORK!


Before you can stay for ever I need to establish that you’re as BAD as you look. Last thing I want is you coming back to me later complaining that you don’t deserve the inhospitality of the Hothell Darkness!


ANSWER TRUTHFULLY


1. Your granny gives you a present for Christmas, but there is a notice on the box stating BATTERIES NOT INCLUDED and she has forgotten to buy you any. Do you steal the batteries from her pacemaker?


2. Have you ever snapped a book’s spine? Did it make you feel sinisterly powerful and send you scurrying out to look for other vulnerable titles?


3. Have you ever wished upon a star then ducked under the police cordon and shot him with your peashooter?


4. Could you fill a hamster with concrete and bury it under the patio? (If the answer is yes, see me afterwards)


5. If you were playing a War Game with tin soldiers would you use a blow torch to nuke your opponents?


You’ve answered YES to all of these questions, haven’t you? CONGRATULATIONS! You will be staying in the Hothell Darkness for ever. In case you’re worried that staying in this five-star pit is going to be a bit like hanging around the house getting bored on a wet Sunday, you’d be wrong. It doesn’t rain down here.


Besides, there’s plenty to do while you’re slowly rotting in this hothell. You could always join our DEADLY TOY-MAKERS’ CLUB which does such a useful job clearing the Earth of bad children. It meets every day in the sweatshop between the hours of 5.00 am – 11.00 pm. Help manufacture cute but deadly toys such as the racing-car game SCALECTRIFY. With just a couple of crossed-wires in the handset, it’s perfect for electrocuting little boys!


Help build our special edition Cluedo with real murder weapons, and our rocking horse called Icarus that unscrews its hooves from its rockers, grows wings and flies straight into the sun with screaming children stuck to its Velcro saddle. Or chop-along-a-CHOPERATION, where we cleverly substitute plastic surgical instruments for real ones thus ensuring that kids save me the time and bother by chopping each other up on the kitchen table!


So do something useful with your afterlife. And why not bring some hot tea and a packet of Rich Tea biscuits and relax with a copy of our visitor’s book (or as I prefer to call it The Book of Grizzly Tales) in which you can read all about the naughty antics of our other guests.


I nearly forgot; if you’re bringing stuff with you, pop in some strawberry flavoured throat sweets for the roaring sore throat you’ll get from all the screaming you’ll be doing!
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The naughty children in these tales all live in the Doll’s House. It’s a tiny extension out the back of the Hothell Darkness what I reserve for guests who think that toys are there to be abused. If they haven’t stolen toys or broken them, these horrible brats have beaten them up.


Hello, I’m your


friend!


Not a sausage!


tap tap tap tap tap tap tap tap tap tap tap tap


Why do boys have sticky fingers?


I CAN NOW. I CAN!


Bzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz!


Ooh, there they are now my little Dollies, as I like to call them. Once they get down here, I give them a taste of their own medicine by treating them no better than toys. When they break they stay broken, when I grow tired of their faces or my three-headed pet dog, Seborrhoea, shreds them with his teeth, I chuck them in the bin. Easy come, easy go! Who needs two legs or a head when one stump and a severed neck will do?


Now you’re scared of reading further. Oh go on! What have you got to lose? Apart from your life, and the majority of your body parts. Exactly!


Jealousy is a terrible sickness for which there is no cure but self-control. Greed, on the other hand, or the acquisition of possessions that do not belong to you, can be cured in several ways. ASBOs are occasionally handy, prison sentences can sometimes work, and chain gangs are not without their merits, but there is one cure for greed that never fails. Intestines stuffed with blood and meat, or should I say … SAUSAGES!


This is a tale about a greedy little boy who wanted other peoples’ toys so BADLY that he forgot the golden rule …
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I LOVE it when children forget the rules!





The Night-night Porter


*OK. I lied about the 10,000 volts, but it was for your own good.
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There was a windswept town on the Yorkshire Moors called Hockengristle: a slate-grey valley town; a dull, damp spot surrounded by sucking bogs and quicksand. For those poor souls born in Hockengristle there was no way out. Just the fog and the fear and for the lucky few, a poor quality satellite television service.


There was also a famous butcher’s shop. It stood on the High Street amidst its dull counterparts; a shining, prosperous business with a striped red awning and, fresh every morning in the window, trays of white bones and puddling red meat. Any butcher will tell you that the fresher the meat the better the business.
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The business was run by three generations of the same family, the Knucklebones. There was grandfather Gideon, ninety years with blood on his hands; his son Chopper, fifty years with one eye and three fingers; and his son, Chuck, eleven years wise with a taste for liver and heart. The strange thing was, even though all three were still alive, they had never been seen together.


In the same town, but born of different stock, lived a boy called Gilbert Leek. He came from a family with money. His mother had inherited a sugar plantation when she was twenty-one and his father lived off the income. The first words that Gilbert ever spoke were not ‘mummy’, ‘daddy’ or ‘doggy’, but ‘Give me a thousand pounds.’ Luckily, his mother had the sense to say ‘no’. Unlike Gilbert she had learned that money had to be respected first and spent second, not the other way round.
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You’re not popular, Emily





By the time he was three, Gilbert had still not received a penny and was fed up. In Gilbert’s world the most popular child was the child who had all the newest toys that nobody else could afford. If he wanted to become top dog in his playgroup, therefore, he needed a big pot of cash to buy the newest toys. But he didn’t get it. By the age of eight, after five years of wheedling, he finally convinced his parents to give him one pound a week pocket money, but it was still not enough. Come his eleventh birthday, he was so fed up with being poor that he devised a plan to make himself an overnight fortune. Ironically, the first thing he had to do was spend the £121.50 that he’d saved from his pocket money on a digital camera.
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The following morning, he did not come down for breakfast. His mother was calling out his name in the hallway when a ransom note, written using letters cut from a newspaper, plopped through the letterbox.
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There was a photograph of Gilbert standing forlornly against a wall holding that morning’s newspaper. In a flash, Gilbert’s parents rushed upstairs to Gilbert’s bedroom where, to their horror, they found an open window and evidence of a fierce struggle.


‘He really has been kidnapped!’ gasped his mother, clutching her heart and swooning into Gilbert’s father’s arms. Unfortunately he was looking at the photograph at the time and she fell on the floor.


‘Look at that!’ he cried, pointing at the wallpaper in Gilbert’s bedroom. ‘The room he’s being held in has exactly the same wallpaper as this room.’


‘Isn’t life strange?’ said his mother, rubbing the bump on her head. And they hurried off to the bank to withdraw the money to have their son released.
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The next morning after the ransom had been paid, Gilbert was returned home without shoes and with terrifying stories of how badly he had been treated.


‘They stole my trainers,’ he cried, ‘forced me to eat tinned fruit and wouldn’t let me watch the telly!’ His parents were shocked and made a fuss of their precious son, unaware that nestling in the waistband of his underpants, next to the £121.50 digital camera (with built-in timer for perfect self-portraits), was a large wad of cash that would change Gilbert’s life forever!


Suddenly, the world was Gilbert’s oyster. He had everything he wanted; more money than he could ever dream of, money with which he could buy all the latest toys to become the envy of his school friends.


‘The more you flash your cash around, the more people like you,’ he told his teddy bear the next morning. ‘It’s a jealousy thing.’ He was living proof that money can buy you anything – skateboards, trainers, mobile phones, even friends! What no one tells you, however, is that money can also buy you a one way ticket to a poor man’s picnic with the worms!
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