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  Chapter 1




  It was a bright summer’s day on Floran. The planet had received an incredible rainfall with many occurrences of sudden, yet extreme, downpours.




  The countryside looked absolutely stunning with long stretches of brilliant green pastures and endless vistas of multi-coloured trees and plant life.




  The important thing was that Green Planet was now a peaceful place, flourishing not only with amazing plant life, but also with incredible goodness and truth.




  It was a paradise granted to the kind and genuine druid named Patroux, who had sacrificed his life for its gain.




  Patroux’s house lay out on an open field. It had been magically assembled by the druid and his three beautiful flower fairies, Lily Madonna, Violet Paulina, and Rose Gallica. It was a fairly large dwelling that accommodated the four quite comfortably, with everyone having their own bedroom and washing facility. These quarters led down a wide passageway to an enormous dining area with a beautiful crystal chandelier displayed above with twelve candles evenly spread around it.




  Underneath the large chandelier was a large round table made from earth oak. The three flower fairies each had a petite high chair fashioned with steel backs bent to form the shape of each of their flower names; lily, violet and rose. The long legs were also made from twisted steel, and the seat itself was made from oak. Patroux’s oak seat was positioned a lot lower for his size, and it had a twisted steel picture of the three flower fairy flowers on its back.




  The dwelling itself was built from large slabs of stone and looked rather quaint.




  The last room, which was the lounge, at the end of the house, was one built for comfort, with a large pink couch in the centre, along with several fairy-size bean bags scattered over the area.




  Patroux was a brilliant artist, and several of his still life scenes were placed on the walls throughout the stone house.




  Unusually, in place of the roof, Patroux had placed an enormous greenhouse on top of the house, which slanted downwards at an angle just like the roof would have.




  A spiral staircase led from the corner of the lounge up into the enormous greenhouse roof.




  Patroux stood amongst an incredible array of greenhouse flowers, squirting them with a magical blooming spray to make them absolutely shine, and watering them with his daisy painted watering can. He wiped the mist off his black thick rimmed spectacles and squirted his beautiful specimens from left to right in the most ladylike manner. He mopped his sweaty balding head with a pink towel, and placed his hand on his side, fanning his flowery red robe to try and cope with the tremendous heat of the day.




  Floran boasted the most incredible flowers, unseen anywhere else in the universe, and Patroux’s greenhouse was a mini version of its tremendous splendour.




  His largest specimen was an enormous pod plant that had three pods in place, and when a pod opened it contained an exquisite red flower with a large yellow probe.




  The pod plant was Patroux’s prize possession and he treated it like his baby.




  He had created the most incredible magic grow sticks, which had caused some of his amazing specimens to double if not triple in size. The pod plant must have been a whopping three times its normal size, and stood five feet tall and nearly as wide.




  Another one of his favourites, on the other side of the unusual greenhouse, was an enormous cactus-like plant with long thick stems sprouting from its base, which looked very much like an octopus with long tentacles. In place of the rings on the tentacles, several bright red petal flowers sprouted. The octopus plant must have been at least six feet tall and touched the roof of the greenhouse.




  




  




  




  Patroux walked towards the front of the greenhouse to put his magic grow sticks away in a box on the shelf where they would be safe.




  The dog ear plant stationed at the side almost seemed to watch him as he walked.




  The plant itself was rather unusual and had a thick white stem with black dots on it.




  The leaves were also large and white with black polka dots. The dog ear flowers were like round black pods with large white petals with black spots. The petals hung from either side of each pod like dog ears. The pod itself looked like a dog’s mouth with a sticky bud in its centre, and it even made a soft yapping sound as Patroux walked past.




  ‘No, dog ears!’ Patroux rapped, tapping his fingers on the pod. ‘Definitely no grow sticks for dog ears. I can just imagine the racket you would make if you were three times your size.’




  The dog ears seemed to growl for a moment and then started making panting noises.




  ‘Water, I can give you,’ Patroux said with a chuckle, and gave the dog ear a splash of water from his can. ‘You are lucky that you can at least tell me you are thirsty, my darlings. Those poor plants on Earth cannot utter a peep.’




  Patroux removed his sickle from his belt and trimmed a long stick protruding from the dog ear arrangement. Immediately all of the dog ears started yelping as if they had been injured. ‘Now, now, no need to overreact,’ Patroux remarked, tapping one of the dog ears with his finger. ‘It was only a small trim.’




  Patroux had given his lolly-grogs a grow stick to suck on from time to time as well.




  The lolly-grogs looked like large grey prunes mounted on a thick green stick. They had started off quite small but now the grogs looked like hideous lumpy black basketballs.




  ‘My, oh my!’ Patroux gasped, holding his hand to his mouth in alarm. ‘My goodness gracious, you grogs are looking absolutely hideous these days. I must remember to keep the grow sticks away from you. Maybe if you served some kind of a purpose I would understand, but…’




  Patroux felt a tap on his shoulder, turned around quickly, and gasped in fright.




  ‘Lily Madonna, it’s you, darling. You made me jump. ‘




  ‘Terribly sorry, Patroux, I never meant to scare you,’ replied the flower fairy in an English accent, and smiled sweetly. ‘I forget from time to time that you are still trying to recover from the way things used to be.’




  Lily Madonna flapped her transparent pearl white wings and fluttered her pale blue eyes sweetly in succession. Her head hung to one side and her trumpet lily flowers bloomed elegantly from her dainty head. Her pale green complexion glowed radiantly as she stroked the druid’s face.




  ‘Not at all, sweetie pie,’ Patroux chuckled, waving his hand up and down. ‘I’m quite over the shock of how things were here on Floran a while ago, just caught a bit of a scare, that’s all. Oh yes, you ladies wanted help with your flower beds – after you, dearest.’




  Patroux thought back to the time when Jasmine Azor, the evil flower fairy, was ruling over Floran with an iron fist. A time when he had been banished to a flower pot as a parrot plant, unable to speak for himself, only able to mimic the flower fairies like a pathetic bird. It was a dark, lonely time for him, a time he would much rather forget.




  He followed Lily Madonna down the spiral staircase and out the front door. Rose Gallica and Violet Paulina were sitting on a huge open stretch of lawn, several yards from the house.




  ‘Gallica and Paulina have found the ingredients for your magic digging spell that you were looking for, Patroux,’ Lily Madonna said, floating at his side. ‘Gallica nearly got lost trying to find the acorns, though. Then again, she could most probably get lost in her own bedroom.’




  ‘Now, now,’ Patroux said sharply, with a grin on his face. ‘No need to be nasty.’




  Paulina stood up and grinned at Patroux. ‘Cum on guys, mun,’ she spoke in her rough Nigerian accent. ‘We be needing that magic spell af Patroux’s.’ She had a light brown complexion and bright hazel eyes. Her head was covered in small violets and her wings were a transparent purple. She was an African beauty.




  Rose Gallica, on the other hand, was the most beautiful flower fairy of them all.




  Whatever she lacked in brains she made up for in good looks. She had a neat arrangement of red roses in place of hair and her complexion was very fair. She possessed the most alluring dark blue eyes and a pair of transparent light pink wings. Her beauty was absolutely spellbinding. ‘Look, Patroux, I found ze acorns, oui,’ the French beauty said sweetly, showing Patroux the large nut she held in her tiny hand.




  ‘Well done, my darlings!’ Patroux said excitedly. ‘Now let the fun begin.’




  ‘Fun in the sun, yeah, mun,’ Paulina chirped.




  ‘Wow, Paulina!’ Patroux exclaimed. ‘Did you design that fantastic looking spade?’




  ‘I did, Patroux, mun,’ she answered loudly. ‘We be making da finest spades in Nigeria, mun. Us black people be digging deep durk holes back home aplenty.’




  Paulina had fashioned the most beautiful little spade using a simple spell that Patroux had taught her. Patroux smiled and patted her affectionately on her shoulder.




  Next to the spade lay the acorn, of course, along with several sticks, a strip of bark and a frond of fern.




  Many evil creatures of destruction were created in the past on Floran, using recipes like the ones Patroux was using. The only difference was that Patroux was using recipes with plant content that would benefit everyone in a good way. Patroux was about to create none other than the garden variety acorn digger.




  First, he placed the piece of bark on the ground below. Connecting to the bark he placed the pieces of stick to form twiggy hands and legs. Next to the bark he placed the acorn for a head, and on top of the acorn he placed the piece of fern. Then he took the perfectly formed wooden spade and placed it at the acorn digger’s side.




  Patroux dug deep into his flowery pocket and withdrew his precious book of spells. His spells were all written in a language unknown to ordinary people on earth. Only people with special capabilities in magic could fathom the strange text.




  The flower fairies were learning the special tongue and were coming along quite nicely with their magical abilities. The spell which Patroux read translates to English as follows:




  ‘Oh pieces of plant matter, connected to take form, Twisted and sewn together, obedient whistling digger be born, To toil by the day with a little wooden spade, Perfect sand bed, flower garden to be made And though there be only one worker from my potent little chant, Let he be multiplied into many helpers, this I do grant.’




  




  As Patroux completed the clever acorn digger spell, the sticks immediately jumped to attention and bent up and down like a tiny pair of legs, stretching to get ready for a jog. Next, the piece of bark jumped into place to form the body. Then more sticks jumped up to form the arms. The sticks grabbed the little wooden spade and swung it from left to right like a cricket bat. The acorn popped on next as the digger’s head, and spun around wildly like a spinning top. Once the acorn stopped spinning and combined comfortably with the bark body, the fern frond floated up to the acorn and plucked itself firmly at the side of the acorn woody cup, which looked like a neat round hat. Finally the acorn digger stretched its entire body and yawned as if it was waking from a deep sleep. Content with the way it had formed, it started splitting up into several other acorn diggers, all equipped with a little spade. The flower fairies were absolutely fascinated by the rapidly developing acorn digger brigade, and ooh’ed and aah’ed them all the way.




  As the acorn digger duplicated, it looked like two separate diggers wrestling each other to split apart, and once they were separated the process would continue with each of them dividing into another two all over again. It was the most fascinating experience to see the acorn digger population explode in such a manner. Patroux had used the diggers many years ago and stood grinning at the way the flower fairies responded to his magic.




  Once the acorn digger troop had formed, they all lined up in several rows and immediately began digging at the open stretch of weeds and grass. They worked with incredible enthusiasm, and to the flower fairies’ surprise they started whistling together in succession like a group of street workers digging up an old tarmac.




  Paulina clapped her hands together with glee. She was about to plant the largest garden of violets known to mankind, and she was absolutely delighted at the thought.




  ‘This is great news, mun,’ she said with excitement and flew up to Patroux and gave him a kiss on the cheek. ‘Ah, mun, you are the greatest.’




  Before Patroux had a chance to take in the moment, Gallica was flapping at his side, impatiently yanking him by the hem of his robe.




  ‘Zyou show me now, oui?’ she asked excitedly. ‘Zyou said you would teach me ze acorn digger spell, oui?’




  ‘Yes, of course I did, Gallica dear, in a second, my child.’




  Patroux had promised Gallica that she could recite the acorn digger spell to create her own rose garden from scratch. Now he was starting to have second thoughts.




  Patroux had magically created parchment from trees and used an ink thistle for a pen, and ink from a marvellous red ink squirting plant indigenous to Floran.




  He had written the spell down neatly for her to recite. He insisted on coming with her to ensure that she recited the spell properly. However, Gallica would have nothing of it; she absolutely insisted on reciting the poem and creating her entire rose garden on her own. Patroux was soft and decided to give her the benefit of the doubt. The other flower fairies always teased her and made her feel intellectually inferior, so she was determined to prove them wrong by creating her garden all on her own.




  Gallica flew across the large green expanse of open field and settled down near a pile of acorn digger parts that she had collected earlier that day. The rose flower bed she was about to create was situated near the forest, right next to an enormous tree with dark red leaves. The large tree would blend so nicely with her rose garden, which was why she chose that space.




  Gallica placed her set of spell instructions down carefully on a large boulder, jutting out next to the large tree. She settled on the ground and scratched her head while pondering over how the acorn digger should piece together.




  Rather sadly, though, she never noticed who came creeping up the boulder next to her. It was none other than Jasmine Azor. She had been banished to her original state as a jasmine creeper by Chimzen, the wizard, less than a year before, and now she writhed about on her belly like a slippery serpent. Once a stunning flower fairy, just like Gallica, she was now stripped of all her power and grace because of her evil nature and greed. Finally, Azor had seized the opportunity to steal back her power.




  The question was: will she ever get that lucky?




  




  




  




  The wicked jasmine creeper edged slowly towards the piece of parchment lying on the rock. The coast was clear for a moment while Gallica carefully pieced the acorn digger together. Azor groped at the parchment with one of her tiny leaves. She held a red ink squirting pen twisted between her vines. Carefully she applied the red ink squirting pen and continued writing Patroux’s spell, ending it off with the evil wording that she wanted to use. She was an expert in the language of magic, but she knew that Gallica was slow and unsure of many of the foreign words. She would hopefully not understand all that was written on the parchment and read it out loud in the belief that it was pure and true.




  ‘Zat looks perfect,’ Gallica said with excitement, after piecing the acorn digger together. ‘Now for ze magical spell, oui.’




  Gallica flew up to the rock and reached for the parchment. Azor released it at precisely the same moment and rolled over like a dead stick. Fortunately for her, Gallica was too preoccupied with the spell and never even noticed the jasmine creeper baking in the sun. Azor fluttered her blossoms in relief and slyly slipped away into the forest.




  Gallica studied the parchment and never noticed the change in the handwriting in which the spell was written, not even for a moment. Azor was a master at pulling off deception.




  Without waiting a moment longer, Gallica read the spell out loud, which when translated read as follows:




  ‘Oh pieces of plant matter, connected to take form, Twisted and sewn together, obedient digger be born, To toil by the day with a little wooden spade, Perfect sand bed, flower garden to be made, And though there be only one worker from my potent little chant, Let he be multiplied into many helpers, this I do grant, Then let’s not forget to remember one thing, The spade whistler digger, evil power must bring, From whistler to whisperer to every tree tell, Transformed to a goblin digger straight out of hell, Whisper dark secrets, make them nasty and sick, Instil treacherous rebellion, be hasty, be quick.’




  




  Gallica read the spell with vigour and enthusiasm. She thought for a brief moment that the poem seemed a tad long and the handwriting looked slightly different towards the end, but shrugged it off. She had little understanding of the second half of the spell but trusted it to be the magic that she required.




  She stood, rubbing her hands together with glee, as the acorn digger took shape.




  The legs, body and head all formed as expected. Then things started looking a bit strange. The acorn digger took the wooden spade and strapped it over its shoulder across its back like a six string guitar. The fern frond was magically pasted at the back of its acorn head and pointed down instead of at the side pointing up, and the digger’s bark abdomen bent forward a bit like a hunch back. Suddenly the acorn digger’s body and spade turned pitch black and its acorn face was pasted with a demonic grin.




  The acorn digger was no conventional garden digger, but it appeared to be an acorn digging goblin instead. It held a wicked pose and looked like an alien invader of sorts. The process was completed within a few seconds, before Gallica realized what was going on, so as to alert Patroux.




  The digger goblin numbers increased at a furious rate, and within seconds they had multiplied into hundreds of thousands of replications. The replications dispersed rapidly across the land like a swarm of locusts. Gallica screamed at the top of her lungs. Patroux and her sister flower fairies rushed to her aid. But it was too late for that, the damage was already done.




  ‘What on earth have you done, my dear?’ Patroux asked, looking completely bewildered.




  ‘I just read ze spell, Patroux, zat is all!’ Gallica cried, shrugging her shoulders.




  ‘Milljuns and milljuns of the deadly beasts, mun,’ Paulina said, looking alarmed.




  Patroux grabbed the piece of paper that the spell was written on and he speedily read through it. Suddenly his face turned deathly pale, and a thick layer of sweat formed on his brow.




  ‘What is it, Patroux?’ Lily Madonna asked in expectation. ‘What on earth went wrong, dear?’




  ‘We are doomed,’ Patroux replied, allowing the parchment to slip through his fingers and float away in the breeze. Patroux stood wide eyed with his mouth hanging open in shock.




  The acorn goblins sprinted across the open land on all fours with broad grins on their faces. They accelerated across Floran at an incredible speed. From above they looked like a black plague spreading across the grass into the forest. Every tree received an acorn goblin. They climbed up the trunks and settled there like a tick on a cow, blending in until they became one. The spade on their backs formed a signature, leaving an indented impression behind.




  Then the whispering began. Like an infectious disease, the acorn goblins whispered to the trees, filling them with evil poison. The spell that set Floran free was broken.




  Every plant creature of goodness and truth was bound and cursed, and all of creation bowed down to the acorn goblin whisperer’s evil presence, and obeyed the dark spell that now dominated the land.




  




  




  




  




  Chapter 2




  Emmaline Sawyer, called Emma by her friends, sat gazing out Mr Whittle’s maths classroom window, contemplating the weekend ahead. Considering it was only Monday she had a lot of daydreaming to do before she got there. She was a stunning blonde-haired girl with bright blue eyes and an athletic build, and she was considered a dream girlfriend by every boy in the Ninth Grade. Many of them were caught red handed with her name either etched or written on their pencil case. One of the ‘I love you madly, Emmaline’ pencil case culprits was none other than Robert Nothling, the podgy kid seated at the front of the classroom, who spent most of his time daydreaming. He may have been a complete fool at mathematics but he scored full marks when it came to creative thinking.




  Mr Whittle continued with the magical art of droning. His lessons were a certain way of putting even the most attentive and alert pupil to sleep. Today Robert was not sleeping though; he was gazing at Emma instead. In Robert’s mind the two of them were taking a romantic trip in the love boat down to Together forever land.




  Most girls would have been annoyed with all the staring, but Emma absolutely loved it. The more eyes on her, the better for her bloated ego. She loved attention, and to ensure that she had lots of it, she loved to tell all the boys who were kissing her feet exaggerated stories about herself as well. Her lying was so out of control that it was extremely hard to tell whether she was being truthful or not, when she spoke to you.




  Emma noticed something strange suddenly appear in the sky. Now this is when things start sounding just like one of her tall stories.




  This wasn’t the first time she had seen this either. This reminded her of something that happened to her in the Eighth Grade with Philip and Frank.




  ‘It’s those silver ball things,’ she mumbled to herself.




  Robert noticed the expression on Emma’s face and quickly looked outside to see what had caused her to jump. Suddenly there was a soft tapping noise on the window.




  ‘What on earth was that?’ Robert whispered to himself, running his fingers through his curly brown hair.




  The sun reflected off the three magical balls and caught Frank and Philip’s attention. They were always on the lookout for unusual things since their last visit to Green Planet. As for the rest of the class; well, they were all daydreaming.




  ‘What on earth are you staring at, young man?’ Mr Whittle asked Robert. ‘Can’t you see that I am busy with my lesson?’




  ‘Er … it was the birds, Sir, flying by the window, Sir,’ Robert stammered.




  ‘Are you going completely mad, young man?’ Mr Whittle snapped, slamming his pointer stick on his desk. ‘Not so very long ago you told me exactly the same thing.




  Yes, Mr Nothling, last year you told me you were watching blinking birds. And I told you that this is not a Biology lesson. If you want to stare outside, then do so in your own time.’




  Robert sat there staring blankly at his maths teacher, without responding to his speech.




  Frank immediately exchanged glances with Philip and they both stood up quickly and looked out the window. Yes, it was most definitely the wizard’s magical teleporting trio, spinning near the window. Emma waved her hand in the air to get Frank’s attention. Frank glanced at her for a second and she nodded to show that she had also seen the trio. Frank looked forward and pretended not to notice her reaction.




  Philip stood up in a hurry and asked Mr Whittle if he could go to the bathroom.




  




  




  




  ‘Certainly not, Mr Birch,’ he snapped, pointing his stick close to Philip’s nose. ‘It is almost break, young man, just hold on a minute, or would you like to also do a bit of bird watching outside as well?’




  ‘No, Sir, I’m absolutely bursting. Please, Sir!’




  ‘Very well, young man, if you must,’ Mr Whittle responded, looking agitated.




  Philip scrambled out the door, tripping over several schoolbags lying on the floor.




  The next thing, Frank’s hand was in the air. ‘Sir, please can I also go, Sir.’




  ‘Is this some kind of a classroom prank, Mr Featherstone?’




  ‘No, Sir, I’m serious, Sir.’




  ‘You will wait until break time, Mr Featherstone, and that is final.’ Mr Whittle slammed his pointer stick on Frank’s desk in frustration.




  But Frank could not wait a moment longer – he had to see what the trio were doing outside. Without thinking things through properly, he grabbed his water bottle used for Physical Education and squirted the front of his trousers wet with it. Then he promptly jumped up and shouted, ‘I can’t hold it in any longer, Sir, I’m absolutely bursting!’ Everyone in the classroom gave him one look and their eyes nearly fell out.




  Had Frank Featherstone really wet his trousers? Everyone sat still without saying a word. Nobody would dare laugh at the school boxing champion if they valued their lives.




  ‘For goodness’ sake go, young man, go!’ Mr Whittle moaned. He was horrified at the sight of Frank’s wet trousers, and his face was flushed red with embarrassment on Frank’s behalf. Frank belted over the schoolbags and scrambled out the door. The second he left the classroom the bell rang for break. Everyone in the classroom laughed at Frank’s charade, finding his strange behaviour quite unbelievable.




  Philip dashed around the end of the classroom and headed straight towards the sports field where he had seen the Malco trio.




  The three shiny balls spun in between each other, radiating shimmering metallic colours. Philip could see them clearly up ahead.




  ‘Wait, Philip, I’m coming!’ Frank yelled, trailing close behind. The trio were thinking about teleporting Frank and Philip to the woods, but it was too dangerous.




  After the bell had rung, hundreds of school children appeared from the classrooms and walked out on to the open field to sit down and eat their lunch.




  The trio disappeared in a split second and Frank and Philip gazed after them in dismay.




  ‘Wow, Frank, why are your trousers wet?’ Philip asked, looking puzzled.




  ‘Oh, I wet them by mistake,’ Frank mumbled, obviously embarrassed. ‘So, what should we do now?’




  ‘Knowing the Malco trio, they wouldn’t just come here for nothing. I think Chimzen needs us.’




  ‘I was thinking the same thing, Philip; let’s go and pay our wizard friend a visit then.’




  ‘Can you even remember where his tree house is, Frank?’




  ‘Yes, that’s no problem. I think that eight foot wall might be a mission to get over though.’




  The boys jogged to the end of the field and climbed through a hole in the fence.




  Luckily for them the fence had not been repaired since they last climbed through it.




  Emma rushed outside, dumping her schoolbag next to the classroom wall. Robert dragged his way through the door, wondering what the strange shiny things that he had seen earlier on were.




  ‘Come with me, fat boy,’ Emma demanded, grabbing Robert by his school tie. She would have gone alone but she was too petrified to be out in the woods alone because she had heard far too many ghost stories about the place. ‘I need you to come with me to the woods for some moral support. We need to catch up with those two friends of yours and find those silver ball things.’




  ‘So you know what those things were then?’ Robert asked, dropping his schoolbag next to the classroom wall.




  ‘Of course I do, fatso, they are my good friends,’ Emma lied. She had a good memory of the previous year’s detention and seeing the trio flying up in the sky. In fact, she had informed the entire Planet Earth of her findings. The only problem was, she was an expert at telling tall stories and nobody believed her farfetched recollection.




  Emma dragged Robert around the corner and across the sports field. They could see two people near the fence up ahead and Emma assumed that it was Philip and Frank.




  They finally reached the fence with a hole in it and Robert was panting like a lost dog.




  ‘Y-You don’t expect me to climb through there, do you?’ he gasped.




  ‘Come on, you fat lug, I’ll give you a push.’




  Even after being insulted several times, Robert still loved Emma. In fact, he would do anything for her, even if that meant sacrificing his life.




  ‘Ok, ok, I’ll do it,’ he surrendered.




  Robert panted and puffed, scratching himself to pieces in the process of forcing his bulging stomach through the undersized hole. Emma stood behind him, shoving him with all the strength she had. Robert finally popped out to the other side like the baby of a pregnant woman who has just given birth. Emma climbed the fence and popped through without even touching the sides.




  ‘Run, Robert, run!’ she cried, pushing him roughly. ‘We need to see where they are going.’




  ‘Ok, cool down.’




  Robert jogged to the street and checked for cars. There was one coming so he leaned over and panted heavily to catch his breath. Emma yelled to him that the road was clear and she yanked him across by his shirt. She noticed Frank’s head popping down the other side of the eight foot wall and ran towards where he was. Robert complained and begged her to slow down. There was a thick creeper growing over the wall that was strong enough to pull themselves up with.




  ‘Are you ready, Rob?’




  ‘Just a second, let me get my breath,’ he gasped, leaning against the wall. ‘What’s the plan, Emma?’




  ‘You are too fat for me to push up so I’m gonna go up first then I’m gonna try pull you up.’




  ‘O-Ok, if you think that will work, I suppose we can try.’




  Emma attempted to climb the creeper but slipped at first. Finally, she managed to pull herself up to the top of the wall.




  ‘And stop looking at my knickers, fatso,’ she barked.




  ‘Was not,’ Robert muttered and quickly looked down at the ground.




  ‘Ok, I’m on top of the wall now,’ Emma gasped, leaning forward to give Robert a hand.




  Robert grabbed a hold of the thick creeper half heartedly and made an attempt at climbing up. He managed to pull himself up by one arm’s length, then let out a loud grunt and slid back to the ground.




  ‘There is no way I can climb this stupid wall,’ he complained, wiping his sweaty face across his sleeve. ‘This is useless, Emma, you carry on by yourself. I’m too fat to get up this blasted wall.’




  ‘Never mind, Robert, it’s not serious.’




  




  




  




  ‘Huh, it’s not?’ Robert answered, looking confused.




  ‘Never mind, you can go home if you want, Robert, I just thought that you may have liked to get a nice fat kiss from me when you get to the other side, that’s all.’




  ‘A nice fat what?’ Robert gasped, looking at a loss for words.




  ‘Yes, a nice fat kiss, Robbie dearest,’ Emma said in her sweetest tone, and leaned forward and blew him a kiss. ‘A nice kiss right on the lips for the man that climbs over this wall in the next five minutes.’




  He could not believe what he was hearing; this had been his secret fantasy ever since he was ten. Robert turned from complete wimp to superman in seconds. He clutched hold of the creeper like a world class mountaineer scaling Everest. He took a solid grip and hoisted his way up in seconds; he didn’t need Emma’s assistance at all. Emma chuckled to herself and climbed down the other side. In a matter of seconds, Robert joined her on the other side.




  ‘Great stuff,’ Emma cheered, patting Robert heartily on his shoulder. ‘Well, let’s be off then, hopefully we can still catch up with those guys.’




  ‘But, wait a minute, Emma,’ Robert protested, standing on the spot like someone who has just been swindled. ‘Where’s my kiss?’




  ‘That will be the day that I will ever kiss a fat arse like yourself, Robert.’




  ‘That’s not fair, Emma, why did you pull such a nasty trick on me?’




  ‘Well, it got you over the wall, didn’t it? Come, Robbie dear, we had best get cracking now.’




  ‘Well, all right then,’ he groaned, and jogged to catch up.




  It was a scorching afternoon in Senton Village and Robert was sweating heavily and his face was red. Emma felt quite hot, but hadn’t even broken a sweat yet.




  The two teenagers were walking briskly along a path that headed deep into the woods. They were both scanning the land on the lookout for Philip and Frank.




  Unfortunately the grass had grown very tall in places and it was difficult to see if there was anyone walking up ahead.




  ‘This place gives me the creeps, Rob. With all those stories you hear about people just vanishing into thin air, it makes me absolutely petrified.’




  ‘It’s not so bad with you here, Emma. I think I’d be pretty scared if I was out here on my own though.’




  ‘You are right there, Rob. Make sure you stick close then.’




  They had walked quite a lot further along the path with no sign of anybody. Then the path suddenly split into two, leaving them in an uncertain situation.




  ‘I think it’s this way,’ Emma said, taking the path to the left.




  ‘No, wait, Emma, I can see something lying near the path on the right.’




  ‘You can?’




  Emma immediately walked backwards and followed Robert to the right.




  ‘Look, it’s one of Philip’s soggy white hankies,’ Robert said, holding it up by the tip in disgust.




  ‘Yuck, I hate those things,’ Emma said and pulled a face. ‘So disgusting, carrying snot around in your pocket all day.’




  ‘Yeah, Philip doesn’t like them either, but you know what his mother is like?’




  ‘Yeah, whatever Mrs Birch says goes; everyone at Senton High knows what kind of an unreasonable mother she can be.’




  Robert led the way along the path for a long stretch. Emma was quite impressed with his sudden burst of energy. The path went on for a long while, leading all the way to the far end of the woods. The further in they walked, the more beautiful the flowers and trees they came across, as if a wise gardener had had a hand in creating these magnificent natural gardens. Unbeknown to Robert and Emma, it was all simply magic.




  




  




  




  The two finally arrived at the outskirts of the woods. There was a large tree in front of them that blocked the path. Robert was sure he could hear voices up ahead and motioned to Emma to be quiet. He peeked around the large tree in front and to his amazement he saw Frank and Philip standing next to a large pepper tree, with three shiny magical balls spinning around them.




  ‘You will not believe what I just saw,’ Robert gasped, turning from bright red to pale.




  ‘What is it, Robert?’ Emma demanded and carefully looked around the tree to take a peek. ‘You must be kidding with me, fatso, there is nothing here.’




  ‘B-But, that’s impossible,’ he stammered, fumbling across to have another look.




  ‘Frank and Ph-Philip were here with those magical ball friends of yours, just a second ago, I swear.’




  ‘Then where are they, dumb-dumb?’




  ‘Haven’t a clue, Emma, but I swear they were there. I’ll put my life on it.’




  




  




  




  




  




  Chapter 3




  The Malco trio were the good wizard’s right hand aid. The three balls were filled with many magic capabilities, created from the finest of magic ingredients; absolutely priceless possessions, the wizard’s closest friends.




  The three balls came spinning down the tree with excitement. Zen, Zip and Zet were absolutely delighted to see the boys after such a long while.




  ‘Malco trio!’ the boys exclaimed, jumping up with joy.




  ‘I told you they would hear us calling,’ Philip said, reaching out to touch the magical ball. He took hold of Zip and she was very pleased to see him. She immediately changed from metallic green to bright yellow; then she went multi-coloured and looked a lot like a Smarties box.




  ‘Hello, Philip, we are so pleased to see you!’ she squeaked loudly. ‘Hello, Frank, how are you?’




  ‘Just very glad to see you balls again.’




  Frank reached out to touch Zet, and being the shy ball he was, he glowed bright red and disappeared behind the tree. And the leader of the pack, Zen, bounced back and forth softly on Philip’s and Frank’s heads like a game of table tennis.




  ‘The Master will be very pleased to see you,’ Zen squeaked. ‘We were hoping that you would follow us.’




  Philip reached up to touch Zen, but he spun away from him in a flash, and giggled.




  Philip was a lanky red-headed boy with a freckled face who was always untidy and getting into mischief at school. Frank was older and taller than him with dark brown hair cut into a brush cut and an olive skin. He was well built, being a boxing champion, and had a mole on his left cheek.




  The boys stood under the tall pepper tree that supported Chimzen, the wizard’s, tree house, while the trio calculated their exact positions to teleport them up to the wizard. Teleporting was the Malco trio’s key service to the wizard. They shot up to the tree house and spun into formation on the floor, positioning themselves into an evenly spaced, floating triangle. Once the triangle was perfectly formed, each of them projected a beam of light towards each other. The light formed a solid tube of twisting rainbow colour, which shone brightly. The triangle of light hovered for a moment, gained perfect form; then it gently settled to the ground. Once the triangle had landed, the three colourful bars of light projected a surge of dazzling radiant colours upwards, linking together at a point, and forming a large pyramid of light.




  The dazzling light gradually faded and disappeared altogether. Left standing there were Frank and Philip, together in Chimzen’s peaceful abode.




  Chimzen stood up from his desk and greeted them warmly. ‘Welcome, my good friends, I am so pleased to see you again, it’s been a while, hasn’t it? Still cannot believe how the time goes.’




  The boys greeted the wizard and both of them gave him a firm embrace.




  The afternoon sunlight flooded into his tree house, which possessed lovely Cape style cottage windows on two sides. In the centre of his home stood a fairly large round stinkwood table that was rugged and unpolished. Around the table stood six matching chairs, each one beautifully carved at the back with a picture of a small animal from the woods. The table was positioned on a dark green rug with frayed edges, which gave the place a warm, homely feel. Suspended in mid air below the ceiling, above the table, a large array of small planets spun around. They were completely unique, resembling a foreign solar system. To the left of the entrance stood a long desk, extending across the length of the room. On the opposite side of the room, bookshelves extended from the ground all the way up to the ceiling. The shelves of thick stained pine were bolted to the wall. The bookshelves were open, with many of the books suspended mystically in mid air, hovering in front of the shelves. Next to the bookshelves was a large steel stand that supported what could have been a bird cage, which was covered with a light green sheet.




  Opposite the door, to the far end of the room, stood a large fish tank positioned on a steel table. The table had spiralled steel legs, which appeared a bit unstable.




  Chimzen was a pure wizard who radiated truth. He had shining blue eyes, with wispy white hair and beard. He had a large crooked pointed nose and pointy ears.




  He wore a green robe with brown trimming and pointed brown shoes. He also carried a staff, made from century-old oak. He was a very powerful wizard and Frank and Philip had a great respect for him since their last adventure.




  The wizard asked the boys to take a seat and magically produced two glasses of lemonade for them, each with a fancy decorative umbrella and a straw. The boys gulped the drinks down in the hot summer heat.




  ‘So why have you called us here today, Sir?’ Frank asked in anticipation.




  Chimzen leaned against his corner table, stroking his beard as if lost in thought.




  ‘Well, it’s like I haven’t seen you boys in a long while, and I thought you might like to help me.’




  ‘What’s the problem, Chimzen?’ Philip asked, looking concerned.




  There was another pause while Chimzen stood, tapping his fingers on his cheek.




  ‘My evil cousin has disappeared from the woods, and I have no idea where he has got to, and I thought you boys could possibly help me search these woods to see whether he is around here somewhere.’




  ‘We most certainly will do our best to help you, Sir,’ Frank obliged, looking at Philip for confirmation. Philip responded with a sharp nod.




  Chimzen looked pleased and continued with his story. ‘I went to Fenridge Towers for a few days to take care of a family member of mine who has fallen ill, and on my return there was no sign of him anywhere. I even asked the creatures of the woods if they had seen him but they all have absolutely no idea where he has got to. Not even Squidget the squirrel knows anything. He says that Mathias was here the one minute and gone the next.’




  ‘That sounds terrible, Chimzen,’ Philip said, shaking his head in dismay. ‘I wonder what sort of mischief he is up to.’




  ‘Maybe someone he knows came to visit him and took him away with him,’ Frank said.




  ‘Yeah, Frank, but Mathias is a monkey and he can’t talk; how could anyone possibly know that he was an evil wizard?’ Philip queried.




  ‘I know that his brother, Mathick from Asia, hasn’t seen him for a while,’ Chimzen said, nodding his head in realization. ‘That’s it, his brother must have seen a very excited monkey when he arrived here, and recognised it was Mathias by his streaks of blue hair.’




  ‘Sounds like the most likely scenario,’ Philip agreed.




  Chimzen suddenly started scanning the floor of his tree house as if he had just lost something, and the boys wondered what he was looking for.




  ‘Just as I suspected,’ Chimzen said and reached down to the floor. ‘Somebody else has been here over the last couple of days, judging by this foreign shoe print on my floor. Fortunately there is a soil sample here so I can investigate things further.’




  ‘Investigate things further?’ Frank asked, looking confused. ‘And how on earth could anyone get in here, whilst the laser shield protecting your tree house is activated?’
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