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For the story-listeners and story-roarers of my world.

And Mum and Zak. Always.








(and the Secret Frog in His Throat)

The Extra-Specially-

Super-Deliciously

Fantastically

Naughty Boy















Remember, remember, O all who love to spill

The secrets of others that were never yours to tell:

The consequences of your words you shall one day have to bear,

Be it tomorrow, next week, next month or next year.

So take care, little ones, of the seeds your lips sow,

For what sprouts and grows may be a tale of woe.

And beware the price of a tongue set free –

And havoc wreaked on lives in ways you cannot see.
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PART 1:

The Extra-Specially-Super-Deliciously-

Fantastically Naughty Boy

I

n a land not all that far away, there lived a small boy who went to a school 

just like yours, didn’t learn his lessons (just as you don’t do sometimes), 

and played with his friends at breaktime and at lunchtime and even 

during his lesson times (just as everybody does at one time or another)!

But while this little boy of whom I speak was like you – and even me! – in 

a great many ways, there was one BIG difference. And it was a difference 

that made him quite spectacularly famous.

In fact, it made him so famous, that he was in grave danger of becoming IN-

famous (which is when you become so very, very, ver y famous, that you are forced 

by law to stay inside your house until the whole world has forgotten who you are 

and what you look like – which, unfortunately, can take a very long time).
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Where Magic Grows

And the reason why he was so nearly IN-famous was because this boy, 

with his shock of spiky hair and wide, button-like eyes was no ordinary 

averagely naughty child – no, siree!

He was an extra-specially naughty boy!

An extra-specially-super-deliciously naughty boy!

An extra-specially-super-deliciously-fantastically naughty boy!

How do I know this?

Simple!

Because  only an extra-specially-super-deliciously-fantastically naughty 

boy would dare turn up to school on an awfully boring Monday morning 

wearing nothing but a pair of bright white underpants and declare himself to 

be ‘King of the Under-World’!

And  only an extra-specially-super-deliciously-fantastically naughty boy 

would fill the exhaust pipe of his teacher’s car with the biggest, juiciest, 

most luscious rinds of meat he could find – so that when the engine was 

switched on, a mouth-watering aroma of sizzling hot steaks would fill the 

air and cause all the town’s dogs and foxes to chase, bark and howl after the 

teacher all the way home!

AND only an extra-specially-super-deliciously-fantastically naughty boy 

would drive grown-ups positively and negatively stark-raving bonkers, by 

not only pretending that he couldn’t understand a single word they said, but 

by speaking back to them in his very own made-up language (which he had 
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named ‘Gobbledy-gooky-wook’).

‘But,’ I hear you ask, ‘was the Extra-Specially-Super-Deliciously-Fantastically 

Naughty Boy never told off? Did his teachers and parents and aunts and uncles 

and every other grown-up who loved the sound of their own voice never threaten 

or punish or scold him? Was he never locked away in a dungeon or made to stand 

in a corner for days on end – or worse still, sent to the Headteacher’s office?’

Well, of course they did! All the time! (Except for locking him away in a 

dungeon, of course – only a king or queen can do that and they’re always 

far too busy polishing the Crown Jewels to lock away naughty children. No 

matter how extra-specially and rather deliciously naughty they might be!)

But not a single punishment made even the slightest bit of difference to 

the Extra-Specially-Super-Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty Boy, because 

he did not care one smidge or smodge about what anyone silly enough to 

become a grown-up tried to make him do!

Despite all the many, many naughty things the Extra-Specially-Super-

Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty Boy did, he was greatly loved by his other 

very naughty classmates (and even some of the secretly naughty teachers). 

But there was one special thing that is known to lead to a great deal of 

naughtiness and hours of fun, which he had never been able to try. It was an 

experience that he longed for more than anything in the world. And it was 

this: he had never, ever, ever been told a Secret (not even a teeny-tiny one) 

by anybody at all.
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Which of course makes perfect sense. After all, if you have ever had a 

Secret to keep (and I’m pretty sure you have – nearly everybody has had 

a Secret to keep at some point in their lives), then you will know it is the 

most important thing in the world to keep it hidden away from ALL naughty 

and very naughty persons – and especially away from extra-specially-super-

deliciously-fantastically naughty persons! For no matter how small the 

Secret, if even a part-time naughty person grabs it and runs off with it, the 

Secret will not remain a Secret for very much longer – and you might be in 

very big and unexpected trouble.

So it was that whenever anybody with a Secret saw the Extra-Specially-

Super-Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty Boy heading towards them, they 

would run, duck or dive out of his sight, and try their very best to swallow 

and gulp whatever Secret they possessed down into the deepest pit of their 

stomach.

But despite all the running and ducking and diving and swallowing and 

gulping of all the people around him, one hot summer’s day, it happened: 

the Extra-Specially-Super-Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty Boy’s ears 

finally captured a Secret!

And it happened exactly like this.

At precisely twenty-seven minutes past three on a particularly hot 

and sticky Thursday afternoon, as all his classmates were making their 

way home after another tedious day at school, the Extra-Specially-Super-
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Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty Boy was doing what he liked to do best – 

which involved creeping and peeping and leaping around the school’s empty 

corridors to see what tricks he could play on unsuspecting souls.

As he was carefully tiptoeing around the corner of a particularly long 

corridor, he suddenly overheard two teachers speaking in hushed and 

whispering tones.

And as teachers rarely – if ever – speak in hushed and whispering tones 

(for they do so like to shout and prance and deafen children with their voices), 

the Extra-Specially-Super-Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty Boy naturally 

felt himself becoming instantly and most curiously curious. So, ever so 

silently, he crept to the classroom door and looked through the keyhole to 

see which two teachers were speaking.

Why! It was none other than Mr Green and Mrs Black, two of the most 

blood-curdlingly boring teachers you have ever had the good fortune of 

never meeting!

And they were talking about . . . well, I can’t tell you, because it’s a Secret.

What I can tell you is that Mr Green and Mrs Black were not talking about 

just any kind of Secret! Oh no – they were talking about a Very BIG Secret. 

And what’s more, it had something to do with the Extra-Specially-Super-

Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty Boy’s very best friend in the whole wide 

world: Rib-tickling Rory!

The Secret was so grand, so magnificent and so utterly spectacular, that 








10

Where Magic Grows

upon hearing it, the Extra-Specially-Super-Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty 

Boy couldn’t help but take in a loud, long gasp.

Now unfortunately, all teachers (even the very boring ones) know 

that walls and doors do not gasp whenever they hear a Secret – although 

wouldn’t it be fun if they did? – and, quickly racing to the classroom door, 

Mr Green and Mrs Black immediately caught sight of the Extra-Specially-

Super-Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty Boy hiding behind it.

‘How DARE you listen in on our conversation!’ cried Mrs Black, pulling 

the Extra-Specially-Super-Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty Boy to his feet.

‘WHAT did you hear?’ shouted Mr Green, his face immediately becoming 

the colour of a very ripe cucumber.

‘Nuh-nuh-nothing!’

‘The truth, boy!’ ordered Mr Green, and together, he and Mrs Black sat 

the Extra-Specially-Super-Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty Boy down on a 

chair. They stared at him with very, very cross faces and very, very crossed 

arms until the Extra-Specially-Super-Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty Boy 

finally told them everything he had heard.

‘This is very bad, Mr Green,’ said Mrs Black. ‘He’ll tell everybody, and 

before the sun has set, the Secret will be known by the whole town!’

‘No, it will not,’ said Mr Green. ‘Here is what we must do . . .’

And taking him by the shoulders, Mr Green made the Extra-Specially-

Super-Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty Boy swear on his most beloved 
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possession (his dog, Excellent-O) that he would not tell the Secret to another 

living soul.

‘Now listen here, boy,’ said Mr Green. ‘You have made a Solemn Vow to 

keep this Secret always. If you break this Vow, terrible things will happen, 

for Secrets can be dangerous little creatures. If a Solemn Vow about a Secret 

is broken, the person who made the Vow will lose the thing he treasures 

most. Do you understand?’

The Extra-Specially-Super-Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty Boy nodded 

as fast as he could.

‘Good. You may go!’

Still nodding, the Extra-Specially-Super-Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty 

Boy stood and ran out of the classroom, gleeful to have been let go without 

a single punishment.

But the further he ran, the stranger he began to feel.

His mouth became dry and heavy . . .

His throat became horribly tight . . .

And his heart pounded against his ribcage as if it was trying to escape. 

Feeling a little frightened and not at all well, he ran home as quickly as he 

could and went straight to his room without even having any dinner!

Now, Secrets, as I am very sure you know, are tricksy little creatures, 

and can be e-normously, b-normously and even c-normously difficult to keep 

under control – even by Very Good people. Some are so tricksy that they 








12

Where Magic Grows

hit us over the head and escape without us even realising! Others wait until 

we are almost fast asleep before they jump out of our mouths. And some 

particularly naughty Secrets can even cause us so much excruciating pain 

that we feel as though our chest will burst unless we tell somebody!

But the Secret that the Extra-Specially-Super-Deliciously-Fantastically 

Naughty Boy had captured was an extraordinarily BIG Secret, and as such, 

was far too clever and devious to try such ordinary tricks. So instead, it waited.

As the afternoon passed into evening, it grew stronger and stronger.

And as all the stars popped out to bathe in the night sky, and the moon 

began its daily race to get to the other side of the earth before the sun had 

woken up, the Secret itched and scratched and fidgeted. It rubbed its eyes 

and stamped its feet and pounded its fists trying its very best to stay awake 

– for if it fell asleep before the Extra-Specially-Super-Deliciously-Fantastically 

Naughty Boy had risen, it knew it would fall down into the Boy’s gaseous belly 

and die a hideous death – just like many other, weaker Secrets often did.

Hours and minutes and minutes and hours passed by, and still the Extra-

Specially-Super-Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty Boy slept on! Frustrated 

and more than a little sleepy, the Secret plonked itself down miserably in 

the middle of the Boy’s tongue, beginning to lose all hope of staying awake 

through the whole night. But just as it was taking its first, long yawn, a deep, 

echoing 

DONNGGgg

 rang across the night sky.

The Secret sat up straight, listening as hard as it could.








13

The Extra-Specially-Super-Deliciously-Fantastically Naughty Boy

There it came! Another 

DONNGGgg

 

. . .

Followed by another . . .

And another!

And another!

The Secret carried on listening 

and counting, until it had counted 

twelve 

DONNNGggs

 

exactly, before everything fell 

silent once more.

It was midnight!

The Secret had managed to 

stay awake until MIDNIGHT!

Laughing and crying, the Secret 

jumped up and down and up and 

down and then up and down some more – for oh, what fun it would have 

now!

For you see, there is something very important about Secrets that you 

should know. In fact, it is a Secret about Secrets themselves . . .
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PART 2:

The Secret about Secrets

A 

long, long time ago, before most of our great-great-great-and-

even-greater grandparents had been born, a special promise 

was made between Mother Nature and Father Mischief.

Father Mischief, you see, had been particularly mischievous that year, 

and had passed on a Secret about the location of some rare and precious 

diamonds to the ear of Humankind. This in turn, had led to the destruction 

of one of Mother Nature’s most beloved forests – for Humankind, being 

awfully selfish and awfully silly, created much war, bloodshed and terror 

over what was, to all ends, just some shiny little stones.

In anger, Mother Nature had banished Father Mischief to the smallest 

island in all the world, surrounded by the greyest sea and the most ferocious 

grey sharks that either you or I could possibly imagine. And on this island, 
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