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1. Nanoodle Snagglebottom


  This story is a little bit different from other stories. Usually stories are about other people but this story is about you. And usually stories are made up but this story is all true. It’s about all the amazing things you did today, all that climbing and jumping and meeting an alien!


  I know what you’re thinking: you’re thinking: I didn’t meet an alien today!


  Oh yes you did! But you can’t remember because you got a bonk on the head which made you forget all about it.


  Let me tell you what happened.


  We were going to cook dinner but we’d run out of potatoes.


  “Don’t worry,” you said. “I know where to get potatoes.”


  And off you went to the woods.


  When you got to the woods, you climbed that really big tree because you thought it was a potato tree.


  Sometimes you can be a little bit silly, but that’s OK – we still love you.


  So you climbed that tree, the biggest tree in the woods. You know the one I mean. Up and up you went, higher and higher and upper and upper, until you’d climbed right up above the clouds. Then you looked out from the top branches and all you could see were clouds in every direction, like a big ocean of clouds and not a potato in sight.


  It was then that you started to think, Hmmm, maybe potatoes don’t grow on trees after all.


  And then for some reason you started to laugh.


  “Ha!” you said.


  Then you said, “Ha ha!”


  Then you said, “Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha! I don’t know why … ha ha … I’m laughing. There’s nothing … ha ha … funny up here.”


  “It’s the oxygen,” said a voice.


  “What oxygen?” you asked.


  “Trees make oxygen,” said the voice. “You’re right at the top of this tree, the biggest in the woods, so there’s a lot of oxygen up here. Breathing in oxygen makes you feel happy and that’s why you’re laughing.”


  “Oh,” you said. And then you thought, Where is that voice coming from?


  “You’re probably wondering where this voice is coming from, aren’t you?” said the voice.


  “Well, yes I am, actually,” you replied.


  “Look up,” said the voice.


  So you looked up and there, hovering silently just above your head, was a flying saucer!


  And inside the cockpit was a dog!


  “Blinkin’ Nora!” you said. “It’s a dog in a flying saucer!”


  “I’m not a dog,” said the dog that wasn’t a dog. “I’m an alien. Grrrr.”


  “You look like a dog,” you said, “and you growl like one.”


  “You look like a globbleplop,” said the alien.


  “A globbleplop? What’s a globbleplop?” you asked.


  “It’s something we have on my planet. We throw sticks and globbleplops fetch them.”


  “You mean to say on your planet you keep children as pets?” you asked.


  “They’re not children,” said the alien. “They’re globbleplops.”


  “Whatever,” you said. “What are you doing here, anyway?”


  “I’m observing your planet,” the alien replied.


  “Observing it? Why?”


  “That information is top secret. What are you doing here?”


  “That information is also top secret,” you said, “and I ain’t gonna tell ya.”


  Well, that alien didn’t look very happy at all. Maybe it was because he was a nosy sort of alien and he really wanted to know why you had climbed that great big tree. Or maybe he just didn’t like children who said things like “I ain’t gonna tell ya.” Whatever the reason, after a bit of the old silent treatment, he eventually said, “Oh, very well. I’ll give you a ride in my flying saucer if you agree to tell me why you climbed that big tree.”


  “Wow!” you said. “A ride in a flying saucer! It’s a deal!”


  So you climbed into the passenger seat and the flying saucer flew up into the sky. Higher and higher it went, so high that all the people on the Earth below looked like little ants and the ants didn’t look like anything because you couldn’t see them at all. And still you went higher and higher and upper and upper until you were so high you were in space.


  “Jiminy Cricket!” you said. “We’re in space!”


  “Space is nothing,” said the alien. “I go into space all the time. Why, I go into space every morning just to buy a newspaper. My name is Nanoodle Snagglebottom by the way, but you can call me Nanoo for short. What’s your name?”


  “That’s top secret information,” you said, “and I ain’t gonna tell ya.”


  “Geez Louise,” said Nanoo. “What an annoying kid.”


  Then Nanoo pointed the flying saucer at the Moon and in no time at all you’d landed on the Moon’s dusty surface.


  “Wow. I’m actually on the Moon.”


  “That’s right, kid,” Nanoo said. “Why don’t you go and explore? But don’t forget to wear a space suit. There’s no air here. No atmosphere at all. There’s a bar over on the dark side where they have live music on the weekend. That place has plenty of atmosphere. But here there’s none at all.”


  You didn’t really know what Nanoo was talking about but you put on a space suit anyway and went off to explore.


  The first thing you noticed was you could jump really high on the Moon. That’s because the Moon is smaller than the Earth so there’s less gravity. Gravity is the stuff that pulls you down to the ground and stops you from floating away. With less gravity, you could jump really high.


  “Wheeeee!” you shouted as you leaped over a hill. “This is fun.”


  After a while you got tired of all that leaping about so you headed back to the flying saucer. When you got back, Nanoo couldn’t see you because he was looking the other way and you heard him speaking on his communicator.


  “No, sir, I didn’t see any mungles. That is correct, sir. As far as I can see, there are no horrible, dangerous, nasty mungles on Planet Earth and it is perfectly safe to invade. Over and out.”


  Invade! These aliens were going to invade our planet! But what could you, a little child, do to stop them?


  “Hi, Nanoo,” you said. “I want to go home now. I’m late for dinner.”


  So Nanoo started up the flying saucer and off you flew back towards Earth.


  On the way, Nanoo asked you, “So how did you like the Moon?”


  “It was OK,” you answered. “But it was dead.”


  “Yes, that’s true,” Nanoo said. “It’s pretty dead all right. I should have taken you to the bar on the dark side. That place has plenty of life, especially on the weekend.”


  “Nanoo, what’s a mungle?”


  “Hey!” said Nanoo. “You’ve been listening to my private conversations. That’s top secret information. Which reminds me, now that I’ve taken you for a ride in my flying saucer, don’t forget you have to tell me why you were climbing that tree.”


  “Fair enough,” you said. “A deal’s a deal. I was climbing that tree to look for potatoes. You see, we were going to have dinner but we’d run out of potatoes and I thought that maybe that big tree was a potato tree so I thought if I climbed it I might find some.”


  “What’s a potato?” asked Nanoo.


  “You don’t know what a potato is? Wow, you’re quite stupid for an alien.”


  “Don’t call me stupid,” growled Nanoo. “Geez Louise, what an annoying kid. You don’t even know what a mungle is.”


  “Fair enough,” you replied. “I’m sorry I called you stupid.”


  Nanoo wagged his tail and smiled. “Apology accepted. Maybe you’re not such a bad kid after all.”


  “Hey, Nanoo. Could you do me a favour? Before you take me home, could we stop at the shop so I can buy some potatoes? If I go home now without any potatoes, I think everyone will be really disappointed. Pleeeeeeease?”


  “OK,” said Nanoo. “As you’re being so polite, I’ll take you to the shop first.”


  So you flew back down towards the Earth and the people still looked like ants because you were so far away, and the ants didn’t look like anything because you couldn’t see them at all. But then as you got closer and closer, the people looked like people and the ants looked like ants, which is how it should be, and Nanoo stopped the flying saucer outside the shop.


  “I won’t be a moment
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2. The Submarine Full of Bees


  What an amazing day you had today, didn’t you? You must be very tired after your adventure with those bees.


  What? You don’t remember?


  It must have been that magic flower that made you forget.


  Let me tell you about it.


  We were going to have lunch and I asked you what kind of sandwich you wanted and you said honey. But when we looked, we found we’d run out of honey.


  You said, “Don’t worry. I know where honey comes from.”


  And off you went to the woods.


  When you got to the woods, you looked around for a bee hive because you knew that bees make honey, but you couldn’t find one anywhere.


  After you’d walked around for a while, you got tired and sat down on a log. You were just sitting there, minding your own business and wondering if you’d ever find any honey when suddenly you heard something crashing through the undergrowth and a voice crying, “Ow! Ow! Ow!”


  Then a bear appeared, followed by a great cloud of angry bees.


  “BUZZ!” went the bees.


  “Ow!” went the bear.


  “BUZZ BUZZ BUZZ!” went the bees.


  “Ow! Ow! Ow!” went the bear.


  And that bear just ran straight past you without even so much as a “Good day” and disappeared into the woods closely followed by those angry, buzzing bees.


  Hmmm, you thought. I wonder what that was all about.


  You sat there for a while thinking about that bear and those bees. And then you had an idea.


  I know, you thought. Maybe they’re having a race. Maybe it’s sports day in the woods and it’s bees against bears.


  Then you thought some more and then you had another idea.


  I know, you thought. Maybe those bees were lost and they asked that bear for directions to the nearest Post Office and the bear is leading them there.


  All of a sudden …


  Nothing happened!


  So you just carried on sitting there on that log, thinking and thinking and thinking, until you had another idea. And this one was your best one yet.


  I know, you thought. Those bees are angry and they’re chasing that bear, and that bear is running away from those angry, buzzing bees.


  After thinking some more, you had yet another brilliant idea.


  I bet that bear was looking for honey just like I am, and he found a bee hive and he tried to steal that honey, so all those bees got angry and chased him away.


  And then you had another brilliant idea, even more brilliant than the one before, the most brilliant idea of them all.


  Why, that hive must be empty now because all the bees are out chasing that bear. If I follow the direction where that bear came from, I might find that hive and I can take as much honey as I want without getting stung.


  After all that thinking, your brain was feeling quite sore, so then you thought, That’s enough thinking. Now it’s time for action.


  And you jumped up and started off in the direction where that bear had come from. And sure enough, after you’d gone not very far at all, you saw a hole in a tree and there was some sticky yellow stuff dripping from it.


  “Honey!” you shouted. “I’ve found the hive!”


  You went up to the hole and you put in your hand, feeling around for the honey.


  “I say!” said a posh voice. “You there. The human child with the funny nose. What are you up to?”


  You looked up and there, hovering right in front of your funny nose, was the Queen Bee, complete with a crown and sceptre.


  “Are you trying to steal my honey, what?” she asked.


  “Oh, um, no, not at all,” you spluttered, quickly taking your hand out of the hole.


  “I’m the Queen, don’t cha know, so please address me as ‘Your Highness’.”


  “Sorry, Your Highness. I wasn’t trying to steal your honey, honest I wasn’t.”


  “So what were you doing with your hand up my hive hole?” asked the Queen suspiciously.


  “Oh. That … I was, um, I was just, um…” But you didn’t know what to say.


  “Never mind,” said the Queen. “I’ve got a job for you, don’t cha know. Can you steer a submarine?”


  “I, um, I think so,” you replied. “Why do you ask, Your Highness?”


  “Because,” said the Queen, “I’m taking my royal submarine on an underwater expedition. Unfortunately most of my bees have gone to the Post Office to post a letter, so I only have Boris, Boris, Boris and Boris here to help me.” She pointed to four bees sitting on a branch nearby, and they waved at you in a friendly way. “It takes six crew members to operate a submarine as I’m sure you know, so we’re one short. If you can steer a submarine, you’re in.”


  You thought about it for a moment and then you asked, “What’s the pay?”


  “Ten squillion pounds or a jar of honey,” said the Queen. “The choice is entirely yours.”


  Hmmm. Ten squillion pounds or a jar of honey… Ten squillion pounds or a jar of honey… It certainly was a difficult choice. After thinking for a moment, you said:





 
    Ip dip thrupenny bit


    You are not it


    My words are true


    It must be YOU!




 

  “I’ll take the money,” you said.


  “You’ll take the honey?” said the Queen. “Oh, jolly good.”


  “No, I said I’ll take the money.”


  “Yes, I heard you the first time,” said the Queen. “You’ll take the honey. Well then, that’s settled. Let’s begin.”


  “No no no no no!” you cried. “I said I’ll take the money. The MON-ey. The ten squillion pounds.”


  “Oh,” said the Queen, looking rather disappointed. “Very well. It’s a deal. Now, we’ll be exploring that puddle there. There’s the submarine we’ll be using.” And she pointed to a tiny submarine at the edge of the puddle, about the size of a very small sausage.


  “But that’s too small,” you said. “I’ll never fit in there.”


  “Don’t worry,” said the Queen. “See that bramble bush there? See those blackberries on it? See that blackberry third from the left, near the top? Yes, that’s the one. Eat that blackberry.”


  “But why?” you asked.


  “It’s a magic blackberry,” said the Queen. “It will shrink you.”


  You peered at the blackberry curiously.


  “But it looks just like all the others,” you said. “How do you know this one is magic?”


  “Because,” said the Queen, “I knitted it myself. Now hurry up and eat it. Mission starts in T minus twenty seconds.”


  You didn’t really know what ‘T minus twenty seconds’ meant, but you ate the blackberry anyway and immediately you shrank down to bee size.

“Jiminy Cricket!” you said. “I’m shrunk. It was a magic blackberry after all.”

The Queen and the four Boris’s flew down to join you at the edge of the puddle and you all boarded the submarine.


  “All right, close the hatch!” ordered the Queen.


  “Aye aye, Your Highness,” you said, closing the hatch.


  “Now that we’re in the submarine, you should address me as ‘Captain’,” said the Queen.


  “Aye aye, Your Highn… er… I mean Captain,” you said.


  After the submarine had dived down into the puddle, you looked through a porthole and you saw lots of strange creatures swimming about out there. The water was quite murky but it seemed to be very deep. You couldn’t see the bottom at all.


  “How deep are we, Captain?” you asked.


  “Deeper than we’ve ever been before,” replied the Queen. “Two inches at least.”


  “And how deep is this puddle?”


  “At least six inches,” said the Queen. “But we will dive right down to the bottom and boldly go where no bee has gone before, don’t cha know.”


  So you took hold of the steering wheel and you pushed forward and the submarine’s nose lurched downwards and down down down you all went.


  “Three inches,” said the Queen. “Four inches…”


  “Captain!” said Boris. “It’s too deep!”


  “Captain!” said another Boris. “The pressure’s too much!”


  “Captain!” said another Boris. “She canna take any more!”


  “Five inches …” said the Queen. “Just one more inch, Mr Boris. Don’t give up now.”


  “Captain!” said another Boris. “I’ve given her all she’s got, an’ I canna give her no more!”


  “Six inches!” announced the Queen. “We’ve jolly well done it.”


  And with that, the submarine came to rest on the bottom of the puddle.


  “Right then,” said the Queen. “Let’s put on our scuba gear and go out for a swim. It’s very dark here at the bottom of the puddle and the pressure will be enormous, so expect to find some very strange creatures swimming about. Our mission is to seek out new life forms, creatures that nobody has ever seen before.”


  So you, the Queen and the four Boris’s put on your scuba gear. You thought the bees looked very funny wearing masks and flippers.


  “Ha,” said a Boris.


  “Ha ha,” said another Boris.


  “Ha ha ha,” said a third Boris, and soon all four Boris’s were laughing uncontrollably. “Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!”


  “What are you all laughing at?” you asked them.


  “You,” said a Boris. “We’ve never –  ha ha ha – seen a human – ha ha ha – wearing scuba gear before. Oh my – ha ha ha – you do look funny.”


  “Enough of that,” said the Queen. “This is a serious mission, don’t cha know. Now, let’s get going.”


  So you all went out and swam around looking for new life forms, creatures you’d never seen before.


  You saw an earthworm. That wasn’t new.


  Then you saw a snail. That wasn’t new.


  Then you saw a tadpole. That wasn’t new either.


  Suddenly you saw a strange creature with see-through skin and seven legs and bright blue lights flashing in its belly.


  “Here, Your Majesty! Over here! I’ve found a new life form!” you said. “Something no one has ever seen before.” But you didn’t have communicators, so in the water your voice just sounded like this: “Glug glug glug glug glug.”


  “I can’t hear anything you’re saying,” said the Queen. “It just sounded like ‘Glug glug glug glug glug’.”


  “Yes, I know,” you said. “It’s because we don’t have communicators.” (Glug glug glug glug glug glug.)


  “Oh blast it. I knew we’d forgotten something,” replied the Queen. (Glug glug glug glug glug.)


  The Queen and the Boris’s swam over to you and they saw the new creature too.


  “Wow!” said the Queen. “That’s amazing. A creature never before seen by anyone. I hereby name this creature a quantum techno poppadum. Boris, take a photo.” (Glug glug, glug glug glug glug.)


  “Aye aye, Captain,” said a Boris. (Glug glug, glug glug.) And he took a photo of the quantum techno poppadum. 

FLASH went the camera bulb, and it seemed to startle the creature because all of a sudden that quantum techno poppadum went crazy and started attacking you all.


  “Quick! Back to the submarine!” ordered the Queen. (Glug! Glug glug glug glug glug glug!)


  You all swam as quick as you could back to the submarine, chased all the way by that angry quantum techno poppadum.


  “Close the hatch!” said the Queen. “Let’s get out of here. Take her away, pilot.”


  And you grabbed the controls and you steered that submarine back up to the surface as quick as you could. The submarine shot out of the puddle and landed on some moss and you all got out.


  “I declare this mission a success,” announced the Queen. “We discovered a new creature and have photographic evidence to prove it. Well done everybody. Let’s all go home.”


  “Wait a minute,” you said. “You haven’t paid me yet.” 


  “Oh yes. That’s right,” said the Queen. “Here you are then. One jar of honey, as promised.”


  You looked at that jar of honey and you thought there were two problems with it. Number one: you were still tiny and that jar was enormous, so you couldn’t possibly lift it. And number two: it wasn’t a squillion pounds.


  You turned to the Queen and said, “Hang on a minute. You promised to pay me a squillion pounds, not a jar of honey.”


  “Are you quite sure?” asked the Queen.


  “Absolutely one hundred percent stonking sure,” you replied. “And besides, I’m still shrunk. I need to get back to my normal size.”


  “Oh. Well, in that case, do you see that daisy there? Yes, that’s the one. And do you see that petal? The third one along. Yes, that’s right. Rub that petal under your chin and it will change you back to normal, as you were before.”


  “And then you’ll pay me a squillion pounds?” you asked.


  “Oh yes,” said the Queen. “Yapsolutely. I am the Queen after all, don’t cha know. A squillion pounds is nothing to me. It’s simply peanuts. A drop in the puddle.”


  You picked the petal from the daisy and looked at it suspiciously. “It just looks like a normal petal to me. Are you sure it’s magic?”


  “Oh, yapsolutely,” replied the Queen. “I baked it myself.”


  So you rubbed that petal under your chin and suddenly you grew back to normal size.


  “Oh, what happened?” you said. “I feel a bit strange.”


  You looked around and you saw five bees buzzing away into the woods, and then you looked down and saw that jar of honey.


  “Oh, look! A jar of honey,” you said.


  And you picked it up and brought it home.


  I bet you can’t remember doing any of those things, can you? That’s because the Queen Bee tricked you. That daisy petal changed you back to normal size but it also made you lose your memory and forget everything that had happened. Even though I’ve told you all about it, I bet you still can’t remember, can you?


  Well, in case you don’t believe me, you’ll find that jar of honey in the kitchen, the very same jar of honey that you brought back from the woods today, which just goes to show that everything I’ve told you is true.


  Well, that’s the end of the story. The only thing left to do is to congratulate you on a mission well done and for discovering a new creature previously unknown to science: the quantum techno poppadum.


  Congratulations.


  Three cheers for you!


  Hip hip …
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31. The Kangaroos That Went ‘Zzzzzzt!’


  (The Final Adventure!)


  



  You must be very tired after your adventure today, especially after all that digging. And I bet you’ll sleep really well tonight after fighting those evil kangaroos.


  What’s that? You don’t remember it?


  That’s because it got erased by that evil writer.


  Let me tell you what happened.


  We were thinking about what to have for dinner, and I said, “What do you want for dessert?”


  And you said, “Apple pie.”


  So I said, “OK! Let’s bake an apple pie.”


  But when we looked, we found we didn’t have any apples.


  “Don’t worry!” you said. “I know where apples come from.”


  And off you went to the woods.


  When you got to the woods, you found a soft spot of earth and you got out your spade and started digging a hole.


  But after digging for a long time, you still hadn’t found any apples.


  “That’s strange,” you said, “I thought I would have found some apples by now.”


  You carried on digging. You digged and you digged and you digged, but you still didn’t find any apples. By this time you were at the bottom of a very deep hole, so deep that you couldn’t get out. You jumped and you jumped and you jumped, but you still couldn’t get out.


  “I’ll just have to dig all the way to Australia,” you said, so you did. You kept digging, down down down, all the way to Australia!


  When you reached Australia, you climbed out of the hole and the first thing you saw was a penguin with a spade.


  “Excuse me, Mr Penguin,” you said. “Do you know where I can find some apples please thank you very much?”


  “Apples?” said the penguin, looking very surprised. “What a coincidence. I’m looking for apples too.”


  “Are you making apple pie?” you asked.


  “Exactly,” said the penguin. “But we’ve run out of apples, so I thought I’d dig in the snow at the South Pole where I live to find some apples, but then I ended up stuck in the hole I’d dug, so I had to dig all the way to Australia. Last week I was looking for a puncture repair kit, and I ended up lost in the clouds.”


  “That’s so freaky,” you said. “Are you always running out of things and having adventures and are the adventures in a book called ‘A Month of Bedtime Stories’ by Neil Roy McFarlane, whoever he is?”


  “Yes, that’s right,” said the penguin. “Except my book is called ‘A Month of Penguin Bedtime Stories’.”


  “Oh, so freaky!” you said.


  Just then a hole appeared in the ground and a monkey holding a spade popped its head out.


  “Finally I’ve reached Australia,” said the monkey, jumping out of the hole. “Oh, hello,” he added, looking at you and the penguin. “I don’t suppose you know where I can find any—”


  “Apples!” you and the penguin said together.


  “Yes,” said the monkey. “How did you know I was looking for apples?”


  Suddenly more and more holes appeared, and very soon there were three hundred and twenty-six different animals who had all dug holes to Australia in search of apples. You decided to have a big meeting to discuss what had happened.


  “Friends,” said the monkey, “we are all in Australia because we dug right through the Earth looking for apples. But the question is, why did this happen, and what’s more, why did this happen now? All of us arrived here together, exactly at the same time.”


  “Yes,” said an octopus. “And why were we all making apple pie on the same day?”


  “It doesn’t make sense,” said an elephant.


  “I don’t understand it at all,” said a tortoise.


  “Me neither,” said a worm.


  “And we all have adventures like this all the time, don’t we?” said a tiger.


  “Yes. We’re always running out of things and having adventures,” said a flea.


  “A few days ago I was looking for cookies,” said a panda bear, “and I found a cookie bird.”


  “Me too,” said a butterfly.


  “Me too.” “Me too.” “And me,” said many animals together.


  Then you stepped forward and spoke, and all the animals listened.


  “Hello. Um. Excuse me. I have an idea,” you said.


  “Yes? What is it? Hurry up,” said an impatient anteater.


  “Well, all our adventures are in a book called ‘A Month of Bedtime Stories’ by Neil Roy McFarlane, aren’t they?”


  “Yes?” said the anteater. “Carry on.”


  “Well, I think if we have any questions, you know, about why we are all here in Australia at the same time, then maybe we should ask the writer. Maybe we should ask Neil Roy McFarlane. Because, well, you know, he wrote the book, so maybe he knows all the answers.”


  “Wow!” “Amazing!” “Great idea!” said all the animals.


  So a rhinoceros telephoned the book company and found the address of Neil Roy McFarlane, and it just so happened that he lived in Australia. So you all went to visit him, but when you got there you found he lived in a big castle, and guarding the castle gates were two kangaroos.


  “Excuse us,” you said. “Can we come in please? We want to talk to the writer Neil Roy McFarlane.”


  “Vous partez maintenant ou nous vous attaquer,” said one of the kangaroos.


  That kangaroo is French, you thought. I’m sure of it.


  “What’s he saying?” said a parrot.


  But before anyone could do anything, the kangaroo hit the parrot on the head with a big stick.


  “Oi!” said the monkey. “That parrot is a friend of mine.” So the monkey hit the kangaroo on the head with his spade and the kangaroo went ‘zzzzt!’ and its head fell off! Inside were lots of wires and flashing lights.


  “They’re robots!” someone shouted. “Robot kangaroos!”


  The other kangaroo blew a whistle and suddenly hundreds of robot kangaroos appeared from the castle and started fighting with the animals. Then there was a big battle which went on for a long time, but eventually you had to retreat because there were just too many robot kangaroos.


  You gathered together outside the castle and had a meeting to discuss what to do next.


  “We need a plan,” said the monkey.


  “Yes,” agreed all the animals. “We need a plan.”


  Then everyone went quiet and looked at each other and no one said anything for a long time.


  Then you stepped forward. “I have a plan,” you said.


  “Yes? What is it? Get on with it,” said the impatient anteater.


  “Seeing as there are too many robot kangaroo guards, why don’t we dig a secret tunnel and get into the castle that way?”


  “Great idea!” “Wonderful!” “The child’s a genius!” said many animals at once.


  “We can’t all go through a small tunnel,” said the monkey, “so I suggest just four of us go: me, this genius child, the anteater and the butterfly.”


  Everybody agreed and then you all dug a tunnel and then you, the monkey, the anteater and the butterfly went down into the tunnel and walked to the end.


  When you got to the end of the tunnel, you looked up at the tunnel ceiling and said, “If we dig up from here, we should be in the castle.”


  “Go on then. Get on with it,” said the anteater.


  So you poked your spade in the tunnel ceiling and lots of water came down. Then you all climbed up and found yourselves in a white bowl.


  “Where are we?” said the butterfly.


  “We’re in the castle toilet,” replied the monkey. “Yuck!”


  You all climbed out of the toilet. Luckily it had been flushed, so you weren’t smelly, just a bit wet.


  You walked through many rooms in the castle looking for Neil Roy McFarlane and eventually you found him sitting in a big room.


  “Neil Roy McFarlane,” said the monkey, “did you write this book that we’re in now? And if you did, why did you write it so that all us animals … ”


  “And a child,” you said.


  “ … all us animals and a child,” continued the monkey, “had the same adventures and all dug holes through the world and came to Australia at the same time?”


  Neil Roy McFarlane beckoned with his finger and said, “Come here and I’ll tell you.”


  So you went over and waited, but he didn’t tell you anything.


  “Hurry up and tell us,” said the anteater. “We haven’t got all day.”


  “Why are you always so impatient?” Neil Roy McFarlane asked the anteater.


  “Am I?” said the anteater. Then it turned to the monkey. “You, there, monkey fellow. Am I impatient?”


  “Umm,” said the monkey.


  “Come on,” said the anteater. “Hurry up and answer. I haven’t got all day.”


  Suddenly a net came down and caught you all, and lots of kangaroo robots surrounded you. It was a trap!


  But the butterfly could fly through the net, and it flew out the window and went to get help.


  Soon all the other animals arrived to rescue you and they hit the kangaroo robots on the head with their spades and the kangaroo robots went ‘zzzzt’.


  “Now we’ve got you, Neil Roy McFarlane,” said a porcupine.


  “Surrender,” said a hamster.


  “Never!” said Neil Roy McFarlane. “You think you’ve won, don’t you? But look what I’ve got.” And he held up a remote control with a big red button, and he pressed the button and all the animals – the monkey, the anteater, the tortoise, the worm and all of them – went ‘zzzzt’ and stood up straight and said, “We obey Neil Roy McFarlane.”


  “They’re all robots!” you said, really surprised.


  “That’s right,” said Neil Roy McFarlane. “They’re my robots. They didn’t dig holes through the world to reach Australia at all. I programmed them, then I buried them in little holes in the ground and then they stuck out their heads and pretended they’d dug their way through the world to Australia.”


  “But why did you do it?” you asked.


  “I’ll tell you, child. It’s true that I am Neil Roy McFarlane who wrote the book ‘A Month of Bedtime Stories’. I wrote thirty stories and it was hard work, I can tell you. And then I just needed to write one more story and the book would be finished and I could start selling them, three copies per month at one pound profit which makes three pounds per month. Riches beyond my wildest dreams! But the problem was, I’d run out of ideas. I just couldn’t think of another adventure for you. And the book company said to me, ‘Neil Roy McFarlane, if you don’t write the final story, we won’t publish your book.’ And I didn’t know what to do.”


  “But you did write another story,” you said. “You wrote this story, about me coming to Australia and fighting robot kangaroos.”


  “No,” said Neil Roy McFarlane, “you’re wrong. I didn’t write this story.”


  “Then who did?” you asked.


  “You did.”


  “But I didn’t write anything,” you said.


  “You didn’t write it with a pen or pencil,” said Neil Roy McFarlane, “but you made it up all by yourself. You went off to find apples, and you decided to dig a hole, and then you dug all the way to Australia. That was all your story. I didn’t write any of it. You did just what you wanted.”


  You thought about this. Then you said, “If that’s true, can I make this story have a happy ending?”


  “Why not?” said Neil Roy McFarlane. “It’s your story. Go ahead. Make it up however you want.”


  So you thought some more, and then you said, “Do you have any apples?”


  “I have lots of apples,” said Neil Roy McFarlane. “How many would you like?”


  “Can I have six?” you asked.


  “Certainly,” said Neil Roy McFarlane, and he gave you six big, juicy apples.


  You thanked him and said goodbye, then you went back to the hole you’d dug through the world. You jumped down and fell right through the Earth and arrived back in the woods. Then you brought the apples home and we had apple pie and it was the most delicious apple pie ever.


  That’s what you did today, but I don’t suppose you can remember anything about it, can you? That’s because after you left Australia, Neil Roy McFarlane sat down and he read this adventure, the last one in the book, but he didn’t like it very much, especially the part where you hit his robot kangaroos on the head and made them go ‘zzzzt’. So after he finished reading, do you know what he did?


  He took an eraser and he erased the whole story.


  And that’s why you can’t remember it.­

But even though you can’t remember it, you still did a great job helping all those animals and bringing those apples back all the way from Australia.

Well done you.

Three cheers for you!

Hip hip … 


  



  GOOD NIGHT.
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