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    Is this the right book for you?

    

    Take the DOOMED TEST and find out.
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          	NO
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          	Do you ignore health warnings and safety instructions whenever possible?
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          	Do you ever play kiss chasey with girls (if you are a boy) or with boys (if you are a girl)?
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          	Do you regularly engage in deadly battles with brothers, sisters and/or indestructible cyborg warriors?
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          	Do you live on a planet that will one day be incinerated by an expanding star called the Sun?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]

          	 [image:  ]

          	Do you like fast-paced, high-action, high-body-count stories featuring mini-golf, lawn bowls and naked people in the nude?
        

      
    


    
      
        
        
        
      

      
        
          	SCORE:

          	One point for each ‘yes’ answer.
        


        
          	3–5

          	You are doomed. You will love this book.
        


        
          	1–2

          	You are doomed. You will love this book.
        


        
          	0

          	You are obviously confused because if you live on planet Earth—and I’m pretty sure you do—you should have answered YES to the fourth question. You are doomed. You will love this book.
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    Guess how I’m spending the first week of my Christmas holidays?


    At the circus? No! Way too exciting.


    At the zoo? No! Way too interesting.


    At the beach? No! Way too much fun.


    Give up?


    I’m at the post office.


    In a queue.


    With my mother.


    No chance of anything too exciting, too interesting or too much fun happening here.


    I guess that officially makes these holidays the most boring holidays anybody has ever had since the history of holidays began. I mean, if you can think of a more boring holiday activity than waiting in the queue at the post office with your mother, I’d sure like to know what it is.


    And to make it even worse, it’s a really slow-moving queue.
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    It wouldn’t be so bad if the post office just sold stamps and envelopes like post offices are supposed to do, but they’re selling about a billion other things, like books, DVDs, moneyboxes, footballs, mobile phones, printers, diaries and foot massagers. It’s more like a two-dollar shop than a post office, except that most of their stuff costs a lot more than two dollars. Plus you get served a lot faster in two-dollar shops. The only good thing is that since we joined the queue three more people have lined up behind us. We haven’t moved, but at least we’re not last anymore.


    ‘Be quiet, Andy,’ whispers Mum.


    ‘I am being quiet,’ I say.


    ‘You’re not,’ she says. ‘You’re doing that weird narrating thing again, like you’re telling a story to somebody.’


    ‘I’m just trying to amuse myself!’ I say. ‘I mean, believe it or not, waiting in a post office queue is not exactly my idea of a great time.’


    ‘It’s not mine, either,’ says Mum, ‘but I’ve got a parcel to collect and I need you to help me carry it home.’


    ‘Oh, boy!’ I say. ‘This day just gets better and better!’


    Amazingly, incredibly, against all odds, the queue moves forward and now we’re one person closer to the counter.


    ‘What’s in the parcel anyway?’ I say.


    ‘I have no idea,’ says Mum. ‘So it is a bit exciting.’


    I roll my eyes at her to indicate just how unexciting I think it is.
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    On the stand next to us is a book called Criminal Masterminds of the Twentieth Century. Now that’s what I call exciting. I pick it up and flip through it. Al Capone, ‘Lucky’ Luciano, Pablo Escobar, The Joker, The Penguin and Squizzy ‘Teaspoon’ Taylor, just to name a few … It’s very cool.


    ‘Can I have this book?’ I say.


    ‘No,’ says Mum.


    ‘But you’re always telling me I should read more,’ I plead.
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    ‘Not about criminal masterminds,’ she says, reaching for a large colourful book. ‘How about The Magic Fairy Pony … that’s a lovely story! I used to love it when I was a little girl.’


    ‘In case you hadn’t noticed, Mum,’ I say, ‘I’m a boy. Boys don’t want to read about magic fairy ponies—we want to read about criminal masterminds. Please, Mum, please, please, please, please …’


    ‘Oh, all right then,’ sighs Mum. ‘Apart from your complaining you have been quite helpful today. But don’t blame me if you read that book and end up behind bars.’


    ‘Don’t worry, Mum,’ I say. ‘I’m too clever to get caught. I promise.’


    Now it’s Mum’s turn to roll her eyes at me. Then she frowns.


    ‘What’s the matter?’ I ask her.


    ‘My handbag …’ she says, looking all around her. ‘Where’s my handbag?’


    ‘The purple one?’ I say, as if there could be any other. Mum’s handbag is pretty hard to miss. It’s bright purple with a big sparkly buckle.


    ‘Yes,’ says Mum. ‘I definitely brought it out with me. Let me see … I had it at the chemist … and then the dry-cleaners … oh, how silly—I must have left it on the counter. Can you run back and get it for me, Andy?’
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    ‘Me?’ I say, alarmed. ‘You want me to get your handbag?’


    ‘Yes,’ says Mum. ‘I’ll wait here.’
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    ‘But it’s a handbag,’ I remind her.


    ‘Yes, and a very nice one,’ says Mum. ‘I’d hate to lose it. Hurry up!’


    ‘But I’m a boy!’ I say.


    ‘So you keep reminding me,’ says Mum.


    ‘But carrying your handbag will be embarrassing!’ I say. ‘What if someone sees me?’
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    ‘They’ll just think, “There goes a boy with a very nice handbag,” says Mum.
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    ‘That’s exactly what I’m worried about,’ I say. ‘Can’t I wait here while you go back?’


    ‘No,’ says Mum. ‘I need to sign for the parcel, and there’s no way I’m leaving my place in this queue and starting again.’


    ‘But the queue’s not moving anyway,’ I say.


    At that very moment, the queue moves forward.
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    ‘Andy,’ says Mum, looking serious, ‘I’m not asking anymore … I’m telling: go and get my bag … or else.’
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    ‘Or else what?’ I say. It’s important to look at all your options before you commit to a course of action … especially one as potentially embarrassing as carrying your mother’s purple handbag down the street.


    ‘Or else!’ says Mum.


    ‘All right, all right,’ I say, heading for the door.


    I’m halfway down the street before I realise I’m still holding the book.


    Oh no. I didn’t pay for it.


    Mum’s right.


    I will end up behind bars if I’m not careful.


    Yeah, I know, accidentally taking a book without paying for it isn’t exactly the crime of the century but I guess all criminal masterminds have to start somewhere.


    As I walk into the dry-cleaners the lady behind the counter recognises me and holds up Mum’s handbag.


    ‘Ah!’ she says. ‘Is this your handbag?’


    ‘Well, yes, but it’s not my handbag,’ I say. ‘It’s my mum’s.’


    ‘You should be more careful,’ she says. ‘There’s been a lot of handbags stolen lately. You’re lucky I saw it in time!’


    ‘Very lucky,’ I say. ‘But like I told you, it’s not my handbag—it’s my mum’s. She’s the one who should be more careful.’


    She hands it to me very solemnly. ‘Don’t lose your handbag again,’ she says.


    ‘Thanks,’ I say. ‘I won’t!’ I could try to make her understand that it’s not my handbag but at this rate it might take me the rest of the morning. I’d rather just get it back to its proper owner and pretend none of this ever happened.


    I carry the bag out of the dry-cleaners and walk as fast as I can back towards the post office. I’m on the main street now. Everybody’s looking at me. This is embarrassing. The only thing that could make it any worse is if I see someone I actually know.


    And then I do.


    Out the front of the supermarket.


    The very last person in the world I’d want to see me with a handbag.


    Lisa Mackney.


    She’s facing away from me, but if she turns around, I’ll be caught red-handed with a purple handbag with a big sparkly buckle!


    Uh-oh.


    She’s turning around!


    I quickly drop the bag onto a bench seat next to me.


    Lisa sees me and waves.


    I wave back and she starts walking towards me.


    Okay, I tell myself. Just be cool. Be cool. There’s nothing wrong. You’re just standing here on the street. There’s a handbag on the seat next to you but it’s nothing to do with you. You’re the same normal non-handbag-holding tough guy you’ve always been.


    ‘Hi, Andy,’ says Lisa. ‘How are your holidays going?’


    ‘Great!’ I say. ‘Action-packed! What about you?’


    ‘Okay, I guess,’ she says. ‘I’ve just been hanging around, helping Mum, you know.’


    ‘Sounds terrible,’ I say.


    ‘Not really,’ says Lisa. ‘I like helping my mum. She works so hard, it’s good to be able to help out in the holidays.’


    ‘Yeah, yeah, of course,’ I say. ‘I was just joking. I’ve been helping my mum a lot, too.’


    I flick a nervous glance at the handbag. So far so good. Lisa hasn’t noticed it. Once she’s gone I’ll be able to pick it up and get it back to Mum and this whole unpleasant business will be over.


    But Lisa is in no hurry to leave. ‘What are you reading?’ she says.


    I realise I’m clutching my stolen book to my chest, like a shield. ‘Oh, this?’ I say. ‘Just a book about criminal masterminds.’


    ‘Are you planning on becoming one?’ says Lisa.
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    ‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Either that or a vet. Possibly both.’


    Lisa laughs.


    ‘Well, good luck with that,’ she says. ‘I guess I’ll be seeing you around.’


    ‘Yeah, I guess so,’ I say.


    ‘Unless you’d like to hang out some time? This afternoon … if you’re not too busy?’


    I can’t believe it!


    Lisa is practically asking me out on a date.


    No, not practically …


    She is asking me out on a date.


    She must be attracted by the tough criminal mastermind aura this (temporarily) stolen book is giving me.


    ‘I don’t think I have any major crimes planned this afternoon,’ I say, ‘so, yes, that would be great!’
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    ‘Okay!’ she says. ‘How about the park by the lake, after lunch … about two o’clock?’


    ‘Sounds perfect,’ I say.


    ‘See you then,’ says Lisa, smiling.


    Well, this has all gone about as well as it possibly could have. Thank goodness Mum forgot her handbag! And thank goodness I insisted on getting it for her!


    Lisa turns to leave, then stops.


    She looks at the bench.


    At the bag on the bench.


    Uh-oh.


    ‘Look,’ she says, ‘somebody’s left their handbag on the seat.’


    I can’t tell her the truth.


    I just can’t.


    Better just to pretend I know nothing about it.


    ‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Looks like it.’


    ‘What should we do?’ says Lisa.


    I shrug, trying to act casual despite my pounding heart.


    ‘Just leave it there,’ I say. ‘The owner will come back looking for it sooner or later.’


    ‘But somebody could steal it before then,’ says Lisa.


    ‘Who would steal a crazy-looking purple handbag like that?’ I say.
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    ‘I think it’s nice,’ says Lisa. ‘I mean, I’m not saying I would steal it, but there are plenty of dishonest people around who would. Perhaps we should open it, look inside and see who it belongs to. Maybe there’ll be a phone number we can call.’


    ‘No!’ I say quickly. Maybe a little too quickly.


    ‘Why not?’ says Lisa, looking puzzled.


    ‘Well … um … it could be dangerous,’ I say. ‘Like, we might open the bag and the owner might return and think we’re stealing stuff from it.’


    Lisa nods thoughtfully. ‘Good point,’ she says. ‘Maybe we should take it to the police station and let them deal with it. That would probably be the most responsible thing to do.’


    ‘But what if the owner returns and thinks somebody has stolen it?’ I say.


    ‘Well, it probably really will be stolen if we just leave it here,’ says Lisa. ‘And, besides, they would just go to the police station to report it and there it will be, waiting for them!’


    I can’t argue with her logic. Well, not without telling her the truth: that it’s kind of weird to hand your own mother’s handbag in at the police station and report it as lost when you know full well it’s your own mother’s handbag.
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    But I can’t tell her that. It’s just too embarrassing. And her plan does have certain advantages.


    It means, for a start, that I won’t have to carry my mother’s handbag any more. I can just tell Mum it wasn’t at the dry-cleaners and must have been stolen and then suggest we go to the police station and there it will be. Perfect!


    ‘Yeah, you’re probably right,’ I say. ‘Taking it to the police is a good idea.’


    ‘Okay,’ says Lisa, picking it up. ‘Let’s go.’


    Oh no! She wants me to come with her! That’s definitely not a good idea.


    ‘Oh,’ I say, striking my head as if suddenly remembering something. ‘I can’t. I promised I’d meet Mum at the post office. I have to help her carry a parcel.’
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    ‘Andy,’ says Lisa, ‘I think this is more important, and it won’t take long.’


    ‘I know,’ I say. ‘But you don’t know my mum—she gets really mad … and I did promise. Can’t you do it?’


    ‘I can,’ she says, ‘but we did both find it. I’d feel better if you were there.’


    I take a deep breath. How can I possibly say no to Lisa?


    ‘Okay,’ I say. ‘I’ll walk you there, but then I really have to go.’


    ‘Thanks, Andy,’ says Lisa. ‘I knew I could count on you.’


    As we walk to the police station we pass the post office. Through the window I can see Mum still waiting in the queue. She’s not far from the front now. I turn my head away so she doesn’t see me.


    The police station is two blocks further up the road.


    As we reach the entrance I stop.


    There’s a WANTED poster in the window.


    ‘That looks a bit like you, Andy,’ says Lisa.


    ‘It’s not me!’ I say.


    ‘I know that,’ laughs Lisa. ‘I was just joking!’


    ‘Yeah, right, good one,’ I say, adding my best fake laugh. ‘Reckon you’ll be right to take it from here?’


    ‘I’d rather you came in with me,’ says Lisa, looking slightly daunted.


    But I can’t go in: the police will recognise me later when I come back with Mum to collect the handbag.
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    ‘Well, I would,’ I say, ‘but police stations are not really my scene … you know, with me studying to be a criminal mastermind and all that.’


    Lisa laughs nervously. ‘Yeah, I guess so,’ she says. ‘Well, thanks for coming this far, anyway. See you this afternoon.’ She heads up the stairs towards the doors and I turn to run back to the post office when I’m startled by a policeman and a policewoman coming up the steps towards me.


    The policeman is tall. He towers over me, studying me intently. ‘Everything all right?’ he says.


    ‘Y-y-yes,’ I stammer. ‘I’m f-fine, sir … er, Officer —’


    ‘Officer Collins,’ he says, pointing to his badge. ‘And this is my colleague, Officer Murphy.’


    ‘Are you sure you’re all right?’ she says. ‘You seem a little … um … agitated.’


    [image:  ]


    I suddenly realise I’m still clutching my book about criminal masterminds to my chest. My stolen book about criminal masterminds. (Well, temporarily stolen, anyway.) With the title facing outwards.


    Stupid!


    Stupid!!


    Stupid!!!


    A real criminal mastermind wouldn’t make a stupid mistake like that.


    I’m so overcome with guilt I can’t speak.


    Luckily Lisa turns around and saves me. ‘We just came to hand in this handbag,’ she says. ‘We found it on a bench down the street.’


    Officer Murphy smiles at Lisa. ‘Well done,’ she says. ‘Come inside and we’ll take care of it.’


    Officer Collins, however, is not smiling. He just continues studying me suspiciously while Officer Murphy and Lisa enter the station.


    I reach deep inside for my voice.


    ‘Well,’ I whisper, ‘I guess I’ll be going then.’


    ‘What’s your hurry?’ says Officer Collins, looking at me through narrowed eyes.


    ‘I have to help my mum with a parcel,’ I say.


    ‘Aren’t you going to wait for your girlfriend?’


    ‘She’s not my girlfriend,’ I say.


    ‘We’re going to need your name and address,’ he says.


    ‘But why?’ I say. ‘I didn’t do anything!’


    ‘Nobody said you did,’ he says, studying me even closer. ‘But the owner of the bag might want to leave a reward for you.’


    I’m pretty certain that’s not going to happen. But, of course, I can’t tell him that.


    ‘It’s okay,’ I say. ‘I’m sure Lisa will give me half.’


    ‘I thought you said she wasn’t your girlfriend,’ he says.


    ‘She’s not,’ I say.


    ‘Then how do you know she’ll give you half?’ he says. ‘How do you know she’ll give you any? Money makes people do strange things, you know. Boy, could I tell you some stories.’
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    ‘It’s okay,’ I say, ‘really it is. I don’t even mind if Lisa doesn’t give me any money. She was the one who found it.’


    ‘I thought she said you both found it,’ he says.


    ‘Well, it was more her than me, really,’ I say. ‘In fact, I hardly found it at all.’


    He studies me in silence for a while longer.


    ‘There’s something funny going on here,’ he says slowly. ‘I can smell it. There’s something you’re not telling me. And I intend to find out what it is. There have been a lot of handbag snatchings in the last few weeks and I think you might know more than you’re letting on.’


    ‘No, honestly,’ I say, ‘you’re making a mistake! I know nothing!’


    ‘That may be the case,’ he says, ‘but all I know is that you and this girl—who may or may not be your girlfriend—are in possession of a handbag—which may or may not be stolen—and that you’re reading a book about criminal masterminds, which for all I know may be stolen as well, and you’re acting very suspiciously … very suspiciously indeed. I think you’d better accompany me inside so I can get to the bottom of this.’


    [image:  ]


    ‘But there’s nothing to get to the bottom of!’ I insist. ‘I’m innocent!’


    ‘I’ll be the judge of that,’ says Officer Collins.


    Great! Just my luck to come face to face with one of the Greatest Crime-fighting Masterminds of the twenty-first century!


    As he leads me inside I pass Lisa coming back out.


    ‘Andy?’ she says.


    I shrug and try to act as unconcerned and cool as it’s possible for somebody holding a stolen book while being questioned by the police to be. ‘I’m just helping Officer Collins with some inquiries,’ I say. ‘See you this afternoon.’


    I can’t hear her reply as I’m swallowed up into the building.


    Officer Collins leads me to a seat opposite the counter. ‘Stay there,’ he says. ‘I’ll be right with you.’


    I nod.


    He goes behind the counter and disappears down a corridor. He’s probably going to the interview room to put a new globe in the bright light they’re going to shine in my eyes until I break down and confess.
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    I look around me. There are a few more WANTED posters on the wall behind the imposing wooden counter. And on top of the wooden counter is my mother’s handbag. Officer Murphy is off to the side of the counter in a little glassed-in office still filling out the paperwork. She’s not paying any attention to me at all.


    This is my chance.


    I can make this whole difficult, embarrassing, uncomfortable situation disappear in an instant. All I have to do is grab the bag, run out of the station and meet Mum at the post office where the bag will be restored to its rightful owner and the book can be paid for. No crimes will have been committed and no messy, embarrassing truth need ever be revealed.


    As reluctant as I am to compound my crimes, it’s a no-brainer.


    I jump up, snatch the bag from the counter and make a break for it.


    I burst through the glass doors, out into the bright sunlight and run down the street as fast as I can—well, as fast as I can clutching a large book in one hand and a bright purple handbag in the other.
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    I can hear shouting behind me, but I’m already too far away to be able to make out what they’re saying.


    I hear sirens.


    That’s not good.


    A gunshot!


    That’s definitely not good!


    Collins and Murphy clearly take a dim view of handbag snatching … especially when that handbag snatching takes place in their very own police station.


    But it doesn’t matter because I’m almost at the post office.


    Just a little further and I can slip inside and lose myself in the queue. They’ll never find me there. And even if they do, Mum will tell them that it’s her handbag and we’ll pay for the book and there will be no more problems.


    Except before that can happen there is one problem.


    One small problem.


    Well, one big problem, actually.


    Lisa is standing outside the post office.


    And not only does she now see me carrying a handbag—the one thing above all that I wanted to avoid—but she’s standing between me and the doorway to my future as a respectable, law-abiding member of society.
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    ‘Andy?’ she says as I run towards her. ‘What are you doing?’


    ‘I know this looks bad,’ I say, glancing over my shoulder at the police who are running down the road behind me, guns drawn, ‘but I’ll explain this afternoon!’


    ‘No you won’t,’ she says, sticking her leg out in front of me. ‘You’ll explain right now!’


    I’m going too fast to dodge her leg.


    I go flying through the air and end up sprawled face-down on the footpath.


    I’m still clutching my book in one hand and the handbag in the other and for a moment I figure I can get up and keep running … but before I can do that Lisa takes matters into her own hands and sits on me.
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    ‘I’m sorry, Andy,’ she says, ‘but it’s for your own good!’


    ‘Well done, Lisa!’ says Officer Murphy as she arrives at the scene.


    ‘We’ll take it from here,’ says Officer Collins, grabbing my arms and snapping a pair of handcuffs on my wrists. ‘I knew there was something fishy about you. You’re the handbag-snatcher we’ve been looking for!’


    ‘I’m not a handbag-snatcher!’ I say. ‘Really I’m not!’


    ‘But you just snatched a handbag!’ says Officer Collins.


    ‘Yes,’ I say. ‘I did snatch the handbag— I admit that—but it’s my mother’s handbag!’


    ‘You snatched your own mother’s handbag?!’ says Lisa, looking even more shocked than she already was a moment ago. ‘What kind of monster are you, Andy?’


    ‘That’s exactly what we’re going to find out,’ says Officer Collins, helping me to my feet. ‘I wouldn’t be surprised if that book is stolen as well.’


    As I stand up I realise that a large crowd has gathered.


    And part of that large crowd includes Mum.


    She’s peering out from behind the brown-paper-wrapped parcel she’s holding.
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    ‘Andy?’ she says. ‘What’s going on?’


    ‘Do you know this boy?’ says Officer Murphy.


    ‘Yes,’ says Mum. ‘Though at times like this I wish I didn’t. He’s my son. What’s he done?’


    ‘He stole a handbag,’ says Office Collins, holding it up for Mum to see.


    ‘That’s my handbag,’ she says. ‘And he didn’t steal it. I left it at the dry-cleaners and I asked him to go and pick it up for me.’


    ‘That may be the case,’ says Officer Murphy, ‘but he then stole it from the police station.’


    ‘You stole from a police station!’ says Mum.


    ‘Well, yes, but it wasn’t really stealing,’ I say, ‘because—’ But before I can make them appreciate the finer points of the situation, the post office manager bursts through the crowd.
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    ‘Officers!’ she yells. ‘Arrest that boy!’


    ‘We already have,’ says Officer Collins. ‘What else has he done?’


    She picks up Criminal Masterminds of the Twentieth Century from the footpath. ‘He took this book without paying for it!’ she says, holding it high in the air for everyone to see.


    ‘Just as I suspected!’ says Officer Collins.


    ‘Oh, Andy,’ says Lisa softly, shaking her head. ‘What are you doing with your life? I thought you were only joking when you said you wanted to be a master criminal, but now I see that you really meant it!’


    ‘No, you don’t understand!’ I say.


    ‘No, you don’t understand,’ says Officer Collins. ‘You’re on a very slippery slope, young man. A very slippery slope indeed! It starts out with reading books about criminals and then stealing books about criminals and then stealing your own mother’s handbag, then stealing strangers’ handbags and pretty soon you’re driving stolen cars, robbing banks and running an international crime ring and—before you know it—you’ve earned your own chapter in Criminal Masterminds of the Twentieth Century.’


    ‘You mean the twenty-first century,’ says Mum, helpfully.


    Officer Collins just shrugs. ‘For all I know, madam, your son is so bad that he could already be well on his way to earning a chapter in Criminal Masterminds of the Millennium, but something tells me we might have caught him just in time. I think we can nip it in the bud by waiving the charges and enrolling him in our early crime prevention program. That should scare some sense into him.’


    ‘Oh, thank you,’ says Mum, almost crying with relief. ‘Thank you so much. I think it would do him the world of good.’


    Officer Collins turns to me. ‘You’re a very lucky boy,’ he says. ‘We have a new program starting at two o’clock this afternoon and running every day for the rest of the holidays. If you’d like to accompany Officer Murphy and myself back to the station we can fill out the necessary forms and get you settled in. We’ll have you back on the straight and narrow in no time. What do you say?’


    What can I say?
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    The prospect of spending the rest of my Christmas holidays in an early crime prevention program isn’t exactly appealing. It doesn’t sound nearly as exciting as the circus, as interesting as the zoo, as much fun as the beach or as romantic as a date in the park with Lisa, but I don’t think they’re going to take no for an answer.


    And, hey, who knows … it might not even be so bad. Maybe I’ll get to meet some real-life master criminals. And in the breaks—when they’re not telling scary stories about life in the Big House—they’ll probably be able to give me some tips on how to get my career as a master criminal up and running … without getting caught.


    Yeah, move over Al Capone, ‘Lucky’ Luciano, Pablo Escobar, The Joker, The Penguin and Squizzy ‘Teaspoon’ Taylor … there’s a new guy in town: Andy ‘Handbag’ Griffiths.


    It’s definitely got a ring to it, don’t you think?
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    It’s generally pretty easy to tell if you are doomed. But if you’re not sure, check the following list. If any of these scenarios exactly resemble your current situation, then you are definitely completely and utterly doomed.
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    1.    The school bully says, ‘Touch me again and you’re dead’ … and you touch him again.
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    2.    Your mother says, ‘Don’t eat the last biscuit or I’ll kill you’ … and you eat the last biscuit.
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    3.    You are at the beach and your parents tell you to wait for one hour after lunch before going back into the water or else you’ll get cramp and drown … and you only wait for 59 minutes and 59.99999 seconds.
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    4.    You are pushing a lawnmower up a steep hill and you slip and fall forward and the lawnmower starts rolling back down towards you.


    [image:  ]


    5.    You are flying in a very small plane and you’re having a discussion with the pilot, which turns into an argument that becomes violent and ends only after you throw the pilot out of the plane and then, in the middle of celebrating your ‘win’, you remember that you’ve got no idea how to fly—let alone land—a plane.


    6.    You jump out of a plane and go to pull the ripcord of your parachute only to realise that you’re not wearing one.
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    7.    It’s a really hot day and you’ve been running around and you grab a bottle of water and drink the whole lot in one gulp and then realise it’s not water—it’s liquid explosive.
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    8.    You are in the bath and you see a shark fin coming towards you.
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    9.    You are in the bath and you see two brown blobs bobbing towards you.
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    10.   Somebody asks you to hold their newborn baby and then they run away laughing and you realise it’s not a baby at all—it’s a bomb with a countdown timer … and it’s going to explode in one second.
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    11.   Somebody asks you to hold a bomb for them and then they run away laughing and you realise it’s not a bomb at all—it’s a baby … with a full nappy.
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    12.   You have just robbed a bank and you jump into the getaway car only to realise that you have jumped into a police car by mistake.
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    13.   You have just robbed a bank and you jump into the getaway car only to realise that you’ve just jumped into one of those coin-operated children’s rides by mistake and you can’t even make it go because all you have is a big bag of hundred-dollar notes.
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    14.   You’ve decided to do your first ever bungee jump and you jump off the platform only to realise that they haven’t attached the rope yet.
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    15.   You hear a weird noise kind of like a piano falling through the air towards you and then you look up to see a piano falling through the air towards you.
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    16.   You have just jumped off a diving board and you’re doing a really fancy dive when you realise there’s no water in the pool.
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    17.   You have just jumped off a diving board and you’re doing a really fancy dive when you realise you’ve dived off the wrong end of the board and are going to miss the pool entirely.
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    18.   You fail to brush your teeth regularly and your gums rot and all your teeth fall out and all you can eat is soup and then the IUSFW (International Union of Soup Factory Workers) orders a worldwide strike, and it drags on and on and on until there’s no soup left in the entire world.
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    19.   You have a lot of nostril hair so you decide to light a match and burn it back a bit but the flames get out of control and your whole head catches fire.
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    20.   You are at the cinema and you put on your 3D glasses and you see a giant hand come out of the screen and it grabs your throat and starts strangling you to death and you rip the glasses off but it’s no use because a giant hand really is coming out of the screen and strangling you to death.
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    21.   You haven’t had much sleep and you are graveside at a funeral and the minister is going on and on and on and you can’t stay awake a moment longer so you decide to just lie down in the grave for a while and take a nap, but you fall fast asleep and nobody notices and they lower the coffin down on top of you and start filling in the hole.
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    22.   You are undergoing brain surgery and you wake up in the middle of the operation to find the surgeon and all the other medical staff are on their lunch break and are dipping their crackers and vegetable sticks into your open cranium.
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    23.   You are an apprentice magician and you’re trying to pull a bunny rabbit out of your hat but you accidentally pull a man-eating tiger out instead.
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    24.   You are enjoying a day out on a boat, doing a bit of fishing, when a delicious-looking ham sandwich comes flying through the air so you grab it and start eating but a massive hook pierces your top lip and you are jerked up out of your boat, pulled down to the bottom of the ocean and reeled in by a man-eating fish.
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    25.   You are driving a car down a really steep, narrow, dangerous mountain road and as you approach a crucial hairpin bend the steering wheel comes off in your hands.
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    26.   You are driving a car down a really steep, narrow, dangerous mountain road and as you approach a crucial hairpin bend the sun gets in your eyes so you pull the sun visor down and a big fat hairy tarantula drops into your lap.
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    27.   You are surrounded by an army of thirty-five skeletons waving razor-sharp swords and all you have to defend yourself with is a pillow.
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    28.   You’re fighting a terrifying monster with six really long arms and laser eyes and twenty-five thousand teeth and acid saliva and eight electric tentacles that extend out of its belly button and electrocute everything they touch and all you have to defend yourself with is a plastic drinking straw.
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    29.   You go to a Poison Apple Festival and you just can’t resist biting into one of those delicious-looking, lovely, shiny poison apples.
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    30.   You are on a sinking ship and there are not enough lifeboats to go around and the captain decides to let people on the boats in alphabetical order beginning with A and your name is Zachariah Z Zuzzlebuzz.
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    31.   You cook up a load of popcorn but you’re in a hurry and can’t wait for it to cook properly so you end up eating a whole load of un-popped popcorn kernels and then the internal heat of your body starts cooking them and they all start popping at the same time and blow your guts apart.
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    32.   You put your last two-dollar coin in a chip vending machine and the packet of chips gets stuck in between the metal dispenser and the glass and you’re rocking the machine backwards and forwards to try to get the packet free and then the machine starts to fall towards you and there’s nothing you can do to stop it.
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    33.   You invent a way to cheat death and you live for four billion years and then the sun reaches the end of its life and becomes a red giant and expands and incinerates the Earth and everything on it, including you.
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    34.   Your tonsils are infected and need to be removed so you go into hospital for a tonsillectomy but they get the paperwork mixed up and give you a headectomy instead.
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    35.   You get a new super-powerful vacuum cleaner and it stops sucking and you put your eye up to the nozzle to see what the problem is and then it starts sucking again and not only sucks your eyeball out but sucks your entire insides out through your eye socket.
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    36.   You are having trouble getting to sleep because there are two violent street gangs armed with chains, flame-throwers and bazooka guns having a turf war right outside your bedroom window and you stick your head out and shout, ‘Hey, you stupid morons, keep the noise down, I’m trying to sleep in here!’ and then they all stop attacking each other, join forces and attack you instead.
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    37.   You cheat on a class spelling test and, despite being the worst speller in the class, you end up getting fifty out of fifty and your teacher is so impressed that she chooses you as the school representative for the upcoming national spelling bee and you try to tell her she’s making a big mistake but she insists and not only do the whole school and all your friends and family come along to cheer you on but to make things worse it’s a nationally televised event and you’re totally freaking out but the first word they give you to spell is ‘cat’ and, incredibly, you get it right and you think, Hey, maybe I’m not such a bad speller after all—perhaps I really CAN do this—and your second word is ‘dog’ and against all odds you get that right as well and you think, Yes, I can DEFINITELY do this, I can REALLY DEFINITELY do this!!! and then your third word is, ‘antidisestablishmentarianism’.
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    38.   Your doctor looks at your test results and says, ‘Uh-oh.’
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    39.   Your doctor looks at your test results and starts crying.
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    40.   Your doctor looks at your test results, screams and jumps out the window.
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    41.   You’re reading a really good book in bed and a moth gets into the room and flies crazily around the light bulb and it’s smashing into your head and you try to swat it with the book and the book flies out of your hand, across the room, knocks over a vase of flowers and the water spills onto an over-loaded powerboard and it starts sparking and causes the curtains to catch on fire and you have to get out of bed to put it out and you step on a rat and it bites you on the toe and infects you with bubonic plague.
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    42.   Your hamburger tastes a bit funny so you peel off the bun to see what’s wrong with it and a deadly hamburger assassin jumps out from underneath the pickle and assassinates you.
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    43.   You have just invented an atom-smashing machine and you can’t turn it off and it ends up smashing every single atom in the entire universe, including all the atoms that make up you.
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    44.   You are on a river cruise and you lean too far over the side of the boat and a freshwater crocodile leaps up and bites your face off.


    45.   You are washing the dishes and a dishwater crocodile leaps out of the sink and bites your face off.
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    46.   You are on the toilet and a toilet-water crocodile leaps up and bites your bum off and you jump up and look back into the bowl to see what just bit your bum off and the toilet-water crocodile bites your face off as well.
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    47.   You are a really good javelin thrower and you throw a javelin so hard that it travels right out of the athletics park and keeps going all the way around the whole world following the curvature of the Earth until it comes up behind you and spears you in the back of your head.
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    48.   You are riding your bike along a sealed road and you see a sign that says DANGER! QUICKSAND AHEAD and you think, Cool, I’ve always wanted to see quicksand so you keep riding and the sealed road turns into a dirt road and then the dirt road turns into dirt and the dirt turns into mud and the mud turns into quicksand and as you and your bike sink slowly and inexorably into the wet, stinking, soupy sludge you think, So this is what quicksand looks like …
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    49.   You see a poisonous spider crawling across your bedroom ceiling and you spray it with bug spray and it drops off the ceiling and falls into your open, screaming mouth.
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    50.   You see a poisonous snake slithering across the top of the curtain rail and you spray it with snake spray and it drops off the curtain rail and down the front of your pyjama pants.
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    51.   You are at the zoo and one of the keepers comes up to you and says, ‘What are you doing out of your cage?’ and you say, ‘What are you talking about? I’m a visitor not a zoo animal’ and the keeper says, ‘Yeah, yeah, that’s what they all say!’ and grabs you and throws you into the baboon cage.
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    52.   Your parents sit you down and say, ‘It’s time we told you the truth’ and you say, ‘I’m adopted? I knew it! I always knew I couldn’t be related to you idiots!’ and they say, ‘No that’s not it’ and you say, ‘Well, what then?’ and they say, ‘Well, the truth is that we made you up—you’re just a figment of our imaginations—you don’t really exist’ and you look down and see your body fading away.
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    53.   You are on a school camp and the kitchen runs out of food and your teachers explain that they’re going to have to start cooking and eating the students in alphabetical order beginning with A and your name is Aaron Abraham Aardvark.
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    54.   You are lost in the desert and you’ve just eaten your last emergency honey sandwich and you’ve got honey smeared all over your face and then you lie down exhausted and go to sleep and a whole bunch of face-eating ants eat your face off.
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    55.   You are sunbaking on a beach trying to get a really good tan when you smell a delicious barbecue and you sit up to see who’s cooking and you realise it’s you!
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    56.   You want to go ice-skating on a frozen pond but you’re not sure if the ice is thick enough to support your weight so you go out into the middle of the pond to check by smashing it with a sledgehammer and it cracks and as you fall into the freezing water your last thought is, No, that ice is nowhere near thick enough.
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    57.   You are in outer space and you have to go outside to fix a satellite transmitter and your incredibly advanced on-board computer won’t open the door of the spaceship to let you back in because your low IQ poses a threat to the success of the mission.
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    58.   You are riding on a Ferris wheel at a seaside amusement park and there’s a sign in the carriage that says DON’T ROCK THE CARRIAGE but you rock the carriage anyway and your rocking causes the entire Ferris wheel to become unbalanced and roll off its axis and roll along the pier and plunge into the ocean, drowning all Ferris wheel riders, including you.
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    59.   You are playing strip poker and you accidentally start the game with no clothes on so every time you lose a hand the other players make you remove one of your body parts … and you’re a really bad player.
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    60.   It’s your birthday and you blow out all the candles on your birthday cake except for one that just won’t go out no matter how hard you blow and then you realise it’s because it’s not a candle at all, it’s the fuse of a stick of dynamite—and you look up and say, ‘Hey, who put a stick of dynamite in my birthday cake?’ but nobody answers because they’ve all run away.
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    61.   You are striving to solve a super-difficult sudoku puzzle and you can’t decide whether to insert a 6 or a 7 on the second line in between the 8 and the 9 and you start sweating and steam starts streaming from your ears and nostrils and your brain dissolves into a sorry soup of stinking sudokued-out brain cells.
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    62.   You are playing Truth or Dare and you choose Dare and you are dared to go up to your crush and say, ‘You’re my crush and you mean so much to me’ but you get mixed up and say, ‘You mean so much and you’re to crush me’ so your crush gets a twenty-tonne weight and crushes you to death.
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    63.   You are commissioned to paint a portrait of the Queen for her birthday and after many months of hard work she comes to your studio for a viewing but what you don’t know—until you unveil it for her—is that moments before the Queen arrived your cat vomited all over the painting. The Queen is offended by the liberty you have taken portraying her in the likeness of a puddle of cat’s vomit and orders you to be sent to the Tower of London and your neck to be whacked with an axe until your head is no longer attached to your body.
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    64.   You say, ‘Mum, could you get me a drink of water?’ and she mishears you and thinks you said, ‘Mum, could you disembowel me with a pitchfork?’ and she thinks it’s a strange request but she does it anyway because she’s your mother and she loves you.
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    65.   You are making a Vegemite sandwich and instead of spreading it with Vegemite you accidentally spread it with deadly Ebola virus from the jar that you carelessly left on the kitchen bench … and you don’t realise your mistake until you’ve eaten the Ebola-virus-infected bread and your eyes bug out and your bottom explodes.
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    66.   You’re making pancakes and you accidentally get the pancake mixture confused with a bowl of toxic nuclear waste that you carelessly left on the kitchen bench … and you don’t realise your mistake until you’ve eaten the pancakes and your hair falls out and your face falls off.
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    67.   You take a turn-off onto a freeway ramp and you see a sign saying WRONG WAY! GO BACK! but you can’t read.
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    68.   You’re knitting a sweater and you get an itch on the inside of your ear and you use one of your knitting needles to scratch it but as you scratch the itch it seems to retreat deeper inside your ear and you have to push the knitting needle further and further in until it comes out your other ear and although you no longer have the itch your brain is now leaking out of your ear, running down your neck and going all over your knitting.
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    69.   You’re in a gas factory and you see a sign that says WARNING! but you can’t read the rest of it because it’s a bit dark so you light a match and you see that it says WHATEVER YOU DO, DON’T LIGHT A MATCH!
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    70.   You’re driving past a car accident and you’re so busy trying to see what’s happened you don’t notice that you’ve driven onto the wrong side of the road right into the path of a speeding monster truck.
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    71.   You lean a ladder across a doorway and you tell everyone not to open the door while you’re up on the ladder and you climb up to the top of the ladder and then somebody opens the door.
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    72.   It’s a lovely autumn morning and you feel so happy that you jump into the massive pile of autumn leaves you raked up yesterday and the next thing you know six sharp spikes go right through your chest—and into your heart—and you suddenly remember where you left that stupid rake.
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    73.   Despite the warnings issued by the World Health Organization, the Heart Foundation and the Department of Common Sense you start smoking fifty packs of cigarettes a day, drinking two dozen bottles of beer every night, eating nothing but junk food high in sugar and saturated fat, living a 100 per cent exercise-free lifestyle and whacking yourself repeatedly in the head with a hammer.
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    74.   You’re playing hide-and-seek and you see a cute little round door and you open it and it leads into a cute little round cave and you think, Nobody will ever find me in here! but as you climb inside and close the door the cute little cave starts spinning at high speed and you realise that it’s not a cute little cave—it’s a clothes dryer.
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    75.   You’re running down a steep hill and it’s getting steeper and steeper and your feet are barely touching the ground and the hill gets even steeper until it’s not so much a hill as a cliff and you’re not so much running as falling, and you realise that you’re not running down a steep hill at all … you’re falling off a cliff.
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    76.   You’re walking in a pretty green meadow and you bend over to pick a pretty pink flower and you look back through your legs and you see a pretty angry bull with pretty big horns that look pretty sharp and it’s charging pretty much straight at your pretty little butt.
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    77.   You’re swinging on a vine across a piranha-infested river and hoping like heck that you don’t lose your grip … and then you do.
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    78.   You’re walking over a really rickety wooden bridge suspended across a deep ravine filled with snakes, scorpions and giant spiders and you’re hoping like heck that the really rickety wooden bridge doesn’t break … and then it does.


    [image:  ]


    79.   You accidentally set your high-rise apartment on fire and you have to escape out the window but you don’t have a rope, so you tear the bedsheets into strips and knot them together to make a knotted-sheet rope—just like you’ve seen people do in the movies—and climb out the window holding one end of the knotted-sheet rope and, as you’re plummetting towards the ground, you realise you forgot to do that other thing they do in movies, which is tie the other end of the knotted-sheet rope to the foot of the bed.
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    80.   You’re home alone and you’re jumping on your bed—a little too enthusiastically—and you fly off the bed and out the window of your eightieth-floor apartment.
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    81.   You’re home alone and you’re swinging on the ceiling fan and then your stupid sister comes in and turns it on full speed and you fly around faster and faster until you just can’t hold on any longer and you go flying out the window and land on the road … right in front of a speeding steamroller.
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    82.   You’ve just finished eating a peanut butter, egg and shellfish sandwich and then you remember that you’re allergic to peanuts. And eggs. And shellfish.
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    83.   You’re cooking a piece of toast and it gets stuck in the toaster and you decide to ignore all those warnings your parents have given you about not using a knife to get toast out of the toaster while it’s still switched on and you use a knife to get your piece of toast out of the toaster while it’s still switched on.
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    84.   You set off on your attempt to float solo around the world in a blow-up rubber swim ring and when you’re out in the middle of the ocean you realise you probably haven’t planned as carefully as you might have: you have no food or drinking water, no radio, no GPS or any other navigational aids and your blow-up rubber swim ring has developed a slow leak. Oh yeah, and you also forgot to pack a puncture repair kit.


    [image:  ]


    85.   You go outside in the middle of a lightning storm wrapped from head to toe in aluminium foil.
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    86.   You break into a junkyard guarded by vicious Rottweilers and you’re wearing nothing but a suit made of raw meat.
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    87.   You gatecrash an international butchers’ convention dressed in a really convincing cow costume.
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    88.   You’re on safari in Africa and an enraged elephant is charging towards you and you think, Phew, it’s lucky I’ve got this elephant gun! and you look down and realise it’s not an elephant gun—it’s an umbrella.
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    89.   You’re climbing up to the top of a very tall tree and you come to a very thin branch and you’re not sure if it’s strong enough to hold your weight so you climb out onto it and jump up and down a few times and it cracks and breaks and as you fall you think, No, it’s not strong enough.
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    90.   You see a strange contraption and you’re not sure what it is but it has a head-shaped hole so you put your head through it and look up and see a shiny metal blade that looks very sharp and then somebody says, ‘Do you have any last words?’ and you say, ‘Yes, what is this thing?’ and as they release the blade they say, ‘It’s a guillotine, you idiot!’
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    91.   You decide to follow your dream of being the first person to climb Mount Everest in the nude and you get almost to the top and as your frostbitten fingers, toes, nose, ears, eyelids and a number of other important appendages start dropping off your body, you begin to realise why nobody has attempted to climb Mount Everest in the nude before.
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    92.   You are waterskiing and the boat turns too sharply and you lose hold of the rope and go skiing straight ahead, up the banks of the river, through a forest, onto a set of train tracks and into the path of an oncoming train.


    93.   You kick the winning goal in the grand final … for the other team.
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    94.   You’ve just built a house of straw and you hear a knock on the door and a big bad wolf says, ‘Little pig, little pig, let me come in,’ and you say, ‘No, no, not by the hair on my chinny chin chin,’ and he says, ‘Then I’ll huff, and I’ll puff, and I’ll blow your house in,’ and he huffs and he puffs and he blows your house in.
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    95.   You’ve just built a house of sticks and you hear a knock on the door and a big bad wolf says, ‘Little pig, little pig, let me come in,’ and you say, ‘No, no, not by the hair on my chinny chin chin,’ and he says, ‘Then I’ll huff, and I’ll puff, and I’ll blow your house in,’ and he huffs and he puffs and he blows your house in.
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    96.   You’ve just built a house of bricks and you hear a knock on the door and a big bad wolf says, ‘Little pig, little pig, let me come in,’ and you say, ‘No, no, not by the hair on my chinny chin chin,’ and he says, ‘Then I’ll huff, and I’ll puff, and I’ll blow your house in,’ and he huffs and he puffs and he blows your house in and you say, ‘Hey, that’s impossible—wolves can’t blow down houses made of bricks, and they can’t talk, either, and neither can pigs for that matter!’ and the wolf just shrugs and says, ‘Don’t blame me, blame the idiot who writes this junk,’ and eats you.
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    97.   Despite being scared to death of clowns you are forced, after a lengthy period of unemployment, to take a job as a clown and after putting on your clown costume and getting your face painted you accidentally catch a glimpse of yourself in a mirror and scare yourself to death.
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    98.   You have to travel from the top of a large skyscraper to the bottom and the elevator has a DANGER! ELEVATOR OUT OF ORDER sign hanging off it but you can’t be bothered taking the stairs so you ignore the sign, get in the elevator, push the ground-floor button and as the doors slide shut and the elevator begins its descent you say, ‘Hey, that sign was wrong—there’s nothing wrong with this ele—’ but you don’t get to say, ‘vator’ because at that moment the elevator explodes, taking you and the entire building down with it.
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    99.   After the complete and utter failure of your attempt to float around the world in a blow-up rubber swim ring your luck appears to change when you find yourself washed up on a desert island with a shipping container full of enough packets of salt and vinegar chips, bottles of sarsaparilla and bars of mint chocolate to last you for the rest of your life. Unfortunately, you don’t like salt and vinegar chips, you hate sarsaparilla and you’d rather die than eat mint chocolate … and so you do.
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    100. You are starving to death and dying of thirst on a desert island when you discover a really old-looking bottle in the sand. You pick it up, rub it and a genie comes out and grants you three wishes, but instead of wishing for food, water or even a way of getting off the island you wish for an Xbox, a skateboard and a full-size billiard table.
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    101. You are trying to write a list of 101 situations in which somebody is clearly doomed and no matter how hard you try you can’t think of anything for number 101 because you’re completely exhausted from thinking up the previous 100 and even though you were relatively young when you started you’ve been working on it for so long now that your memory, eyesight and hearing are failing, hair is growing out of your nose and ears, you are getting weaker by the moment and it’s getting harder to work up the energy simply to breathe—let alone finish this stupid list—because, in fact, you are now 122 years and 163 days old and the oldest person who ever lived was 122 years and 164 days old and therefore you are doomed … completely and utterly doomed.
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    You know when you have one of those perfect moments where everything is just … you know … perfect?


    Well I’m having one right now.


    The sun is shining, the birds are singing, the breeze is blowing and my hair is looking great.
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    But wait, there’s more!


    I’ve also got a double-scoop ice-cream with sprinkles and chocolate flakes and I’m just about to take my first lick.


    I wish this moment could last forever.


    But, of course, it can’t.


    The sun is too hot and the ice-cream is already too soft for that.


    I have to take my first lick soon or there’ll be nothing left.


    Okay.


    Here goes.


    Initiating first-lick preparation sequence.


    Ice-cream in front of face?


    Check.


    Mouth open?


    Check.


    Tongue extended?


    Check.


    All systems go.


    Beginning countdown …


    Five …


    Four …


    Three …


    Two …


    One …


    My tongue is micro-millimetres away from extreme pleasure when I hear shouting.
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    ‘Hey, Andy! Andy! ANDY!’


    Oh no.


    Abort countdown!


    Abandon first-lick preparation sequence!


    It’s Danny Pickett … the last person I want to see right now!


    He’s going to want a lick of my ice-cream. And not just a little lick either. If I know Danny it will be a big slobbery saliva-drenched lick.


    I can’t take that risk.


    Initiate emergency ice-cream-hiding sequence immediately!


    Hands behind back?
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    Check.


    Innocent look on face?


    Check.


    Staring into distance pretending I haven’t seen Danny?


    Check.


    ‘Hi, Andy,’ says Danny.


    ‘Oh, hi, Danny,’ I say. ‘I didn’t see you there.’


    ‘Are you kidding?’ he says. ‘I thought you would have heard me. I’ve been yelling at you for ages.’


    ‘How come?’


    ‘I wanted to know if I could have a lick of your ice-cream.’


    ‘What ice-cream?’ I say.


    ‘The one you’re hiding behind your back,’ says Danny.


    Darn! Danny’s getting smarter all the time.


    ‘Oh,’ I say, bringing it back out. ‘You mean this ice-cream?’


    ‘Yes,’ says Danny. ‘That ice-cream. Unless you’ve got more than one back there!’


    ‘No, that’s it,’ I say. ‘That’s all I’ve got.’


    ‘Well?’ says Danny.


    ‘Well what?’


    ‘Can I have a lick?’
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    ‘No,’ I say.


    ‘Why not?’ he says. ‘I’m your best friend, aren’t I?’


    ‘Yes, of course you are,’ I say, ‘and that’s exactly why you can’t have a lick.’


    ‘I don’t get it,’ says Danny frowning.


    ‘Because I’m sick,’ I say.


    Danny studies me closely. ‘You don’t look sick,’ he says.


    ‘Yeah, I know,’ I say. ‘That’s one of the symptoms.’


    ‘Oh, really?’ says Danny suspiciously. ‘And what are the other symptoms—you suddenly get really greedy and don’t feel like sharing? And what’s the cure? No, don’t tell me … let me guess—a double-scoop ice-cream with sprinkles and chocolate flakes, to be eaten all by yourself? Gee, I wouldn’t mind catching that disease! Here, gimme some germs!’


    He tries to snatch the ice-cream out of my hand.


    But I’m too fast.


    ‘Don’t be an idiot, Danny,’ I say. ‘You can make fun all you want but I really am sick.’


    ‘Yeah, right,’ says Danny. ‘What have you got? Lack-of-generosityitis? Or is it greedy-gutsatosis? Or maybe it’s a serious case of I-don’t-want-to-be-your-best-friend-anymore-because-I’d-rather-have-a-whole-ice-cream-to-myself-than-share-it-with-my-best-friend-like-a-true-best-friend-would? Is that it? Is that what you’ve got?’
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    Tears well up in Danny’s eyes as he finishes his big speech.


    He’s right of course.


    I am being greedy.


    And I’m not being a true friend.


    ‘All right, Danny,’ I say. ‘You win. Here you go … have first lick.’


    ‘Are you serious?’ says Danny, wiping his eyes. ‘Do you really mean it?’


    ‘Yes,’ I say. ‘But just one lick, okay? A little lick.’


    ‘Sure, Andy,’ says Danny. ‘Just one lick.’


    I hold the ice-cream up to his face.


    Danny tries to take it from me but I shake my head.


    ‘Uh-uh,’ I say. ‘I hold it.’


    ‘What are you saying?’ says Danny, tears beginning to well up again. ‘That you don’t trust me? Is that it?’


    ‘Of course I trust you,’ I say. ‘I’d just prefer to hold it, that’s all.’
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    ‘You don’t trust me,’ says Danny.


    He’s right. I don’t trust him. But I can’t tell him that. And the longer we argue the more the ice-cream is going to melt. I’ve got no choice. I have to trust him.


    ‘Okay, okay,’ I say. ‘Here. Hold it! Lick it! Just hurry up or there’ll be nothing left to lick!’


    ‘Thanks,’ says Danny, taking the ice-cream from my hand. ‘You won’t regret it.’


    ‘Just one lick, okay?’ I say.


    He nods. ‘Sure, Andy,’ he says, staring at the ice-cream as if he’s hypnotised. ‘Just one lick.’


    He brings the ice-cream up to his mouth, extends his tongue and then opens his mouth and bites off the entire top scoop.


    Yes.


    You read that correctly.


    The entire top scoop!


    ‘Danny!’ I yell. ‘That wasn’t a lick! That was a gulp! You gulped a whole scoop!’


    ‘Mmmph! Mmmmph!’ says Danny, his mouth so full of ice-cream he can’t even speak properly. He hands the cone back to me.


    ‘I can’t believe you did that!’ I say. ‘You ate the whole scoop.’


    ‘Well, I didn’t want you eating too much ice-cream,’ says Danny. ‘Not when you’re sick. My mum says it’s not that good for you.’
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    ‘Yeah?’ I say, clenching my fist.


    ‘Don’t do anything you might regret,’ says Danny, backing away. ‘We’re best friends, remember? And you’d better eat the rest of that ice-cream. It’s starting to melt.’


    I look at the ice-cream.


    He’s right. Little white trickles are beginning to run down the sides of the cone.


    ‘I’ll deal with you later,’ I say to Danny, but he’s already gone.


    Never mind.


    Life’s not so bad, really.


    The sun is still shining. (Well, burning a little, really, but on the nice side of burning.)


    The birds are still singing. (Well, not so much singing as squawking, but on the nice side of squawking.)


    And I’ve still got a single-scoop ice-cream with sprinkles and chocolate flakes. (Well, the sprinkles and chocolate flakes aren’t there anymore … they were on top of the scoop that Danny ate, but I’m not going to let that upset me.)
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    I’m just about to take the first lick of my remaining scoop when a vision of loveliness appears in front of me.


    A vision of loveliness even more lovely than a single-scoop ice-cream.


    Yes, that’s right.


    Lisa Mackney.


    Lisa the-most-beautiful-girl-in-the-world Mackney.


    And she’s standing in front of me, staring.


    And who could blame her?


    I’m good-looking, rugged and I’ve got great hair … well, today anyway.


    But she’s not staring at me.
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    She’s staring at my ice-cream.


    I wish she’d look at me like that.


    But, hey, maybe she would if I offered her a lick of my ice-cream.


    Then she’d see what a great guy I am. Not only all that stuff I’ve already mentioned but generous as well.


    Here it is.


    Here’s my chance!


    Here’s my chance to be a hero and make Lisa fall in love with me once and for all.


    The sun is shining, the birds are singing, the breeze is blowing and Lisa Mackney is about to become my girlfriend.


    Here goes.


    ‘Hi, Lisa,’ I say.


    ‘Hi, Andy,’ she says, not taking her eyes off the ice-cream. ‘I wish I had an ice-cream.’


    ‘Have some of mine,’ I say.


    Her eyes widen, she looks at me briefly then returns her gaze to the ice-cream.


    ‘Really?’ she says.


    ‘Of course,’ I say.


    ‘Well, if you’re sure,’ she says. ‘Maybe just one lick …’


    ‘No problem,’ I say, handing her the ice-cream. ‘Go for it.’


    Obviously, when I said, ‘Go for it,’ I didn’t really mean go for it—I actually meant: ‘Just one lick.’ I thought Lisa would understand that but, unfortunately, no, she’s really going for it.
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    ‘Mmmm,’ she says, closing her eyes. ‘Mmmmmmmmmmmmmm …’


    ‘Lisa?’ I say, looking at my rapidly disappearing ice-cream. ‘Lisa?’


    ‘Mmmmmm?’ she says, not even opening her eyes.


    ‘Can I have my ice-cream back?’


    Her eyes slowly blink open as if she’s waking from a dream. She hands me the ice-cream. ‘Mmmm, thanks, Andy,’ she says. And with that she walks away, leaving me there in the hot burning sun, with seagulls screeching all around me, holding a melting scoopless ice-cream cone.


    Never mind.


    The scoops might be gone but I still have a cone full of ice-cream.


    And, although there are no chocolate flakes or sprinkles left, there is plenty of crunchy cone to enjoy.
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    I raise the cone to my lips and am just about to take my first nibble when it is suddenly snatched out of my hand.


    ‘Hey!’ I say, turning around to confront the ice-cream thief and coming face to face with my sister Jen.


    ‘Well, thank you, little brother,’ says Jen. ‘I don’t mind if I do.’


    ‘Give it back!’ I say.


    ‘Give me one good reason why I should,’ says Jen, holding it up out of my reach as I try to grab it.


    ‘Because it’s mine!’ I say.


    ‘Where’d you get the money?’ she says.


    ‘I found it,’ I say.


    ‘Yeah, in Mum’s purse,’ says Jen. ‘It’s no use denying it. I saw you take it. And I followed you here. And now I want half or I’m telling Mum what you did.’


    She has a point.


    A very good point.


    A very pointy point.


    But before you jump to conclusions—like Jen—you should know that technically it wasn’t stealing because Mum hadn’t paid me my weekly pocket money and I had done all my chores so the money was really mine. But knowing Jen—and Mum—as well as I do, I doubt they’ll appreciate the technicalities of the situation.
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    ‘Okay, okay,’ I say, ‘it’s not what you think, but you win. You can have a lick—one lick—just hurry up.’


    ‘Thanks, little brother,’ says Jen.


    She grabs the cone and takes a bite.


    A big bite.


    Then she takes another bite.


    An even bigger bite than the first one.


    Then, when it’s already practically no bigger than a baby cone, she takes another enormous bite and hands me back a tiny cone no bigger than my thumb.


    ‘Thanks, Andy,’ she says, walking away. Then she stops and turns. ‘Oh, that was nice, but next time I’d prefer strawberry.’


    You know when you have one of those perfectly terrible moments where everything is just … you know … perfectly terrible?


    Well I’m having one right now.


    I’m getting sunburnt, the seagulls are screeching, the breeze has turned into a gale and I can’t see it but I’m pretty sure my hair is a mess.


    But wait, that’s not all!


    I’ve been betrayed by my best friend, used by the girl I love, blackmailed by my sister and I’m holding the sad remains of a once-great double-scoop ice-cream with sprinkles and chocolate flakes and I haven’t even had so much as a single lick yet.


    But there’s no use crying over unlicked ice-cream.


    There’s still time.


    There’s still hope!
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    I bring the tiny cone close to my lips and try to poke my tongue into it … but before I can get my tongue far enough down to reach the ice-cream there’s an explosion of feathers in my face. I look up to see a seagull soaring up into the sky … with what’s left of my ice-cream cone in its beak!


    I can’t believe it!


    I’ve been robbed!


    By a bird!


    The only consolation is that the thief is not being allowed to enjoy its stolen ice-cream in peace. It’s surrounded by a great hungry cloud of other seagulls all involved in the aerial battle of the century trying to get a piece of the action.


    The first seagull loses the cone to a second, which then has it torn from its beak by a third that manages to fly free of the pack for a heroic ten metres before what’s left of my cone falls from its beak.
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    The bit of cone falls …


    down …


    down …


    down …


    and lands on the ground right in the middle of another group of seagulls all prepared to fight to the death for it.


    But they didn’t count on me.


    That’s my little bit of cone and nobody—not best friend, potential girlfriend, sister or bird—is going to take it away from me!


    I dive into the middle of the squalling pack with no thought for my own safety—all I want is that cone!


    And I get it, too, snatching it from the screeching, squawking, fluttering, clawing, beaky mass.


    A small piece of cone, no bigger than my little fingernail.


    And, it’s mine. All mine! But as I hold up my trophy to display to my vanquished foes, it’s cruelly ripped from my fingers by a beady-eyed sea eagle who gulps it down in one careless swallow and flies away, leaving me sprawled on the ground surrounded by … well, nothing actually.
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    Even the seagulls have moved away.


    Clearly they don’t want to risk being associated with a double-scoop loser like me.


    Because that’s what I am.


    A LOSER.


    Capital L, capital O, capital S, capital E, capital R and capital full stop. (Can you have a capital full stop? Probably not. That’s what a LOSER I am—I can’t even punctuate properly.)


    I’m lying on the ground thinking what a hopeless punctuater I am when I notice it.


    On the dirt just in front of me.


    Glistening in the sunlight.


    A single drop of melted ice-cream.


    Just sitting there, perfect, round and white—there’s even a little bit of chocolate flake in the middle.


    I don’t even have to move my head.


    All I have to do is poke out my tongue and it’s mine—all mine!


    I lick the drop.


    It’s sweet, surprisingly cool and delicious.


    Sure, it’s a little crunchy and I think that bit of chocolate might actually have been an ant, but aside from that it’s perfect!


    I wish this moment could last forever.
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    A CHOOSE YOUR OWN

    SLEEPOVER ADVENTURE
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    Your name is Andy. You’re having a sleepover at your best friend Danny’s house. You’ve both eaten way too much junk food, watched way too many horror movies and jumped on Danny’s bed until it collapsed. Now, completely exhausted, you’ve both fallen asleep on his bedroom floor with the light on. So far, so good … there are only a couple of hours until sunrise—what could possibly go wrong? Well, that all depends on you. In this story the decisions are yours.


    Good luck, sweet dreams, and, whatever you do, BE CAREFUL!


    1


    You are woken by a noise. You open your eyes and see Danny stumbling around the room. He has his arms straight out in front of him and his eyes shut tight. He’s sleepwalking! Your first thought is that you should wake him up so he doesn’t hurt himself but then you remember Danny once told you that it’s very dangerous to wake a sleepwalker because the shock and confusion of being woken up mid-sleepwalk could kill them.


    * If you try to wake him up anyway, go to 2.


    * If you don’t try to wake him up, go to 3.


    2


    You call Danny’s name. He doesn’t respond. You get up and shake him roughly by the shoulder. He blinks, clutches his chest and then falls to the floor. He dies of a shock-induced heart attack. You idiot! You thought Danny’s parents were going to be mad about the broken bed, but imagine how mad they’ll be when they find out you’ve broken Danny! You decide to go home early and hope that nobody realises it was your fault. You get dressed, climb out the bedroom window and jump to the garden below. Uh-oh. Bad move. You seem to have forgotten that Danny’s bedroom is on the second floor. You fall through the air and are impaled on a giant cactus. It hurts. A lot. You die.
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    THE END


    3


    You watch as Danny, still fast asleep, stumbles around a bit more and then walks out of the room. You get up and follow him. He walks down the hall into the kitchen and heads towards the fridge. Typical Danny, you think, even when he’s asleep he’s hungry. But to your surprise he walks right past the fridge and heads towards the key rack just inside the back door. He reaches up and takes down a set of car keys. Then he lets himself out and walks towards the garage. Uh-oh. Sleepwalking is one thing, but sleepdriving is quite another. You run after him. He enters the garage, opens the car, gets into the driver’s seat and starts the engine.


    * If you figure that sleepdriving is probably going to be more hazardous to Danny’s health than the risk of waking him while sleepwalking and so decide to wake him, go to 4.


    * If you decide that waking him is too risky and that a true friend would get into the passenger seat to help him drive—after all, his eyes are shut—go to 5.


    4


    You shake Danny by the shoulder. ‘Wake up!’ you yell. ‘You’re trying to drive a car in your sleep!’ Danny wakes up. But the shock kills him. He dies. Gee, you just don’t learn, do you?! You are arrested and tried, found guilty of having woken a sleepwalker and are sentenced to prison for life. While in prison your sleep is haunted by dreams of Danny and the guilt causes you to sleepwalk around your cell. Your cellmate wakes you up. The shock kills you. You die.
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    THE END


    5


    You get into the car with Danny and close the passenger-side door. Danny wastes no time. He plants his foot on the accelerator and takes off down the driveway at an incredible speed. You barely have enough time to wrench the steering wheel down hard right to avoid smashing into the house on the opposite side of the road. Which is good … but also bad because now you’re travelling down the road at 80 kilometres an hour … and you’re in a 50-kilometre zone! You see a cat crossing the road in front of you. You are about to swerve to the right to avoid running over it when you realise that to do so would mean an almost certain head-on collision with a petrol tanker coming the other way. To swerve or not to swerve? That is the question!
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    * If you choose to run over the cat rather than risk a head-on collision, go to 6.


    * If you choose to avoid running over the cat by swerving onto the other side of the road, go to 7.


    6


    You don’t swerve. You hear and feel a thump—the unmistakeable sound and feel of a cat being run over by a car. It’s bad enough to run over a cat at any time, but what makes this even worse is that you’re in a really rough part of the neighbourhood and the tough cat is wearing a spiky collar. One of these spikes pierces the front tyre. The puncture causes the car to veer sharply across the road and crash head-on into the petrol tanker. The resulting fireball incinerates the car. And Danny. And you. You die.


    THE END


    7


    You swerve to avoid running over the cat, but now you’re heading straight towards the petrol tanker! But only for a moment because, luckily, the tanker swerves onto the other side of the road to avoid you! Unfortunately, though, it runs over the cat. You pass the tanker and then steer the car back onto the right side of the road and continue hurtling at breakneck speed through the night. The road curves up ahead. There are two large glass-fronted shops on the corner—one is called Bras ’n’ Stuff. You’ve never been in there, but you’re guessing they sell bras and stuff. Next to it is a shop called Lights ’n’ Stuff. In the window is an impressive chandelier with a $17,500 price tag. Unfortunately, however, you’re travelling too fast to take the corner. You’re going to crash into one of the shops, there’s no question about that … the question is which one are you going to choose to smash into?
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    * If you choose to smash into Bras ’n’ Stuff, go to 8.


    * If you choose to smash into Lights ’n’ Stuff, go to 9.


    8


    The car crashes into Bras ’n’ Stuff, drives through and out the other side. The car is covered in bras and other stuff, including stockings and underpants. There is so much stuff, in fact, that you can’t even see through the windscreen. You turn on the windscreen wipers. They clear the windscreen … just in time for you to see the gates of the minimum-security women’s prison moments before you crash through them. The sound of the crash wakes up the prisoners and they come streaming out of their cells. Having only had access to boring, prison-issue underwear for so long, the fashion-starved women go crazy fighting over all the bras, stockings, underpants and other stuff. You and Danny are ripped apart in the frenzy. You die.


    THE END


    9


    The car crashes into Lights ’n’ Stuff, drives through and out the other side, but you’re travelling much slower than before. There’s a grinding noise coming from the back of the car. You turn around in your seat to see that the noise is the sound of a $17,500 crystal chandelier being dragged along the road! It’s attached to the car’s bumper and is leaving a sparkling trail of crystal pieces behind you—an easy trail for the police to follow, and at this speed you’re an easy catch. On the other hand, the fact that you’re travelling a little slower is good because you’re approaching a twenty-four hour drive-thru Fast Burger restaurant and all this excitement has made you hungry.
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    * If you climb out of the car to unhook the chandelier from the bumper, go to 10.


    * If you leave the chandelier where it is for just a little while longer and use the car phone to call through an order to Fast Burger, go to 11.


    10


    Doing your best Spiderman impression you climb out the window and make your way across the roof of the car. Using the roof rack to anchor your feet, you lower yourself down to unhook the chandelier. Unfortunately, you lower yourself down a little too far and your face scrapes against the road and the front half of your head is ground into a trail of raw face-mince, which attracts a pack of stray dogs that not only run along behind the car eating your trail of face, but eventually catch up to the car and eat the rest of your head too. You die.
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    THE END


    11


    You order burgers, fries and shakes for two and hope that Fast Burger are as fast as they like to boast. Luckily they are. You help Danny steer the car into the drive-thru and—without stopping—hurl a handful of coins at the cashier and he hurls your burgers, fries and shakes into the car. There’s not much left of the chandelier now and the car is picking up speed again. You shove a burger into your mouth with your left hand while helping Danny steer (and eat) with your right.


    This isn’t such a bad little adventure after all, you think. Your mum never lets you have Fast Burger—she says it’s artery-clogging heart-attack food. Seconds after you have this thought you break out in a cold sweat and feel a strange pain in your chest that you’ve never felt before.
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    * If you panic and seek medical help, go to 12.


    * If you ignore the pain and keep steering, go to 13.


    12


    You manage to steer the car to the nearest hospital but Danny doesn’t slow down, so you open the door and jump out. You crash-roll through the doors of the emergency department. The doctors take one look at your junk-food swollen body and order an immediate operation. They cut you open and remove as much of the Fast Burger meal as possible. But one of the fries gets away. Its saturated-fat content is enough to completely flood the bodies of twenty large adults with dangerous artery-clogging fat. Your poor average-sized young person’s body doesn’t stand a chance. Your arteries clog. Your heart stops beating. The last thing you hear is your mother’s voice saying, ‘I told you that Fast Burger rubbish was no good for you.’ You die.


    THE END


    13


    You ignore the pain. You’ve just taken a hit of artery-clogging saturated fat that would have killed a lesser person but you just suck it up and get on with steering the car. Which is not to say it doesn’t hurt. You close your eyes for a moment. But that moment is long enough for Danny to drive the car off the road and down the banks of a lake. The next thing you know you’re speeding towards a boat ramp. You brace yourself. The car hits the water and rapidly begins to sink. Danny, however, keeps his foot planted on the accelerator and—incredibly—the car continues driving along the bottom of the lake. You figure that you’ll probably be okay as long as you keep the windows closed. But then you see Danny reaching to open his. You try to stop him by pressing the window-lock button before he can open his window.
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    * If you are too slow and Danny opens his window before you can press the window-lock button, go to 14.


    * If you manage to press the window-lock button before Danny can open his window, go to 15.


    14


    Danny opens his window. The car rapidly fills with water. And piranhas. You’re drowning and the piranhas are eating you alive but you don’t give up hope—you keep fighting. Then the car explodes. (Don’t ask why … it just does.) You die.


    THE END


    15


    Danny tries to open his window but can’t because it’s locked. You drive safely across the bottom of the lake and up and out the other side. The good news is that you’ve lost the chandelier and the car is going fast again. The bad news is that you are now going so fast that you’re driving at twice the legal speed limit—right past a police car. The police come after you, lights flashing and sirens blaring. You figure that it would be a good idea to pull over but you can’t because Danny has his foot pressed hard on the accelerator. You go over a small rise and see a dirt road off to your left. If you’re quick you can take the road and give the police the slip. You take your chance. You are now heading down a dark, spooky road overhung with branches. In the distance is a sign. It says: CEMETERY ENTRANCE AHEAD.
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    * If you’re creeped out by cemeteries so you try to turn the car around and head back to the highway, go to 16.


    * If you’re creeped out by cemeteries but would rather drive into one than risk getting caught by the police, go to 17.


    16


    You try to turn around but you are going too fast. The car flips over and rolls and rolls and rolls right through the cemetery gates until it is brought to a sudden, violent stop by a massive headstone. You look at the headstone. It has your name on it. That’s freaky, you think. It is your last thought. You die.


    THE END


    17


    You drive into the cemetery. A bunch of brain-eating zombies are having a dance party. You smash right into the middle of them. They scatter like bowling pins, except for one who ends up on the roof of your car. He’s banging on the roof yelling, ‘Brains! Brains! I want brains!’ The poor zombie doesn’t realise that, between the pair of you, Danny and yourself barely have two brain cells to rub together. But without ripping your heads open he can’t possibly know that. So he keeps pounding and pounding and yelling for brains while you keep swerving the car from side to side, trying to shake him loose.
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    * If you manage to shake the zombie loose, go to 18.


    * If the zombie stays on the car, go to 19.


    18


    The zombie is thrown off the roof of the car, hits a tree, bounces off it and crashes through the driver’s side window into the car. The zombie rips your head open and eats your brains. (Well, what little there is of them.) Your last thought as the brain-eating zombie plunges its hand into your skull is how much he looks like your sister, Jen. You wish you had time to call her and share this final thought. But you don’t. You die.
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    THE END


    19


    Despite your swerving you can’t shake the zombie off the roof of the car. Eventually you end up back on a main road. There is a twenty-four-hour automatic car wash up ahead … which is exactly what you need! You steer into the car wash and the car locks into position on the conveyor belt. There are three settings to choose from: Regular wash, Super wash and Brain-eating-zombie-removal wash.


    * If you select Regular wash, go to 20.


    * If you select Super wash, go to 21.


    * If you select Brain-eating-zombie-removal wash, go to 22.


    20


    You select Regular wash. What are you? Some kind of moron? Sure, it gets the car nice and clean but it doesn’t remove the brain-eating zombie—which, in case you’ve forgotten, was the main point of the exercise. But it’s too late now. The brain-eating zombie smashes through the windscreen, rips your head open and eats your brains. (Well, what little there is of them.) Your last thought as the brain-eating zombie plunges its hand into your skull is how much he looks like your sister, Jen. You wish you had time to call her and share this final thought. But you don’t. You die.
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    THE END


    21


    You select Super wash. What are you? Some kind of super moron? Sure, it gets the car super nice and clean but it doesn’t remove the brain-eating zombie—which, in case you’ve forgotten, was the main point of the exercise. But it’s too late now. The brain-eating zombie smashes through the windscreen, rips your head open and eats your brains. (Well, what little there is of them.) Your last thought as the brain-eating zombie plunges its hand into your skull is how much he looks like your sister, Jen. You wish you had time to call her and share this final thought. But you don’t. You die.
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    THE END


    22


    You select Brain-eating-zombie-removal wash. Congratulations on your fine choice! It costs a little extra but, given that you’ve got a brain-eating zombie on the roof, it’s definitely worth it. The car is blasted by water, detergents, brushes, zombie lasers and rotating blades; the zombie gets drenched, cleaned, decapitated and washed off the roof of the car. You steer the car out of the car wash and back onto the road. Despite this having been the most terrifying ride of your life, you’re feeling pretty good. Not only did you get rid of that pesky brain-eating zombie but the car is now really clean. Perhaps Danny’s parents will be so pleased with the car they’ll be prepared to overlook the broken bed. That’s if you ever make it back alive. And that’s a big if. Because now you’re heading towards a bridge. It’s one of those bridges that goes up to let tall ships pass through, and as you approach it starts to rise. The lights are flashing and the boom gate is down but Danny is still driving really fast. You smash through the gate and you’re rocketing up the bridge at a 45-degree angle. The g-force is amazing—you can pretty much guess how astronauts feel as they take off … Actually, you don’t have to guess at all, BECAUSE YOU REALLY ARE TAKING OFF! The car runs out of bridge but continues travelling up, up, up … leaving the bridge and the ground far, far, far below …
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    * If the car continues heading upwards, go to 23.


    * If the car starts falling back towards the ground, go to 24.


    23


    You keep going faster and faster and faster until you reach escape velocity. Your car leaves the planet, shoots off into space and travels for 1600 light years until it—and everything in it—is sucked into a black hole. You suffer spaghettification—the vertical stretching and horizontal compression of your body into a long thin shape due to exposure to an extreme gravitational force—and, yes, you guessed it: you die.
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    THE END


    24


    Up, up, up you go, but not for long, because then the car starts falling down, down, down … but you know, that’s not such a bad thing. You can see your neighbourhood … and there’s Danny’s house. Amazingly, you manage to steer the car back down through the air and bring it in for a perfect landing in Danny’s driveway. And, incredibly, at exactly that moment Danny puts his foot on the brake and brings the car to a gentle stop—right in the garage. He switches off the engine, takes the keys out of the ignition, gets out and walks back inside the house. You follow him. He replaces the keys on the rack and goes down the hallway to his bedroom. By the time you get there, he’s already lying on the floor, fast asleep.


    You lie down, nerves jangling, heart racing. But just as you are starting to calm down, you hear a noise. It’s Danny. He’s moving around the room. Oh no! He’s sleepwalking again!!!
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    * If you decide to be a good friend and get up to look after him again, go to 25.


    * If you decide enough is enough and just roll over and go to sleep, go to 26.


    25


    You get up and follow him. But this time, to your utter relief, he doesn’t go sleepdriving. He simply goes to the kitchen, opens the fridge and starts sleepsnacking. You follow the sleepsnacking Danny back to his bedroom. You both sleep peacefully for the rest of the night. You wake in the morning, surprisingly refreshed despite your terrifying experience, but when you go into the kitchen for breakfast Danny’s father is furious. He has found a scratch on his car and demands to know how it got there. You tell him the whole story and point out that although the car has a scratch on it at least it’s nice and clean and nobody died. Unfortunately, Danny’s father is too angry about the scratch to listen to your explanation or appreciate what a hero and good friend you are and in his fury rips you and Danny apart, limb from limb. You die.
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    THE END


    26


    This time you can’t be bothered following Danny or steering the car. After all, haven’t you already done more for Danny than most best friends would ever be called on to do in a whole lifetime? If Danny is so keen to go sleepdriving then it’s his funeral, not yours. But that’s where you’re wrong. Without you at the wheel Danny is not only sleepdriving but he’s driving blind. You hear the car start up but you just roll over and close your eyes. Your fourth-last thought is, ‘That sounds like a car crashing into the house.’ Your third-last thought is, ‘That sounds like a car driving up the stairs.’ Your second-last thought is, ‘That sounds like a car driving into the bedroom.’ Your very last thought is, ‘That sounds like a car about to drive over my head!’ Danny drives the car over your head. You die. If you could still think after you’re dead, you would think, ‘This is the worst sleepover ever.’ But you can’t. You’re dead.


    THE END
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    Are you ready?


    This could be the one!


    The salt-shaker spin to break all known salt-shaker spinning records.
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    I’ve already got it to forty-nine spins without stopping so I’m only one spin away from fifty, which has got to be some sort of world record. Well, at least in this house, anyway.


    Not that anyone but me will care.


    My parents aren’t even looking.


    Dad’s eating his breakfast and Mum’s reading the school newsletter.


    Uh-oh. That’s the one full of stuff about Jeremy Smart and his ten-hour, ten-thousand-dollar swim for charity. He’s doing it at our local swimming pool today.


    I know exactly what Mum’s going to say next. She’s going to say, ‘That Jeremy Smart is a nice boy, isn’t he?’
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    How do I know this?


    Simple.


    It’s easy to know what Mum is going to say because whenever Jeremy Smart’s name is mentioned she starts going on about what a nice boy he is. Which is just one of the many reasons why I hate him.


    Mum puts down the newsletter.


    ‘That Jeremy Smart is a nice boy, isn’t he?’ she says.


    (See, I told you!)


    ‘Yes,’ I say. ‘He’s a very nice boy.’


    ‘Thoughtful, too,’ she says.


    ‘Oh, yeah,’ I say. ‘He’s a really thoughtful boy.’


    ‘Did you know he’s doing a ten-hour swim for charity today?’ she says.


    ‘Yes,’ I say. ‘As a matter of fact, I did.’


    ‘It says here that’s he’s going to raise ten thousand dollars!’


    ‘Yes, I know all about it, Mum,’ I say. ‘In fact, we’ve pretty much heard about nothing else at school for the whole last month. And after lunch we all have to go to the pool and cheer him on to the finish. I can hardly wait.’


    ‘Sounds like somebody’s a little bit jealous,’ says Dad.


    ‘Who, me?’ I say. ‘Jealous of Jeremy Smart? Whatever gives you that idea? I love Jeremy Smart. Everybody loves Jeremy Smart!’


    ‘I don’t understand why you have to be like that, Andy,’ says Mum.


    ‘Like what?’ I say.
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    ‘Like that,’ says Mum. ‘All sarcastic and negative. I bet Jeremy Smart isn’t sarcastic and negative. Why can’t you be more like Jeremy Smart? Why can’t you do something worthwhile with your time instead of just sitting there being sarcastic and negative and spilling salt all over the table?’


    ‘I’m not just spilling salt all over the table,’ I explain to her for about the millionth time. ‘I’m attempting to set a new world record for the most consecutive spins of a salt shaker! What could be more worthwhile than that?’


    ‘Ah, let me see,’ says Dad. ‘A ten-hour swim for charity, perhaps?’


    I don’t say anything. It’s impossible to argue with people like this. I figure I’ll let the salt shaker do the talking for me. I give it a spin. The biggest spin ever. This will show them, for sure.
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    The salt shaker flies across the table, smashes into Dad’s plate, loses its lid and releases its contents all over his bacon and eggs.


    Oops.


    Dad shakes his head wearily.


    ‘I bet Jeremy Smart wouldn’t wreck his father’s breakfast like that,’ says Mum.


    She’s right of course. Jeremy Smart would never wreck his father’s breakfast. Jeremy Smart would never do anything wrong. Because Jeremy Smart is perfect.


    In every way.


    He not only does charity swims, he does charity runs, charity sausage sizzles, charity readathons and charity 40-hour famines. Oh, yeah, and he’s school captain. And he’s the youngest-ever member of the school council. And last week he won the national spelling bee. And he also kicked the winning goal in the interschool grand final.
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    Like I said, he’s perfect! Which is another reason why I hate him. Because—as you may already have figured out—I am not perfect.


    In any way.


    And Jeremy Smart’s existence only helps to draw attention to this fact. If he didn’t exist my life would be so much easier. Maybe if I’m lucky he’ll drown in that stupid pool today.


    Not that there’s much chance of that happening.


    Did I mention that Jeremy is also a qualified surf lifesaver? No? Well he is. Jeremy would never drown. He wouldn’t be able to. He’s too perfect.


    But hang on …


    I’m not perfect …


    Maybe I could drown … and make it look like it was Jeremy’s fault.


    That would be so cool! The only problem is that I wouldn’t be alive to enjoy it …


    But maybe I could arrange for somebody else to drown …


    Or, at least, I could arrange for somebody else to pretend to drown and make it look like it was all Jeremy Smart’s fault …


    And then maybe I could even jump in and save them …


    Or, at least, make it look like I saved them …


    And then I’d be the hero for a change instead of Jeremy Smart!


    What a great idea!
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    In fact, I don’t think it’s going too far to say that it’s a perfect idea.


    This might not turn out to be such a terrible afternoon after all.
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    At school the morning seems to drag on forever.


    Our classes are constantly interrupted by announcements about Jeremy’s progress.


    Not that I mind.


    It gives me plenty of time to finetune my plan for Jeremy’s downfall. Well, the plan itself is simple enough: I get somebody to pretend that Jeremy Smart pushed them into the pool and then I jump in and rescue them. It couldn’t be simpler, really. The difficult part is choosing the right person to be the fake victim of Jeremy’s push.


    I could ask Danny but I don’t think he’d be right. He’s too big. It would be better if Jeremy ‘pushed’ somebody smaller than himself into the pool. It will make him look meaner.


    Lisa Mackney is smaller than Jeremy, and I’d love to save her, but she would never agree to my plan. She’s one of Jeremy’s biggest fans (which is yet another reason why I hate him).


    Which leaves just one person: Corey. He’s in year one and he’s always hanging around me and Danny. Sometimes we get him to run little errands for us and, in return, we offer him protection. Well, as long as his enemies aren’t bigger than us, that is.


    So I’ve got my plan.


    After lunch the whole school assembles out the front. As if it wasn’t already bad enough that we have to go and watch Jeremy Smart, one of the classes has spent the morning making a giant ‘JEREMY SMART’ banner, which we have to march behind all the way to the swimming pool.


    And as if that wasn’t bad enough, Mr Dobson is leading the procession with a microphone and a portable speaker.


    ‘Give me a J!’ he yells.


    ‘J!’ yells the whole school back in unison. Except for me, of course.


    They chant out all the rest of the letters of his name and then Mr Dobson yells, ‘What have you got?’ and they all yell back, ‘JEREMY SMART’ and then they start all over again and keep it up nonstop until we get to the pool. People are waving, cars are tooting and trucks are honking … it’s like everybody in the whole world has gone Jeremy Smart mad … well, everybody except me.


    [image:  ]


    Jeremy has been swimming since five o’clock this morning but you wouldn’t know that to look at him. He’s gliding up and down the pool, looking as fresh as if he’d only jumped in five minutes ago.


    The teachers organise us into house groups in the grandstand to cheer Jeremy on to his scheduled finish at 3 pm.
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    Meanwhile, Mr Dobson has switched from school cheerleader to sports commentator and is giving a running commentary on Jeremy’s swim. Not that anyone can really hear him. The noise of the screaming, clapping and foot-stomping in the stands drowns out pretty much everything else.


    Honestly! The way everybody is carrying on you’d think nobody had ever done a ten-hour charity swim before.


    Even Danny has been sucked into the hysteria. He’s yelling and waving his arms like a maniac, and he hates Jeremy Smart just as much as I do!


    I make my way up to him and grab his arm.


    ‘What do you think you’re doing?’ I say.


    ‘Cheering for Jeremy!’ he says.


    ‘But you don’t even like him,’ I say.


    ‘Yeah, I know,’ he shrugs, ‘but everyone else is cheering.’


    ‘That doesn’t make it right,’ I say.


    ‘But the money he raises goes to charity,’ says Danny.


    ‘That makes it even worse!’ I yell. ‘Don’t you realise that every time you cheer for Jeremy “I’m so perfect” Smart, you make it harder for the “not so perfect” people like us?’
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    But Danny’s not listening.


    ‘Give me a J!’ he yells.


    ‘J!’ roars the crowd.


    I shrug.


    Poor Danny. Even he’s caught Jeremy Smart fever.


    Looks like it’s up to me now. Well, me and Corey.


    Which reminds me … where is Corey?


    It takes me a while to locate him in the general mayhem, but eventually I find him underneath the grandstand.


    ‘Hey, Corey!’ I call.


    ‘Hi, Andy,’ he says.


    ‘I’m glad I found you,’ I say. ‘Want to play a game?’


    ‘Sure!’ says Corey. ‘What’s the game?’


    ‘I need you to fall into the pool,’ I say.


    ‘But I can’t swim!’ says Corey.


    ‘No need to worry,’ I say. ‘Because I’ll be there to dive in and save you. The moment Jeremy finishes his swim and gets out of the water, I want you to rush up and congratulate him. Then I want you to pretend that he pushes you and makes you fall into the pool.’


    ‘But why?’ says Corey.


    ‘Because it’s a really fun game. It’s called School Hero and the winner gets to be hero of the school.’


    Corey’s eyes light up. ‘Okay,’ he says, ‘but you’ve got to save me, remember. Because I really can’t swim.’


    ‘Of course I will,’ I say, patting him reassuringly on the shoulder. ‘You’re my pal, and what are pals for? Now come with me and get into position—I’ll be standing right behind you so there’s nothing to worry about.’


    We head towards the end of the pool that Jeremy will finish at.


    Jeremy is just seconds away from completing his swim—well, that’s if the thunderous applause, cheering and foot-stomping of the crowd don’t cause the grandstand to collapse and crumble into the pool on top of him.


    Hmmm. Now there’s a happy thought.
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    Mr Dobson is now so excited that it’s impossible to understand a word he is shouting into his microphone … not that anybody cares. They all just want to see Jeremy Smart finish his epic swim. Well, so do I … though probably not for the same reason.


    Jeremy’s mother and father are waiting at the end of the pool. They look so happy you’d think the ten thousand dollars their son has raised was going directly into their bank account. They’re standing with our school principal, the local MP, a reporter and photographer from the local newspaper, and a group of other local business men and women who have sponsored the swim. And Corey and I are right in the middle of them—ready to put my perfect plan into action.
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    Mr Dobson begins a countdown. The whole school joins in.


    ‘TEN!’


    I push Corey and myself as close to the front of the group as I can.


    ‘NINE!’


    I tap him on the shoulder.


    ‘EIGHT!’


    He turns and gives me the thumbs-up.


    ‘SEVEN!’


    I stretch my arms, roll my shoulders and prepare myself for my heroic dive and courageous rescue.


    ‘SIX!’
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    I look up into the stands. Danny is there. He’ll soon realise that he’s been cheering for the wrong guy.


    ‘FIVE!’


    Lisa Mackney is there. She’ll soon realise who the true hero is around here.


    ‘FOUR!’


    This is it.


    ‘THREE!’


    This is really it.


    ‘TWO!’


    Jeremy Smart is going down.


    ‘ONE!’


    Show time.


    A siren blasts.


    Jeremy touches the end of the pool.


    The crowd cheers and applauds.


    The lap tally board that’s been counting Jeremy’s laps reads 3001.


    ‘IT’S A NEW WORLD RECORD FOR THE MOST AMOUNT OF LAPS IN A TEN-HOUR SWIM!’ yells Mr Dobson.
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    Jeremy removes his goggles and punches the air. His dad reaches down and helps him out of the water.


    Jeremy stands up, turns to the crowd and waves.


    The roar is louder than anything that’s come before.


    Jeremy waves again.


    He’s really milking it. I mean, what’s the big deal? He does a few thousand laps in a pool and everybody goes crazy!
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    I wonder how they’ll react when they see someone (e.g. me!) do something really heroic.


    Jeremy is about to step away from the side of the pool.


    I tap Corey again. ‘You’re up, buddy,’ I whisper. ‘Good luck!’


    He nods, surges forward towards Jeremy, bumps into him and launches himself—clumsily—into the pool.


    The crowd gasps.


    There’s confusion.


    And a rare moment of silence.


    ‘Help!’ yells Corey. ‘I can’t swim!’ He’s bobbing and flailing in the water in a very convincing manner.


    ‘OH NO!’ I shout, pushing through the assembled dignitaries. ‘JEREMY SMART JUST PUSHED THAT POOR INNOCENT DEFENCELESS KID INTO THE WATER!’


    ‘HELP!’ says Corey. He looks like he really does need help. I’d better not waste any more time. I grab Mr Dobson’s microphone out of his hand.
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    ‘DON’T WORRY, LITTLE BOY WHO JEREMY SMART JUST PUSHED INTO THE WATER!’ I yell. ‘I, ANDY GRIFFITHS, WILL SAVE YOU!’


    I throw the microphone back to the astonished Mr Dobson and then stand on the edge of the pool and raise my arms high above my head. 


    I see a NO DIVING sign on the side of the pool, but I haven’t got time to worry about that now. This is an emergency! And besides, the whole school is watching.


    This is my moment.


    The moment I’ve been waiting for.
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    I dive into the water in the most spectacular way I know how. I even manage to throw in a half-somersault for a little extra excitement.


    But as I enter the water my dive is brought to a sudden halt by something hard.


    WHAM!


    Pain.


    Lots of pain.


    Then darkness.


    Black, inky darkness.


    Then more pain.


    Pinching pain.


    Somebody’s pinching my nose.


    I open my eyes and see a face above mine.


    I know that face.


    It’s … it’s … Jeremy Smart’s face!


    But what’s it doing so close to mine?


    And why is his mouth wide open?


    ‘Jeremy?’ I say. ‘What are you doing?’


    ‘Andy?’ he says. ‘You’re okay! I was just administering emergency CPR. Thank goodness—you were so still that for a minute there I thought I’d lost you!’


    Jeremy stands up. ‘He’s okay!’ he announces to the hushed crowd. ‘He’s going to be okay! They’re both going to be okay!’
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    The crowd erupts with a new round of cheering.


    Jeremy kneels beside me again.


    ‘I was so glad I was able to save both of you!’ says Jeremy. ‘I wouldn’t have been able to live with myself otherwise.’


    Uh-oh.


    If he just said what I think he said, I don’t think I’m going to be able to live with myself.


    ‘You saved both of us?’ I say. ‘The little kid you pushed in and me?’


    ‘Yes,’ says Jeremy. ‘But I didn’t push him in, you know. He just bumped into me and then tripped and fell. I would never push somebody into the water—everybody knows that. I was just getting ready to save him when you dived in and hit your head on the bottom of the pool and knocked yourself out. So I ended up saving both of you!’


    Oh no.


    All my careful planning! 


    All for nothing!


    No, even worse than nothing. 


    Instead of ruining his reputation, I’ve made Jeremy look even more perfect than ever!


    Just then Mr Dobson crouches down and pushes the microphone in my face.


    ‘I guess you’ll be wanting to publicly thank Jeremy for saving your life!’ he says. ‘Well, here’s your chance!’


    ‘No, I don’t want to thank him!’ I say, grabbing the microphone. ‘I hate him! I hate Jeremy Smart!’


    My words echo all over the pool.


    The crowd falls silent.
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    Mr Dobson snatches the microphone away from me. ‘Ah, er, clearly the poor boy is very confused,’ he says. ‘He obviously hit his head very hard. What he really means is that he loves Jeremy Smart.’ He puts his arm around Jeremy and shouts at the top of his voice, ‘WE ALL LOVE JEREMY SMART!’


    This announcement triggers a fresh round of cheering, which only stops when Mr Dobson asks for quiet so that he can tell them a further piece of even more exciting news.


    ‘In appreciation of Jeremy’s heroic actions in saving their young son’s life, Corey’s parents have offered to match the ten thousand dollars already raised to bring Jeremy’s total fundraising to an incredible twenty thousand dollars!’


    He turns to the grandstand. ‘Three cheers for Jeremy Smart! Hip hip …’


    ‘HOORAY!’ comes back the thunderous response.


    ‘Hip hip …’


    ‘HOORAY!’


    ‘Hip hip …’


    ‘HOORAY!’


    The noise is deafening. As if my head didn’t hurt enough already!


    I look across at Corey. He smiles and gives me a thumbs-up. I fake a smile and wave back.
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    Well, this has certainly been a great day’s work. Jeremy Smart is even more of a hero than ever and it’s all thanks to me!


    I’m going to have to work even harder than I thought to destroy him and his perfect reputation now.


    But how? What can I possibly do?


    A series of graffiti attacks around the school all signed, By JEREMY SMART …
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    Dump a bunch of dead rats on the principal’s desk with a gift card signed, With love from JEREMY SMART …


    That’s good but maybe I’m not thinking big enough … maybe I can hire a skywriting plane to write some really rude words in the sky and it could be pulling a banner behind it that says, These rude words were brought to you by JEREMY SMART …


    Then again, maybe I should just forget about Jeremy Smart and concentrate really hard on my salt-shaker spinning and instead of fifty go for a truly amazing number like five hundred …


    Or a thousand …


    Or maybe three thousand …


    Or better still, three thousand and two …


    Yeah, and I’ll attract some really big sponsors and everybody will be so amazed they’ll forget all about this whole unfortunate day and they won’t even remember who Jeremy Smart is … they’ll be like, ‘Jeremy who?’ and parents across the land will be thrusting salt shakers at their kids and saying to them, ‘Why can’t you be more like Andy Griffiths?’


    Yes, that’s the answer …


    I can see it now …


    That’s what I’ll do …


    And I’m going to get right onto it …


    But first I’m just going to lie here for a while until my head stops hurting …


    Because I’m sure it will stop hurting …


    Eventually …


    And then I’ll show them …


    I’ll show them all …


    Just you wait and see.
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    LESSON ONE: When riding on a bus it’s important to get the angle of your seat exactly right. Note: it may take a while, but don’t give up … just keep trying.
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    LESSON TWO: Being a bus driver is not a good job for somebody who doesn’t like children or the noise they make when trying to get the angle of their seats exactly right.
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    LESSON THREE: Being a museum guide is a good job for somebody who does like children and doesn’t mind being asked dumb questions.
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    LESSON FOUR: There are lots of buttons to press at the museum.
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    LESSON FIVE: It’s fun to play on the escalators but the guards would much prefer you didn’t.
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    LESSON SIX: Gold nuggets are much bigger than chicken ones.
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    LESSON SEVEN: Apparently we are all pretty much doomed.
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    LESSON EIGHT: 3D glasses are not a cool fashion accessory.
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    LESSON NINE: The Armagasaurus skeleton is not a coin-operated ride.
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    LESSON TEN: My class has a lot to learn about dinosaurs.
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    LESSON ELEVEN: Never turn your back on Danny Pickett, especially not when you’re anywhere near coprolite (that’s fossilised dinosaur poo, in case you didn’t know).
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    LESSON TWELVE: Butterflies are not made of butter and they don’t have big butts.
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    LESSON THIRTEEN: It’s fun to tap on the funnel-web spider’s glass but the guards would much prefer you didn’t.
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    LESSON FOURTEEN: No offence to windmills but they are really boring.
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    LESSON FIFTEEN: No offence to Sir Donald Bradman, but his bat is even more boring than a windmill.
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    LESSON SIXTEEN: Danny can be very immature.
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    LESSON SEVENTEEN: Old jokes are the best jokes.
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    LESSON EIGHTEEN: Ancient Egyptians must have had really small brains.
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    LESSON NINETEEN: Never turn your back on me, especially not if you’re anywhere near a beaker full of vomit.
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    LESSON TWENTY: It’s important to take warning signs seriously.
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    LESSON TWENTY-ONE: See? I told you it’s important to take warning signs seriously.
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    LESSON TWENTY-TWO: The museum shop is a great place to buy rubber dinosaurs that squeak.
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    LESSON TWENTY-THREE: If you’re posing for a group photo outside the museum, don’t stand next to Danny Pickett.
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    LESSON TWENTY-FOUR: Being a bus driver is not a good job for somebody who doesn’t like the sound of squeaky rubber dinosaurs.
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    LESSON TWENTY-FIVE: When riding on a bus that has just been driven off a cliff it’s important that all seats are fully upright and passengers are in the emergency brace position.
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    Romeo and Juliet and Danny and Lisa and Me


    A DIARY OF DOOMED LOVE


    WEEK 1

    Monday November 8th


    I just landed the part of Romeo in the school production of Romeo and Juliet. To tell you the truth, I see myself as more of a Hollywood action hero than a Shakespearean actor, but I tried out for the part of Romeo because I knew that Lisa Mackney had already been chosen for the role of Juliet and I figured it was probably the best chance I’m ever going to get to kiss her.
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    The best thing about it is that the kissing is actually in the script, so for once in my life there’s no way I can fail. It’s actually in the script … Romeo and Juliet kiss TWICE, and if I have anything to do with it—which I will, of course, because I’m Romeo—then I definitely won’t be getting it right the first time.


    Rehearsals start on Wednesday after school in the auditorium. We have four weeks to practise and then we’re putting it on for a gala one-night only performance. Four weeks isn’t very long but Ms Livingstone doesn’t believe in long rehearsal periods. She reckons it’s better to keep it fresh.


    Tuesday November 9th


    Danny’s mad with me.


    It turns out that he was really hoping to get the part of Romeo but instead he got Romeo’s best friend, Mercutio, who dies halfway through the play. I pointed out to him that it wouldn’t have done any good for him to get the part of Romeo because Lisa is really in love with me and she wouldn’t have wanted to kiss him anyway—at least not on the lips—but he said that if Lisa was so in love with me then why weren’t we officially girlfriend and boyfriend? But I just said, well I’d love to stay and chat with you Danny but oh dear is that the time? I have to go.


    (I didn’t really have to go but he totally believed me when I said I did, which just goes to show what a great actor I am and why I got the part of Romeo and not him.)
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    Wednesday November 10th


    At our first rehearsal this afternoon Ms Livingstone explained how Romeo and Juliet is about two young people who meet and fall in love (which is good) but that their families hate each other (which is bad) and they secretly get married and hope that this will bring their families together (which would be very good) but their plan goes horribly wrong when Tybalt—Juliet’s cousin—kills Romeo’s best friend Mercutio (which is very bad) and then Romeo kills Tybalt to get revenge (which is very, VERY bad) and then—to cut a long story short—one misunderstanding leads to another until Romeo and Juliet end up dead (which is VERY, VERY, VERY bad).
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    I suggested to Ms Livingstone that it might be better if we change the ending so that Romeo and Juliet don’t die but end up living happily ever after but she said that Shakespeare wrote it as a tragedy and who were we to mess with Shakespeare? I said that I would be happy to take responsibility for it but she just said well I’d love to stay and chat with you Andy but oh dear is that the time? I have to go. Ms Livingstone is very busy at the moment.


    Thursday November 11th


    Danny’s still mad at me.


    I told him I couldn’t help it if I was a better actor than he is but that didn’t seem to make him any less madder. In fact, if anything it seemed to make him more madder than he was before.


    At rehearsal Ms Livingstone said that before we started on the play she was going to get us to do a trust exercise where one person falls backwards and their partner catches them.


    I tried to partner up with Lisa but Ms Livingstone said that because Romeo and Mercutio are best friends it would be better for me and Danny to work together.


    The first time I fell backwards Danny didn’t catch me. He said it was because he wasn’t ready.


    The second time I fell backwards Danny didn’t catch me again. He said it was because he had something in his eye and he didn’t see me coming.


    The third time I fell backwards, guess what? Yep, you guessed it: he didn’t catch me for a third time. He said he tried but that I was too heavy and that maybe I should think about going on a diet.


    I couldn’t wait for my chance to not catch him but we didn’t get to swap places. In light of my three ‘accidents’, Ms Livingstone said that she thought we’d probably done enough trust exercises for one day and that we should get on with rehearsals. I’m glad we did the exercises, though. I feel like I learned a lot—like NEVER to trust Danny ever again in my entire life, for example.


    The good thing is that Ms Livingstone said that tomorrow we would be working on the scene where Romeo and Juliet meet … which is the part where they kiss!


    Friday November 12th


    I was so excited about getting to kiss Lisa today that I hardly slept at all last night. Well, that and the fact that I couldn’t get comfortable given my sore head, bruised back and aching bum. School just dragged on and on and on but it finally ended and I raced to the auditorium—or, to be more accurate, I hobbled to the auditorium—and got ready to kiss the most beautiful girl in the world.
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    Of course it wasn’t that simple.


    With Shakespeare it’s never that simple.


    His characters never do anything without making a speech about it first. Or afterwards. Or even during. I reckon if one of his characters went to the toilet they’d make a speech about that as well. To wee, or not to wee, that is the question …


    Anyway, first I had to take Lisa’s hand—her beautiful, soft, warm hand—and say, If I profane with my unworthiest hand this holy shrine, the gentle sin is this: my lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand to smooth that rough touch with a gentle kiss.
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    Don’t ask me what it means because I’ve got no idea, but Ms Livingstone made me say it about one thousand times before she was satisfied that I’d said it correctly. Finally I just said, Do we kiss now? And Lisa said, No, I have to say, Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much, which mannerly devotion shows in this; for saints have hands that pilgrims’ hands do touch, and palm to palm is holy palmers’ kiss.


    I’ve got absolutely no idea what that means either but fortunately Lisa got it right first time and then I leaned in to kiss her and Ms Livingstone said, Andy, what do you think you’re doing? You can’t kiss her yet, you have to say, Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too?


    So I said it but I still couldn’t kiss Lisa because she had to say some more stuff and then I had to say some more stuff and then she said a bit more and I said a bit more and then I couldn’t believe it because I finally got to the spot in the script where it says kisses her and I looked at Lisa and she looked at me and I leaned towards her and she leaned towards me and our lips were getting closer and closer and closer and then before our lips could even touch the fire alarm went BWAAAAPPPP! BWAAAAPPPP! BWAAAAPPPP! BWAAAAPPPP! and we all had to evacuate the building.


    I wasn’t too happy about it but Danny seemed to find it all pretty hilarious. So hilarious, in fact, that it made me wonder if maybe he had something to do with it.
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    By the time the fire brigade had come and checked it out and declared it was a false alarm it was too late to continue, so we all had to go home and I didn’t get to kiss Lisa after all.


    The more I think about it, the surer I am that Danny had something to do with it.


    I’m going to kill him!


    Saturday November 13th


    I couldn’t kill Danny today because it was Saturday.


    Sunday November 14th


    Or today because it was Sunday.


    WEEK 2

    Monday November 15th


    Or today because he was too busy trying to kill me again!
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    I was really keen to rehearse the bit where Romeo and Juliet meet, of course, but Ms Livingstone said she thought we’d got it down pretty well on Friday and that it would be better to move on to the balcony scene, which happens soon after. I said I really thought we should do the meeting scene again and especially rehearse the kiss but Ms Livingstone said, We’re doing the balcony scene, Andy, and that’s final.


    The balcony scene happens soon after Romeo and Juliet have met at the party. It’s later that night and Juliet comes out onto her balcony while I’m hiding in the garden and she says, Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou, Romeo?—then I climb up the lattice on the outside of the building to her balcony and say, Here I am, let’s get married tomorrow (well, this being Shakespeare it takes a lot more words than that but that’s basically the gist of it) and she says, Yes of course I’ll marry you but I have to go now, parting is such sweet sorrow that I’ll say goodnight until tonight becomes tomorrow blah blah blah.
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    It doesn’t actually say we kiss in the script but I figured that a small kiss might be a nice touch—I mean, they’ve just become engaged and all that—but as I climbed high enough to kiss Lisa the latticework that I was holding onto all fell apart and I went crashing down onto the stage, landing on my bruised back, which is still sore from the trust exercise.


    I can’t say for certain if Danny had anything to do with it but he seemed to find it all quite amusing, and the more I think about it, the more I’m pretty sure he probably did.


    Tuesday November 16th


    Okay. It’s official. Danny is definitely trying to kill me.


    Just before rehearsal this afternoon Danny told me he was going to act so well that Ms Livingstone would realise what a big mistake she’d made casting me as Romeo and not him and that she would then fire me and cast him as Romeo and I said, Dream on, Danny, and he said, No, you dream on, Andy, because I’m going to act you right off the stage!


    And he wasn’t joking.


    We were rehearsing the scene where Danny—as Mercutio—gets stabbed by Juliet’s cousin, Tybalt. He’s meant just to get stabbed, make a speech (of course!) and then leave the stage, but instead Danny took at least ten—yes, ten—minutes to die. He was staggering from one side of the stage to the other holding his stomach and going Oh, oh, Romeo, I am stabbed, I am stabbed, a plague on both your houses and all this other stuff that I’m not sure was even in the script and then he bumped into me so hard that he really did ‘act’ me off the stage! If I hadn’t managed to grab onto one of the curtains on the side of the stage I would have fallen off and really been hurt or maybe even killed, which I’m sure was exactly what Danny wanted.


    Danny’s death scene was pretty much the worst acting I’ve ever seen—as well as the most dangerous—but Ms Livingstone said it was really amazing and even Lisa seemed impressed. Obviously they were just trying to encourage him, because really, it was really, really terrible. I’m considering replacing Tybalt’s fake sword with a real sword—then Tybalt could stab Danny for real, which would help to speed things up a bit as well as save me the trouble of doing it myself!


    Wednesday November 17th


    Lisa wasn’t at school today. I expect she was probably upset at seeing me almost get knocked off the stage yesterday. She’s probably also upset about us not getting to kiss yet. Maybe almost as upset as me. Probably more.


    I went to see Ms Livingstone at lunchtime and told her how I suspected that Danny had tried to bump me off the stage on purpose and also that I suspected him of having something to do with the fire alarm going off and the collapsing latticework but she just said that playing Romeo was a challenging role and that acting Shakespeare stirs up big emotions and I was probably just feeling a bit stressed and should try some relaxation exercises.


    I tried to tell her that the only challenging thing about the role was the challenge of staying alive with Danny trying to kill me all the time so that he could play Romeo but she just said to try the relaxation exercises and well I’d love to stay and chat with you Andy but oh dear is that the time? I have to go. As I think I have already mentioned, Ms Livingstone is very busy.
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    Thursday November 18th


    Lisa wasn’t at school again today. I’m really worried about her.


    And about me too.


    How are we supposed to make our kiss convincing if we can’t rehearse it?


    I’ve tried practising with a mirror but as hard as I try to imagine Lisa’s face I can only see my own face kissing back at me and it’s kind of off-putting.


    Maybe Lisa is staying away because she finds my kissing face off-putting as well but can’t bring herself to tell me. Wow. I guess Shakespeare really wasn’t kidding around when he wrote the course of true love never did run smooth. I’d better go practise my kissing face.


    Friday November 19th


    It’s official.
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    This is officially the worst day of my entire life and that’s really saying something because I’ve had a lot of days that were officially the worst days of my life up until now, but this really beats them all.


    At rehearsal Ms Livingstone got us all together and said that she had some bad news.


    I wondered if the news was that she’d realised what a terrible actor Danny was and that she’d decided to kick him out of the production, but it wasn’t that. It was that Lisa had come down with measles and had to pull out of the play!!!


    I said it didn’t matter to me what she had and that I would still be prepared to kiss her—measles or no measles—but Ms Livingstone said that while it was very brave and heroic of me, it would be going beyond the call of duty for me to consider such a thing. I assured her that it wouldn’t be, but she just said that Lisa was out of the play and that she would be considering a replacement for her over the weekend.


    Saturday November 20th


    As long as I live I will never get over the shock of losing Lisa from the play! Never!
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    Sunday November 21st

    Ever!


    WEEK 3

    Monday November 22nd


    Remember what I said about Friday being officially the worst day of my life?


    Well, I was wrong.


    TODAY is definitely officially the worst day of my life because today Ms Livingstone announced the replacement for Lisa.


    It’s Danny!


    Yes, that’s right. Danny. That’s Danny with a ‘y’ not an ‘i’.


    A boy. Playing a girl’s part. Danny Pickett is going to play Juliet!!!


    I reminded Ms Livingstone that Danny was a boy and she said, Yes, I’m well aware of that fact, Andy, but as you might remember from our study of Macbeth, women were forbidden to act in Shakespeare’s time and it was quite normal for young boys to play the parts of women. She said she’d given the matter a lot of thought and she’d been so impressed with Danny’s acting she’d decided there was nobody better suited to the role than him.
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    But Ms Livingstone, I said, that means I will have to kiss Danny!


    Not Danny, said Ms Livingstone. You’re still kissing Juliet—she’s merely being played by Danny, and for that matter, you’re not really you, Andy—when you’re on stage you’re Romeo. You see how all this works? It’s called acting! It’s all make-believe and it gives us the most wonderful freedom to explore life in all its multifaceted glory!


    Yeah, well, Ms Livingstone can make-believe that acting is make-believe all she likes. What it really boils down to, though, is that I have to kiss Danny and he has to kiss me and that’s just not going to happen.


    Tuesday November 23rd


    I tried my best to convince Danny to pull out.


    I told him we needed to talk and he said, What about? And I said, You know very well what about and he said, Prithee, I knoweth not what thou speaketh about! And I said, Don’t try pulling that fake Shakespearean stuff on me, you need to tell Ms Livingstone you can’t play Juliet. And Danny said, Why not? and I said, I’ll tell you why not: because we’re going to have to kiss each other, that’s why not!


    But Danny said he was really serious about his acting and didn’t want to miss out on the opportunity to play one of the most famous lead roles in all of dramatic history and that a girl does Bart Simpson’s voice and nobody cares about that, so why can’t it work the other way round?


    I told him that Bart Simpson’s voice is not provided by a girl but Danny said that it was and her name was Nancy Cartwright and that she was definitely a girl and I told him it was the dumbest thing he’d ever said and he said, Okay then, who do you think does Bart Simpson’s voice? and I told him Bart Simpson does his own voice of course, and he said, Ms Livingstone’s right—you are confused about the difference between acting and real life and I said, Yeah? Well at least I’m not confused about whether I’m a boy or a girl and I am not kissing you and you are not kissing me, and that’s final. And Danny said, Well that’s too bad because I’m playing Juliet so if you don’t want to kiss me then you’re going to have to pull out of the play! And I said, Fine! And he said, Fine! And then we both went home.


    Wednesday November 24th


    Since I couldn’t convince Danny to give up playing Juliet I went to see Ms Livingstone and explained that I simply positively absolutely could not kiss Danny.


    Ms Livingstone sighed and said that she thought we’d already been through this. I said, Yes, I know what you said about how Danny’s not really Danny and I’m not really me but I really can’t see it that way. Danny is Danny and I am me and there’s nothing I can do about either of those facts so I’m going to have to resign.


    Ms Livingstone shook her head and said, But I can’t replace you now … there are only nine days until the performance. And then she made this big speech about how when you take on an acting role like this you take on a certain responsibility to the director, the rest of the cast, the audience—many of whom have already bought tickets—and, most importantly of all, to yourself etc. etc.


    She said the only way I would not be playing Romeo was if I suddenly fell gravely ill, and she thought there was very little chance of that happening. I said, Thanks for the pep talk, Ms Livingstone, but I wasn’t really thanking her for the pep talk … I was thanking her for giving me the idea of falling gravely ill.


    Thursday November 25th


    Today just before rehearsal I took a big red permanent marker and dabbed red spots all over my face and my hands and arms to make it look like I had measles.


    Then I rubbed talcum powder into my face so I looked really pale.


    Then I ran around the school about thirty times until I was really hot and dripping with perspiration as if I was running a really high fever.


    Then I staggered towards the auditorium, weaving all over the place like I was delirious and burst through the door and staggered around the room a few times (just like Danny had done when he was pretending that he’d been stabbed) and collapsed on the floor right in front of Ms Livingstone. I was hoping she might say something like, OH NO, SOMEBODY CALL AN AMBULANCE, ANDY IS REALLY SICK!
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    But instead of calling an ambulance she just started laughing and applauding and said, Bravo, bravo, that was an amusing impression of a really sick person, Andy, now get up, clean that talcum powder and red texta off your face and get ready for rehearsal.


    So I guess that didn’t work out quite the way I’d planned. But there’s more than one way to get people to believe you’re sick. Another way is to actually make yourself sick. And I know just how to do it.


    Friday November 26th


    I don’t know if you’ve ever licked a gutter, but I just did—a smelly, green, slimy gutter—and I wouldn’t recommend it. It was really horrible. But I forced myself to do it. Again. And again. And again. And then, just to make sure I got every last germ, I did it again.


    If you have licked a gutter you’ll know that it leaves a pretty weird taste in your mouth. Kind of like frog-flavoured Brussel sprouts. (No, I’ve never eaten a frog but I figure frogs probably spend most of their time in smelly green slimy places … that’s why they’re green.)
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    Anyway, the point is, if you’ve never licked a gutter, then I’d definitely suggest that you don’t. Not unless you’re desperate. Which, of course, I am. Really desperate. Desperate enough to make myself so sick that a doctor will give me a medical certificate saying I’m too sick to play Romeo. Fingers crossed.


    Saturday November 27th


    This is the greatest morning of my life!!! I woke up feeling really bad. I’m so happy! Mum rang Ms Livingstone and told her that I wouldn’t be able to attend the special all-day rehearsal today.


    Sunday November 28th


    I’m still feeling really bad—even badder than yesterday. I spent all last night vomiting and going to the toilet and when I wasn’t vomiting or going to the toilet I was recovering from vomiting and going to the toilet or getting ready to vomit and go to the toilet again. I would write more but I think I’m going to vomit again … or maybe go to the toilet again … or if I’m really lucky maybe even both at the same time!


    WEEK 4

    Monday November 29th


    uuuurrrrrrggggggghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh


    Tuesday November 30th


    Oh the pain, the pain, the sickening, unendurable painful pain!


    Not the pain of my illness—which is sickening, unendurable and painful enough—but something even worse.


    In fact, the very worst possible thing imaginable.


    Ms Livingstone rang to see how I was and Mum explained that I was still so sick that I would have to pull out of the play. Ms Livingstone was very understanding and said it was a great shame I had taken ill as it turns out that Lisa doesn’t have measles after all. It was just a harmless rash that looked like measles but has now cleared up completely, and so Lisa will once again be playing Juliet!
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    Ms Livingstone said how disappointed she was that I wasn’t going to be able to continue as Romeo but thought she’d be able to replace me without too many problems.


    Oh the pain, the pain, the sickening, unendurable painful pain!


    Wednesday December 1st


    I was wrong about Lisa not having the measles and being reinstated as Juliet as being the worst possible thing that could have happened. It was only the second-worst thing. The very worst thing happened today.


    Ms Livingstone is going to replace me with Danny.


    Yep, that’s right.


    Danny.


    Danny is the new Romeo.


    He rang me to tell me the ‘good’ news himself, which was nice of him … NOT.


    I’ve got to get better as soon as I can! I’ve got to get better and get my role as Romeo back and save poor Lisa from having to kiss Danny! I spent the whole afternoon eating fruit and thinking healthy thoughts.


    Thursday December 2nd


    It worked! I felt much better today. In fact, I felt so much better that I begged Mum to let me go to school and she eventually gave in. At recess I went straight to the staffroom and told Ms Livingstone that I was completely better and ready to resume my role as Romeo but she apologised and said that I can’t be Romeo because she’d already given the part to Danny and that he and Lisa have really clicked and have got some serious chemistry going.


    Ms Livingstone could obviously see how upset I was and offered me a non-speaking role as a female attendant to Juliet. I told her I would consider my options and get back to her, but given my current lack of offers to play a Hollywood action hero, I decided to accept. Yeah, I know it’s a comedown from Romeo and that it’s a girl part but I figure at least I’ll be able to keep an eye on Danny and make sure he doesn’t get too carried away.


    THE PERFORMANCE

    Friday December 3rd


    It was horrible.


    It was terrible.


    In fact, I don’t think it’s going too far to describe the night as a tragedy.


    Complete and utter.


    I had to stand at the side of the stage wearing a dress and endure what had to be the longest kiss scene between Romeo and Juliet in any production ever!
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    I coughed a number of times but Danny didn’t take the hint.


    At one point I even tried to separate them but he was hugging poor Lisa too tightly.


    I felt so sorry for Lisa.


    But I’ve got to hand it to her.


    Despite the crushing disappointment she must have felt at not getting to kiss me, she made it look like she was really enjoying the kiss with Danny.


    Afterwards the audience was raving about what a great production it was and how utterly convincing Danny and Lisa were as the young star-crossed lovers and at the after-party Lisa even stayed completely in character and held Danny’s hand all night.


    It must have really been sad for her that it was Danny and not me but you would never have known it to look at her. She looked really happy. What a truly great actress she is!
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    During the official speeches Ms Livingstone singled Danny and Lisa out for special praise and hoped that they would both apply for the lead roles in next year’s production of Hamlet.


    She didn’t mention me and the brilliance I brought to my role as female attendant but I expect that was just an oversight. Not that I care because I’m thinking about retiring from the theatre anyway. I don’t think it’s quite the right medium for my particular talents.


    In fact, the whole experience has only confirmed what I suspected from the beginning: I’m more suited to playing Hollywood action-movie heroes (or Hollywood action-movie female attendants … if the money’s right, of course).
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    Tired of boring old maths problems that put you to sleep long before you’ve had a chance to work out the answer?


    Looking for an exciting, action-packed alternative?
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    Well then you’ve come to the right place because I’ve created the new and exciting ANDY’S ACTION-PACKED MATHS PROGRAM!!!™ for action-loving maths students just like you!


    My program features high-action, high-adrenaline, high-body-count scenarios that perfectly reflect the high-action, high-adrenaline, high-body-count lifestyle of the modern maths student.


    So sit down, strap in and hold on for the most EXCITING ACTION-PACKED MATHS PROGRAM!!!™-based ride of your life!
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    1.

    CALCULATOR FUN


    Enter the number 8008 into your calculator. Now turn it upside down. Hey, wow! It looks like the word ‘BOOB’! Now add the number 5. Now it looks like ‘BOOBS’. Now erase the number 5 and add the number 7355 so that it looks like ‘BOOBLESS’! Now run around and show everybody else in the class how funny you are. Hey, are you having some ANDY’S ACTION-PACKED MATHS PROGRAM!!!™ fun or what?


    Answer: Yes!! And that’s only the first problem! WOW!


    2.

    LOLLY BAG


    If you have 20 lollies and you eat 1 on Tuesday and 3 on Wednesday and 5 on Thursday and then on Friday Danny asks for 1 and you say okay but he snatches the whole bag and you snatch it back off him and he snatches it back off you and in the ensuing struggle 1 of the lollies falls on the ground, should you give that 1 lolly to Danny or eat it yourself?
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    Answer: Eat it yourself, of course: Danny doesn’t deserve any because although he’s your best friend, he’s also a greedy double-crossing lolly-snatcher.


    3.

    HOSPITAL


    If you end up in hospital in intensive care as a result of eating a lolly that dropped on the ground and Danny comes in and snatches the rest of your lollies, how many lollies would you have left?


    Answer: Zero, but it doesn’t matter now because you’re probably going to die anyway.


    4.

    INVISIBLE LINE


    If you draw a 60-centimetre invisible line down the middle of the desk between you and Danny and he puts his finger over the line should you punch him, hit him with a ruler, punch him and hit him with a ruler, or tell the teacher?


    Answer: All 3. (It is important to take a firm stand on invisible-border-crossing infractions.)


    5.

    DANNY’S AGE


    If Danny is 10 years old in 2012, how old will he be in 2022?
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    Answer: 20 years old, but he may not live that long because he took your eraser without asking and you had to take severe disciplinary action. (In addition to invisible-border-crossing infractions, it is also important to take a firm stand on unauthorised eraser borrowings.)


    6.

    COMPASS ATTACK


    If Danny has 15 compass-point stab wounds to his chest (well, he did borrow your eraser without asking) and he’s losing blood at a rate of 0.5 litres per second and the human body contains 5.2 litres of blood and the ambulance is 5 kilometres away, how fast would an ambulance have to travel to arrive in time to save Danny’s life?


    Answer: Faster than the speed of light—which, of course, violates the laws of time and space.


    7.

    ROLLING HEAD


    If an ambulance did manage to violate the laws of time and space and travel 5 kilometres in less than 5 seconds and the paramedics did manage to stop the bleeding and Danny eventually got better and then came looking for revenge and cut off your head with one mighty swipe of his metal ruler and your head weighed 4 kilograms and travelled down a steep hill at 20 kilometres per hour and was then squashed flat on the road by a 10-tonne truck (driven by Danny) travelling at 100 kilometres per hour, what area would the resulting head-squashed-by-a-truck puddle cover?
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    Answer: I can’t really be bothered trying to work this one out because it’s kind of complicated, so whatever you reckon is fine by me.


    8.

    METEORITE


    A massive meteorite with a destructive power of one billion megatonnes is hurtling towards the Earth at 500 kilometres per second. Assuming that it has just passed the moon, which is 406,700 kilometres from Earth, would you have enough time to go to the toilet before the meteorite collides with us and obliterates all life on Earth?


    Answer: Number 1s, maybe, but probably not number 2s.


    [image:  ]


    9.

    JEREMY SMART


    Jeremy Smart has been awarded 5 trophies, 8 gold medals, 3 certificates for general all-round excellence and 10 gold stars—and that’s just in the last month. If his bedroom window was 3 metres by 2 metres and you had a 60-centimetre crowbar, how long would it take you to break into his bedroom, steal all his trophies, medals, certificates and gold stars and take them home, scratch his name off and replace it with your own so that next time your mother says, ‘Why can’t you be more like Jeremy Smart?’ you can take her into your bedroom and show her all your trophies, medals, certificates and gold stars and say, ‘I bet Jeremy Smart doesn’t have all these.’


    Answer: It would take about 5 hours, but it would definitely be worth the time and effort to see the look on your mother’s face.


    10.

    POISONOUS ANIMALS


    If you were holding 1 box jellyfish, 2 king cobras, 3 marbled cone snails, 4 blue-ringed octopuses, 5 deathstalker scorpions, 6 stonefish, 7 Brazilian wandering spiders, 8 inland taipans, 9 poison dart frogs and 10 puffer fish, how many of the world’s most poisonous animals would you be holding?
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    Answer: Zero. A single bite or sting from any one of these nasty little creatures would have caused you to suffer a rapid and violent death and you would have collapsed and dropped them long before you could have counted them.


    11.

    KICK A NUMBER’S BUTT
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    Think of a number. Now halve it. Now quarter it. Now cut its legs off. Now kick its butt. Who said maths wasn’t fun?


    Answer: Any student not lucky enough to be doing ANDY’S ACTION-PACKED MATHS PROGRAM!!!™


    12.

    CYBORG WARRIOR-SLAVE


    On Thursday, after many months of development in your secret underground laboratory, you finish creating an indestructible cyborg warrior-slave that has the power to crush the skulls of your enemies as if they were made of nothing stronger than eggshell. Assuming that you have 600 enemies and that your cyborg warrior-slave can crush 60 skulls per minute, how many minutes would it take until all your enemies were defeated and you were free to take over the world?


    Answer: 40 minutes (this is including two 15-minute recharging breaks, which is the required minimum for cyborgs, according to the 2010 International Cyborg Warrior-Slave Convention).


    13.

    FIRING JEN OUT OF A CANNON


    If you put your sister Jen into a cannon (while she was asleep) and fired her at a 45-degree angle over the ocean and she travelled at a velocity of 96 metres per second for 24 seconds, how long would it take her to swim back to shore (assuming that she woke up when she hit the water)?
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    Answer: Hopefully long enough for you to run back home, get into bed and pretend to be asleep so that she would never know it was you who did it.


    14.

    HICCUP ATTACK!


    If you started hiccuping at 10 am and hiccuped every 3 seconds for the rest of the day and all that night and all the next day and there was still no sign of them stopping and you tried all the usual stuff to stop them like holding your breath, drinking a glass of water, pressing your thumbs against your eyelids and getting somebody else to scare you but you still couldn’t stop hiccuping and you had 2 oranges and somebody gave you 3 oranges, how many oranges would you have?
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    Answer: 5, of course, but you would probably still have the hiccups.


    15.

    JUGGLING ORANGES


    If you were juggling 5 oranges and one of the oranges inexplicably flew out of your hand and travelled across the room at 30 kilometres per hour and knocked your mother’s priceless Ming Dynasty vase off the shelf and onto the ground, how many pieces would it shatter into?


    Answer: Hard to say with 15th-century porcelain, but I wouldn’t advise hanging around to count them. I would, however, advise changing your name, getting a false passport and leaving the country immediately.


    16.

    GETTING READY FOR SCHOOL


    If you have to be at school by 9 am and it takes you 15 minutes to get dressed, 20 minutes to eat, 10 minutes to annoy Jen, 5 minutes to sit at the table asking your mum dumb questions, 60 minutes to test an experimental fighter jet you’ve been working on, 120 minutes to go sky-diving, 40 minutes to surf the biggest wave ever surfed in history, 180 minutes to climb up the outside of Centrepoint Tower unaided by ropes, 600 minutes to go on an epic journey and defeat a terrible dragon, and then 35 minutes to walk to school, what time would you have to get up in order to arrive at school on time?
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    Answer: 3 hours before you went to bed.


    17.

    TRAIN CRASH


    If you were driving a train travelling east at 100 kilometres per hour and you were to meet Danny driving a train travelling west at 120 kilometres per hour on the same line, what percentage of TOTALLY AWESOME would the resulting collision be?


    Answer: 100 per cent TOTALLY AWESOME!!!


    18.

    DANNY’S HEAD


    If you were to remove Danny’s head (well he removed yours in problem 7 so it’s only fair) and you dropped it from a height of 100 metres, and each time it hit the ground it bounced 3/5ths of the height it fell previously, how high would Danny’s head bounce on its 5th bounce?
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    Answer: Don’t worry about it, you idiot! Get out of there before the cops arrive and bust you for littering.


    19.

    NUCLEAR-BOMB COLLECTION
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    Danny gave Lisa half of his nuclear-bomb collection. Lisa gave Jeremy half of the nuclear bombs she received from Danny. Jeremy kept 8 of those nuclear bombs and donated the remaining 10 to charity. How many nuclear bombs did Danny give Lisa to begin with?


    Answer: 72 nuclear bombs. But the real question here is: what idiot entrusted Danny Pickett with 72 nuclear bombs in the first place???


    20.

    ASSASSINATION ATTEMPTS


    If 1 of your mortal enemies tried to assassinate you on Monday, and 2 more of your mortal enemies tried to assassinate you on Tuesday and 4 more of your mortal enemies tried to assassinate you on Wednesday, how many assassination attempts would you expect on Sunday?
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    Answer: Zero, because on Thursday you created an indestructible cyborg warrior-slave that crushed the heads of all of your enemies, leaving you free to rule the world, remember? (See problem 12.)


    21.

    KISS CHASEY


    Before school one day a game of kiss chasey breaks out in the playground. If 10 girls chased 5 boys and every girl kissed every boy 10 times, how many kisses in total would have been administered to these unfortunate boys and what are the chances of any of them surviving until recess?
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    Answer: There would have been 500 kisses administered in this deadly game of germ warfare and the chance of any of the kissed boys surviving is zero. Girl germs are 100 per cent fatal 100 per cent of the time.


    22.

    GIRL GERMS


    Girl germs in a Petri dish double the area they cover every day. If the dish is completely covered in girl germs after 16 days, what safety procedures should be followed to avoid worldwide girl-germ contamination?


    Answer: The entire population of Earth should be evacuated and the planet destroyed. (In addition to invisible-border-crossing infractions and unauthorised eraser borrowings, it is important to take a firm stand on the possibility of girl-germ contamination of the entire universe.)


    23.

    MAKE A NUMBER BEG FOR MERCY


    Think of a number. Now wrestle it to the ground. Now get it into a headlock. Now wrap your legs around it and squeeze really hard until it can hardly breathe. Now hit it over the head with a chair. Now pick it up, spin it around over your head and slam it into the mat. Now climb up onto the ropes and administer an atomic pile-driver and do it over and over again until the number begs for mercy, but do you show it any?
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    Answer: No.


    24.

    SIMULATED SNOWSTORM


    If you took a piece of paper and cut it in half and then cut each of those pieces in half and then each of those pieces in half again and then repeated this process on every last sheet of paper you could find in the house and then you threw all of the cut-up pieces of paper around the room and yelled ‘SNOWSTORM!’, and you can run at 4 kilometres per hour and your parents can run at 6 kilometres per hour how many seconds head start would you need in order to avoid them catching you and following through on their threat to pull each of your 10 fingers off one at a time so that you can never do it again?


    Answer: 2 seconds. But you might want to give it a couple more, just to be on the safe side. You can’t be too careful where your fingers are concerned.


    25.

    NUMBER MADNESS!


    Think of a number. Halve it. Add 10. Double it. Multiply it by 5. Subtract 6. Divide it by 4. Kick its butt. Punch its nose. Slap its face. Add 400 oranges, 82 severed heads and 3 billion head-on train crashes. Multiply it by 4000 broken Ming vases, divide it by 2 angry puffer fish and subtract 99 nuclear bombs. What number are you left with?
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    Answer: How would I know? It depends on what number you started with. But, hey, you don’t need me anymore. You’re on your own now because you have successfully completed ANDY’S ACTION-PACKED MATHS PROGRAM!!!™ and are hereby officially excused from all further maths lessons, maths homework and maths tests for the rest of your life.
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    JUST

    NUDE!


    At last!


    We’re here!


    After driving for three long days we’ve finally arrived!
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    Dad stops the car in front of a big fancy gate. ‘Well, this is it,’ he says. ‘Sunnylands Naturist Resort!’


    ‘Wow!’ I say. ‘Fancy gates! And an intercom! Impressive!’


    ‘Don’t forget the private beach,’ says Dad. ‘Did I mention it’s got a private beach?’


    ‘Only about a thousand times,’ says Jen.


    ‘Well it does,’ says Dad. ‘It’s got a private beach.’


    ‘Gates, intercom and a private beach!’ I say. ‘This must be how millionaires have holidays!’


    ‘Wrong,’ says Mum. ‘When millionaires go on holiday they don’t drive—they fly.’


    ‘Maybe,’ I say, ‘but I bet they all fly here!’


    A line of palm trees stretches down the drive as far as I can see. On either side there are lush green lawns. In the distance I can make out a bunch of dinosaurs—well, not real ones, I think they’re part of a mini-golf course. A mini-golf course with dinosaurs! Just like cavemen in prehistoric times would have had.


    ‘Are we just going to sit here admiring the gate or are we going to go inside?’ says Jen.
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    ‘I wanna push the button!’ I say, rolling down my window. I press the intercom and it crackles into life.


    ‘Welcome to Sunnylands!’ says a voice. ‘Do you have a booking?’


    ‘Yes,’ says Dad. ‘The Griffiths family.’


    ‘Great to have you here,’ says the voice. ‘We’ve been expecting you. Just follow the driveway until you get to the fountain. Reception is right beside it.’


    The gates open and we drive through.


    ‘It’s very nice,’ says Mum as we wind through the lush tropical gardens. ‘Almost too nice. Are you sure we can afford this?’


    ‘Absolutely,’ says Dad. ‘The rates are very reasonable and Mr Bainbridge recommended it—and you know what he’s like.’
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    Mr Bainbridge is Dad’s boss. He’s not somebody who likes to waste money—or even spend it for that matter. If Mr Bainbridge comes here it’s probably because it’s the best-value holiday resort in the entire world.


    Finally we come to the fountain.


    It’s made up of a statue family all leaping up in the air to catch a beach ball that is being blasted by a jet of water from underneath so it looks like it’s spinning in mid-air.


    ‘Nice fountain,’ says Jen.


    ‘You just like it because they haven’t got any clothes on,’ I say. ‘They’re all nude!’


    ‘That’s because they’re statues,’ says Jen. ‘Don’t you know anything about art? The statue of David, hello?!’


    I’m about to ask her which one is David when I catch sight of the man behind the desk in reception.


    That’s weird. I would have thought the people who work at a place like this would wear a uniform of some kind. At the very least a shirt with the name of the resort on the pocket or maybe a nametag. But this man is not wearing a Sunnylands shirt. In fact, he’s not even wearing a shirt! He’s just standing there with no shirt on leaning casually on the counter as if he’s the one having a holiday.
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    ‘Welcome to Sunnylands Naturist Resort!’ he says cheerfully as we enter. ‘First time here?’


    ‘Yes,’ says Mum.


    ‘Don’t worry, you’ll love it,’ he says. ‘I’ll just get your key.’


    He turns and walks across the office.


    Jen gasps.


    Mum gasps.


    Dad gasps.


    I gasp.


    A shirt is not the only thing this guy is not wearing.


    He’s not wearing any pants, either.


    Or underpants.


    Nothing.


    ‘Is something the matter?’ the nude man says, turning back to the desk, catching us all mid-gasp.


    ‘Um, er, ah …’ stutters Dad. ‘It’s just that … er …’


    ‘I’m not wearing any clothes?’ says the man.


    ‘Well … yes!’ says Dad. ‘Shouldn’t you cover up?’


    The man just laughs. ‘Why on earth would I want to do that? I came into the world naked, I’ll go out naked and in between I intend to spend as much time as possible naked. That’s what Sunnylands is all about!’


    ‘I beg your pardon?’ says Mum.


    ‘That’s what Sunnylands is all about,’ repeats the nude man. ‘You do realise that, don’t you?’


    Mum frowns. ‘Are you saying Sunnylands is a … nudist resort?’


    ‘Well, we prefer naturist resort,’ says the nude man. ‘As close to nature as it’s possible to be! You didn’t know?’


    Mum shoots Dad a deadly look.


    ‘No, I did not,’ she says.


    ‘Me neither!’ says Dad. ‘I swear!’


    ‘Never mind,’ says the man. ‘You’re here now. First-timers can sometimes feel a bit uncomfortable to begin with, but that doesn’t last for long. Once you’ve experienced the joy and freedom of nude holidaying you’ll wonder why you never did it before. And it’s not like you’ll be the only ones … you won’t find any textiles here!’
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    ‘Textiles?’ says Mum.


    The man chuckles. ‘That’s what we call people who wear clothes. We enforce a strict no-clothing policy at all times to make sure none of our guests feel uncomfortable.’


    ‘Did you say a strict no-clothing policy?’ I ask.


    ‘That’s right,’ says the man.


    ‘What about bathers?’ says Jen.


    ‘I’m afraid not,’ says the man. ‘But once you’ve swum without them you’ll wonder why you ever bothered.’


    We all stand there saying nothing.


    ‘Would you excuse us for a moment?’ says Mum. ‘We just need to have a little family discussion.’


    ‘No problem,’ says the nude man. ‘Just ring the bell when you’ve made up your minds. And there’s no pressure—if you decide not to stay I’ve got plenty of people on my waiting list who will jump at the chance. Sunnylands is the number-one naturist resort in Australia, you know!’


    Mum nods and smiles politely.


    She waits until the manager leaves and then turns to Dad. ‘A nudist resort?’ she hisses. ‘What on earth were you thinking?’
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    ‘I didn’t know it was a nudist resort,’ says Dad. ‘It didn’t say nudist resort on the website. It said “naturist resort”. I thought it was one of those eco-tourist sustainable nature-lover type places.’


    Jen is just shaking her head. ‘I already knew I had a dumb brother,’ she says, ‘but I can’t believe that I’ve got such a dumb dad!’


    ‘But the Bainbridges recommended it!’ says Dad. ‘And they’re not nudists. They’re the least nude people you could imagine!’


    ‘Yeah, remember how shocked they were that time when they saw you and me in the nude?’ I say.


    ‘What?’ says Jen. ‘Mr and Mrs Bainbridge saw you both in the nude?’


    ‘To cut a long story short,’ says Dad, ‘it happened that time you were away in Mildura—Andy and I got locked out of the house with only our bath towels around us. Then Sooty stole them so we had to cover ourselves with mud and go to my office to get a spare key for the house, but when we got there it started raining and all the mud washed off and, well, let’s just say that when Mr and Mrs Bainbridge arrived and discovered us without any clothes, or mud, on they were a little shocked, to say the least.* But that’s not the point. We have to work out what we’re going to do.’
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    ‘That’s easy!’ I say. ‘We go somewhere else, of course.’


    ‘There is nowhere else,’ says Dad. ‘The last town we drove through was at least two hours from here and it was just a hotel and a general store. And even if there was somewhere else we wouldn’t be able to get in anyway. Everything is booked solid this time of year.’


    ‘Then we’ll just have to go home,’ says Jen.


    ‘I can’t believe I’m about to say this,’ I say, ‘but I agree with Jen. Let’s get out of here as fast as we can—before we see any more nude people.’


    I start to head for the door. But Mum steps in front of me.


    ‘Wait a moment,’ she says. ‘Not so fast. We’ve been in the car for three days. Three long days. Three long days of listening to you and Jen fighting and complaining and carrying on. There’s no way I’m getting back in that car and that’s final.’


    ‘But what’s the alternative?’ says Dad.


    ‘We stay,’ she says.


    ‘What did you say?’ says Jen.


    ‘You heard me,’ says Mum. ‘Why not? We’ve come all this way—why not give it a go?’


    ‘Because it’s a nudist resort,’ says Jen. ‘That’s why!’


    ‘Naturist resort,’ says Mum. ‘Remember what the man said?’


    ‘Oh, you mean the creepy guy without any clothes on?’ says Jen.


    ‘He wasn’t creepy,’ says Mum. ‘And besides, I thought he spoke a lot of good sense. We’ve spent our whole lives wearing clothes: maybe it’s time we tried something different. Plus, I definitely need a holiday and if being nude is the only way I’m going to get one then fine, I’ll be nude. I say we stay.’


    ‘But the place is full of nudists,’ I remind her. ‘Nude nudists. Nude nudists without any clothes on. Nude nudists in the nude!’
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    ‘If you don’t like it you can just close your eyes.’


    ‘For two weeks?’


    ‘It’s not like we’ll be the only nude people,’ says Mum. ‘Everyone else will be nude as well.’


    ‘And it’s got a private beach!’ says Dad, who seems to have come around to Mum’s way of thinking.


    ‘Hmmm,’ says Jen. ‘I guess it would be nice to get an all-over tan—no bikini lines.’


    ‘Too much information!’ I shout, putting my fingers in my ears.


    ‘Oh, grow up, Andy!’ says Jen. ‘You are so immature—it’s just nudism!’


    ‘Naturism, Jen,’ says Dad.


    ‘Whatever,’ says Jen. ‘Mum’s right. I say we stay.’


    ‘Me too,’ says Dad. ‘All we’ve got to lose is our clothes!’


    ‘What about me?’ I say.


    ‘Three to one, Andy,’ says Jen. ‘You’re outvoted.’
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    Before I can argue any more Mum rings the counter bell.


    The nude man reappears. ‘Well?’ he says. ‘What’s it to be?’


    ‘We’re staying,’ says Mum.


    ‘Wonderful!’ he says. ‘You won’t regret it. Here’s a box for your clothes.’


    ‘Our clothes?’ says Dad.


    ‘Yes,’ says the nude man. ‘As I said, here at Sunnylands we have a strict no-clothing policy. For the comfort of the other guests we ask that you surrender all your items of clothing before you enter the resort. They’ll be quite safe and you’ll get them back when you leave—if you want them back, that is!’


    ‘Oh, I think we will,’ I say. ‘In fact, I think I want mine so much that I’ll be keeping them on, thanks.’


    ‘Then I’m afraid you won’t be able to holiday here,’ chuckles the nude man.


    ‘That’s fine by me,’ I say, heading for the door. I turn to the others, who are already starting to undress. ‘See you all later, have a great nude holiday!’


    ‘Where do you think you’re going?’ says Mum.
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    ‘Home,’ I say. ‘It’s a long walk, but the sooner I start, the sooner I’ll get there.’


    ‘But you can’t walk home!’ says Dad.


    ‘And you definitely can’t go out there with your clothes on!’ says the nude man.


    ‘Oh yeah?’ I say. ‘Just try and stop me!’


    I make a dash for the door and run outside.


    I run past the fountain and down the drive, but I can hear footsteps behind me.


    I look over my shoulder.


    Oh no! It’s the nude man!


    I’m being chased by a nude man!


    I dive into a clump of bushes. I crawl through them to the other side and make a dash for the mini-golf course. I can hide behind one of the dinosaurs. I choose the biggest one—a brontosaurus.


    I rest for a moment, panting. I peep over the dinosaur’s tail. The manager is still back at the bushes, looking for me.


    I’m trying to think of where to go next when I feel a tap on my shoulder.


    I look up.


    It’s a boy. He’s about the same age as me, but, unlike me, he doesn’t have any clothes on.


    ‘Hey,’ he says, ‘how come you’ve got clothes on?’


    ‘Because I’m not a nudist!’ I tell him.


    ‘My dad says we’re not nudists,’ he says. ‘We’re naturists!’


    ‘Naturists, nudists—whatever!’ I say. ‘It’s the same thing.’
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    ‘It is not!’ says the boy.


    ‘Is!’ I say.


    ‘Is not!’


    ‘Dad!’ yells the boy.


    ‘Shut up!’ I say. ‘Can’t you see I’m trying to hide?’


    If he can, he doesn’t seem to care.


    ‘DAD!’ he yells, even louder this time. ‘There’s a boy hiding behind the brontosaurus! And he’s got clothes on!’


    The kid’s dad appears.


    It goes without saying that he’s naked, but I’ll say it anyway.


    He’s naked.


    And he’s got a mini-golf club in his hand.


    ‘I don’t know what you’re playing at, young man,’ he says, whacking the golf club across the palm of his hand in a threatening manner, ‘but it’s not particularly funny.’


    ‘I’m not trying to be funny,’ I say.


    ‘Then why are you all covered up like that?’ says the man as he approaches me. ‘Textiles aren’t welcome here, you know.’


    ‘Yes, I do know,’ I say, standing up and backing away. ‘And if you’ll just let me pass I’ll be on my way.’
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    ‘I don’t think so!’ says the man. ‘You come back here. You and I are going to see the manager!’


    ‘That’s where you’re wrong,’ I say. ‘I’ve seen too much of him already … way too much!’


    I sprint as fast as I can away from the mini-golf course across the lawns. Behind me I can hear the man and his son shouting.


    Luckily I can run faster than they can—even with my clothes on—and I soon leave them behind.


    The trouble is that I’m not quite sure where I am anymore.


    I’m running blind when I see some sand dunes up ahead.


    I run to the top and immediately wish I really was blind, because there before me, on the private beach that Dad was so excited about, is a game of beach volleyball.


    Nude beach volleyball.
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    Twelve nude beach volleyball players jumping and yelling and hitting and diving—it’s an ugly sight.


    Suddenly one of them stops playing, points at me and yells, ‘TEXTILE!’


    The rest of them stop playing as well and stare at me. Somebody yells, ‘GET HIM!’ and they forget about their game and charge up the dune towards me.


    I turn around to run away but I come face to face with the boy and his father.


    Uh-oh.


    He’s still waving that mini-golf club—twirling it in fancy patterns like it’s a samurai sword and he’s some great (nude) samurai warrior.


    I look back at the beach.


    The twelve nude volleyball players are charging up the dune in an angry pack, led by the guy who spotted me. The rest are fanned out behind him.
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    Suddenly I know exactly what to do.


    I drop to the ground and start rolling down the dune towards them.


    I hit the legs of the leader and he falls backwards into the rest of them.


    They scatter like bowling pins.


    Strike!


    I get to my feet and take off along the beach.


    Although it gets me away from the angry volleyball players and the boy and his father, I realise I’ve chosen the wrong direction because now I’m heading towards a bunch of nudists having a sausage sizzle!


    They’ve got their backs turned towards me—they’re all looking at something going on a little further along the beach.


    Which is kind of good. Because, in spite of all the stomach-churning sights I’ve seen this morning, I’m feeling really hungry. It must be all the fresh air and exercise.


    I run towards one of the barbecues, grab a sausage and shove it in my mouth.


    ‘Hey!’ says a lady wearing an apron—but nothing else—and waving a pair of barbecue tongs. ‘Put that back!’
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    ‘Too late!’ I yell through a mouthful of sausage.


    ‘Stop!’ she yells. ‘Sausage thief! With clothes on!’


    I’m not sure whether the sausage-stealing or my clothes-wearing is the greater crime, but whichever it is, suddenly, in addition to the nude beach-volleyball players, I’ve got an angry mob of sausage sizzlers on my tail as well.


    Gee, these nudists sure take their nudism—and sausage sizzles—very seriously.


    But not as seriously as I take my right to wear clothes—or, for that matter, to help myself to sausages from an unguarded barbecue.


    My only regret is that I didn’t take two.


    Ahead of me I see some wooden steps leading up from the beach and over a low sand dune back into the resort, but there’s a huge group of nude people milling around on the beach between here and there.


    Oh no.


    Just my luck.


    It’s a sand-sculpture competition!


    There are nude families everywhere, and if they take their sand sculpting as seriously as they do everything else I’m in BIG trouble. Because there’s no way to get to the steps without going right through the middle of them.


    Oh well, it has to be done.


    ‘Excuse me!’ I say as I hop over a shark and skip over a starfish only to land right in the middle of a mermaid’s face. ‘Oops, sorry!’


    By the time I make it to the other side of the sand sculptures I’ve destroyed three mermaids, two castles, five sharks and a platypus. At least I think it was a platypus—I was moving pretty fast.


    Not only have I left a trail of destroyed sand sculptures behind me, but I’ve also managed to upset and anger a whole new bunch of nudists, who are just as unforgiving as the other Sunnyland holidaymakers I’ve already met and are only too happy to abandon their competition and join in the chase.


    I take the steps in three enormous bounds and before I know it I’m on the other side of the dune and right in the middle of the Sunnylands holiday units.


    The units are nestled in among lots of ferns and palm trees, and each one has its own patch of lawn out the front.


    I’ve got to admit that, despite all the nude people lounging around working on their all-over tans, it looks pretty nice.


    And there are lots of places to hide!


    I run to the side of one of the units.


    Just in time, too.


    The angry group of nude beach-volleyballers, nude sausage sizzlers and nude sand sculptors comes surging over the sand dune like a swarm of angry bees.


    Angry nude bees, to be precise.


    Then again, I guess all bees are nude, if you think about it.


    I wait for them all to pass, and when the coast is clear, I leave the unit and head in the opposite direction.


    ‘Andy?’ says a voice.


    Oh no. How embarrassing! I mean, it’s bad enough to be in a nudist camp, but to be recognised in a nudist camp, well, that’s another level of embarrassment altogether!


    I turn around.


    It’s Mr and Mrs Bainbridge sunbaking on banana lounges.


    IN THE NUDE!


    ‘Mr Bainbridge?’ I say. ‘Mrs Bainbridge? What are you doing here? Don’t you realise this is a nudist resort?’


    ‘Of course we do,’ says Mr Bainbridge. ‘Though we prefer the term “naturist resort”. We’ve been coming here for a while now, ever since we caught you and your father buck naked outside the office, actually. You really made us think that day. We spend so much of our lives hiding underneath our clothes … but who are we really when we take them off? The search for the answer to that question led us to Sunnylands. But the real question here is: why do you have your clothes on? Don’t you realise that this resort is not clothing optional, young man? I thought you, of all people, with your constant public nudity, would be able to respect that.’*
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    ‘Wrong!’ I say. ‘All those times I ended up nude in front of you were accidents! I love my clothes! And I love wearing them!’


    ‘I must say I’m shocked at your attitude, Andy!’ says Mrs Bainbridge. ‘Shocked and disappointed.’


    ‘So am I,’ says Mr Bainbridge. ‘You should be ashamed of yourself! You’re making a mockery of the principles of naturism. Here you have the opportunity to find out who you really are underneath your clothes and you’re not taking it. I’ll never understand young people. Never!’


    That’s when I hear the mob returning.


    ‘Well, I’d love to stay and chat,’ I lie, ‘but I’ve got to be going.’
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    ‘Stop him!’ says one of the angry nudists.


    Mr Bainbridge leaps up from his banana lounge and tries to grab me.


    He’s surprisingly sprightly without his clothes on but I’m too fast.


    I take off down the road.


    I glance behind me.


    It’s the usual load of nude people with Mr and Mrs Bainbridge along for the chase as well.


    I’ve got to say, this holiday isn’t quite working out the way I expected.


    I mean, millionaires surely don’t spend their holidays running around being chased by a bunch of nude people.


    Then again, how do I know what millionaires do for fun?


    I’m so busy looking behind me at my pursuers that I don’t see where I’m going and suddenly the ground goes all soft and spongy!


    Before I know it I’m about ten metres in the air.


    I look down.


    Uh-oh.


    I just hit one of those bouncy pillows—you know the ones—like a giant inflated trampoline.
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    Up, up, up into the air I go …


    And then down … down … down …


    Under other circumstances this would be a lot of fun … but not when you’re being chased by a group of angry nude people!


    And especially not when those angry nude people are bouncing on the same bouncy pillow … and not just them but all their … oh, it’s too horrible to describe … oh, the nudity … oh, the humanity!
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    As I manage to bounce off the bouncy pillow and run towards a low hedge, I’m wondering if this day could possibly get any worse.


    I hurdle the hedge and find myself in the middle of a lawn-bowls green in the middle of a lawn-bowls tournament.


    Yep. The worst day of my life just got worse.


    ‘Get off the green!’ yells an angry voice.


    ‘Get out of the way of our balls!’ yells another.


    ‘Get your clothes off!’ yells yet another.


    They’re pretty feisty for a bunch of old lawn-bowls-playing codgers.


    And pretty fit, too, I discover as they abandon their game and join in the chase, hurling a fusillade of lawn-bowling balls at me as they run.


    Balls to the left of me!


    Balls to the right!


    I dodge them as best as I can but I’m getting tired.


    And hot.


    And a bit lost, until ahead of me through some bushes I see the nude statue fountain.


    That’s it!


    That’s the answer!


    Why didn’t I think of it before?
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    I rip my clothes off, throw them into the bushes and then dive into the fountain and strike a pose underneath the spinning beach ball.


    The angry nude mob rush straight past without noticing me.


    I’m safe!


    I’m also cool, thanks to the fountain water splashing all over my body … all parts of my body.


    And warm at the same time, thanks to the hot sun on my skin … all parts of my skin, some of which have never felt the sun before.
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    It feels great.


    I think I could get used to this.


    ‘Hey, you in the fountain!’ says a familiar voice.


    Oh no.


    Sprung!


    Now I’m in for it.


    Those nudists are going to rip me apart.


    I try to stay still, very still.


    ‘It’s no use trying to hide,’ he says. ‘I know there are only four statues in the fountain … and you make five!’


    I turn.


    It’s the nude manager.
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    He’s going to kick me out for sure … and just when I was starting to like the place, too.


    ‘Have you seen a boy?’ he says. ‘He’s about your age, same height, similar build … except that he’s fully dressed.’


    ‘Fully dressed?’ I say, pretending to be shocked. ‘Really? At Sunnylands?’


    ‘Yes,’ says the manager. ‘I’m afraid so. We’ve got to find the rotten little textile before he upsets any more of the guests. And what are you doing in the fountain anyway? If you want to play in the water, why don’t you go around to the super-duper water fun park?’
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    ‘You’ve got a water park?’ I say incredulously. ‘A super-duper water fun park? Here?’


    ‘Yes, of course we have,’ says the nude manager, pointing behind him. ‘Didn’t you read the information pack we gave you when you checked in? It’s got a wave pool, eight different types of water slide and a maelstrom-maker … all the water fun you want around there!’


    ‘Thanks, mister,’ I say, jumping out of the fountain and running off in the direction he’s pointing.


    Wow!


    This is going to be the BEST.


    HOLIDAY.


    EVER!
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    *If you want to read the long version, see the story called ‘Mudmen’ in Just Crazy!


    *Mr Bainbridge is referring not only to the ‘Mudmen’ incident in Just Crazy!, but to three other unfortunate instances of accidental public nudity. If you must read all about them, see ‘Cockroach’ in Just Tricking!, ‘In the shower with Andy’ in Just Annoying! and ‘Runaway pram’ in Just Stupid!

  


  
    Andy Griffiths was doomed from the day he was born. Andy is now much older than he was on the day he was born but is just as doomed as ever. Nevertheless, Andy enjoys a full and happy life and tries not to dwell on the fact that he lives on a doomed planet 150 million kilometres away from a doomed star (known as the Sun) which, as it dies in an estimated 7.5 billion years, will expand, boil away the Earth’s oceans and turn the planet into a molten ball of rock.
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    If you’re like most of our readers, you’re probably wondering how Terry and I met. Well, it’s a long story, but it’s a pretty exciting one—and it’s mostly true! Come on up, make yourself comfortable and we’ll tell you all about it … just don’t go in the maze—we’re still ironing out a few bugs.


    Well, what are you waiting for? Join Andy and Terry in their newly expanded treehouse featuring 13 brand-new storeys, including a dodgem car rink, a skate park, a mud-fighting arena, an anti-gravity chamber and a maze so complicated that nobody who’s ever gone in has ever come out again … well, not yet, anyway.
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    Just Tricking!

    By Andy Griffiths

    Illustrated by Terry Denton


    Is this the right book for you?

    Take the TRICKING TEST and find out.


    
      
        
        
        
      

      
        
          	YES

          	NO

          	
        


        
          	  [image:  ]

          	 [image:  ]

          	Do you ever pretend that you are dead to get out of going to school?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you like to ring up people you know and pretend to be someone else?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you leave banana skins in the middle of busy footpaths?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you own any of the following items: fake dog poo, rubber vomit, gorilla suit?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you wish that every day could be April Fools’ day?
        

      
    


    
      
        
        
      

      
        
          	SCORE:

          	One point for each ‘yes’ answer.
        


        
          	3–5

          	You are a practical joking genius. You will love this book.
        


        
          	1–2

          	You are a good practical joker. You will love this book.
        


        
          	0

          	You are not a practical joker.
        


        
          	

          	You are what practical jokers call a ‘victim’. You will love this book.
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    Just Annoying!

    By Andy Griffiths

    Illustrated by Terry Denton


    Is this the right book for you?

    Take the ANNOYING TEST and find out.


    
      
        
        
        
      

      
        
          	YES

          	NO

          	
        


        
          	  [image:  ]

          	 [image:  ]

          	Do you ask ‘Are we there yet?’ over and over on long car trips?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]

          	 [image:  ]

          	Do you like to drive people mad by copying everything they say and do?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]

          	 [image:  ]

          	Do you hog the shower and use up all the hot water?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]

          	 [image:  ]

          	Do you enjoy asking silly questions that have no real answers?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you swing on the clothesline whenever you get the chance?
        

      
    


    
      
        
        
      

      
        
          	SCORE:

          	One point for each ‘yes’ answer.
        


        
          	3–5

          	You are obviously a very annoying person. You will love this book.
        


        
          	1–2

          	You are a fairly annoying person. You will love this book.
        


        
          	0

          	You don’t realise how much fun being annoying can be. You will love this book.
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    Just Stupid!

    By Andy Griffiths

    Illustrated by Terry Denton


    Is this the right book for you?

    Take the STUPID TEST and find out.


    
      
        
        
        
      

      
        
          	YES

          	NO

          	
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you worry about getting sucked into the top of escalators?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]

          	 [image:  ]

          	Do you push doors marked PULL and pull doors marked PUSH?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]

          	 [image:  ]

          	Do you believe a bogeyman hides under your bed?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you automatically turn around when someone calls ‘Hey, Stupid!’?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]

          	 [image:  ]

          	Do you think that being able to stuff your mouth full of marshmallows is a sign of superior intelligence?
        

      
    


    
      
        
        
      

      
        
          	SCORE:

          	One point for each ‘yes’ answer.
        


        
          	3–5

          	You are extremely stupid. You will love this book
        


        
          	1–2

          	You are fairly stupid. You will love this book.
        


        
          	0

          	You think you’re really smart but deep down you’re as stupid as the rest of us. You will love this book.
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    Just Crazy!

    By Andy Griffiths

    Illustrated by Terry Denton


    Is this the right book for you?

    Take the CRAZY TEST and find out.


    
      
        
        
        
      

      
        
          	YES

          	NO

          	
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you bounce so high on your bed that you hit your head on the ceiling?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you ever look in the mirror and see a crazy maniac staring back at you?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you like to read stories about kittens, puppies and ponies getting mashed and pulverised?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]

          	 [image:  ]

          	Do you sometimes get the urge to take your clothes off and cover yourself in mud?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you often waste your time taking crazy tests like this one?
        

      
    


    
      
        
        
      

      
        
          	SCORE:

          	One point for each ‘yes’ answer.
        


        
          	3–5

          	You are completely crazy. You will love this book.
        


        
          	1–2

          	You are not completely crazy, but you’re not far off it. You will love this book.
        


        
          	0

          	You are so crazy you don’t even realise you’re crazy. You will love this book.
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    Just Disgusting!

    By Andy Griffiths

    Illustrated by Terry Denton


    Is this the right book for you?

    Take the DISGUSTING TEST and find out.


    
      
        
        
        
      

      
        
          	YES

          	NO

          	
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you do any—or all—of the following: pick your nose, talk in burps or wee in swimming pools?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you wear the same undies two (or more) days in a row?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you wish you knew the most disgusting word in the world?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you think brussel sprouts are a delicious mouth-watering treat?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you like stories about dead flies, giant slugs and mysterious brown blobs?
        

      
    


    
      
        
        
      

      
        
          	SCORE:

          	One point for each ‘yes’ answer.
        


        
          	3–5

          	You are completely and utterly disgusting. You will love this book.
        


        
          	1–2

          	You are fairly disgusting. You will love this book.
        


        
          	0

          	You are a disgusting liar. You will love this book.
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    Just Shocking!

    By Andy Griffiths

    Illustrated by Terry Denton


    Is this the right book for you?

    Take the SHOCKING TEST and find out.


    
      
        
        
        
      

      
        
          	YES

          	NO

          	
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you wish you could drive around in a monster truck crushing everybody and everything that gets in your way?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]

          	 [image:  ]

          	Do you love watching videos of people having painful accidents?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you do any—or all—of the following: touch electric fences, play with loaded mousetraps or put buttons up your nose?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you think stories about exploding pink butterflies are funny?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you ever laugh so hard that you feel like you’re going to throw up all over yourself … and then you actually do?
        

      
    


    
      
        
        
      

      
        
          	SCORE:

          	One point for each ‘yes’ answer.
        


        
          	3–5

          	You are a shocking, shocking person! You will love this book.
        


        
          	1–2

          	You are quite shocking! You will love this book.
        


        
          	0

          	What a shocking score!. You will love this book.
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    Just Macbeth!

    By Andy Griffiths

    Illustrated by Terry Denton


    Is this the right book for you?

    Take the MACBETH TEST and find out.


    
      
        
        
        
      

      
        
          	YES

          	NO

          	
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you love stories about witches, ghosts, time travel, angry gnomes and ruthless tyrants?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you ever wish that you could be the boss of everyone and everything?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you think people who are really bad at karaoke deserve to die?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you like the idea of being able to impress people with your knowledge of one of Shakespeare’s most famous plays?
        


        
          	  [image:  ]
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          	Do you giggle when you hear or read the word ‘bosom’?
        

      
    


    
      
        
        
      

      
        
          	SCORE:

          	One point for each ‘yes’ answer.
        


        
          	3–5

          	You are a ruthless tyrant. You are also very immature. You will love this book.
        


        
          	1–2

          	You are either a ruthless tyrant or simply very immature. You will love this book
        


        
          	0

          	You are an immature, ruthless tyrant and you don’t even know it! You will love this book.
        

      
    

  


  
    DIGITAL ANDY


    It’s an encyclopedia … all about Andy!


    [image:  ]


    The Andypedia is a complete guide to every book, every story and every character in the world of Andy Griffiths’ books. It’s also a complete guide to everything you ever wanted to know about Andy himself—including the answers to questions people are always asking him, like ‘How old were you when you started writing?’ and ‘How many books have you actually written?’ and ‘Where do you get your ideas from?’ and ‘Did all that stuff really happen to you?’ and ‘Was Danny Pickett really your best friend?’ and ‘Were you really in love with Lisa Mackney?’ and ‘Did your bum really grow arms and legs and run away?’


    Available exclusively in digital from all good ebook retailers.
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    First published 2012 in Pan by Pan Macmillan Australia Pty Ltd

    1 Market Street, Sydney 2000


    Text copyright © Backyard Stories Pty Ltd 2012

    Illustrations copyright © Terry Denton 2012

    The moral rights of the creators have been asserted.


    All rights reserved. This publication (or any part of it) may not be reproduced or transmitted, copied, stored, distributed or otherwise made available by any person or entity (including Google, Amazon or similar organisations), in any form (electronic, digital, optical, mechanical) or by any means (photocopying, recording, scanning or otherwise) without prior written permission from the publisher.


    This ebook may not include illustrations and/or photographs that may have been in the print edition.


    National Library of Australia

    Cataloguing-in-Publication data:

    Griffiths, Andy, 1961–

    Just doomed! / Andy Griffiths ; illustrator, Terry Denton.

    For primary school age.

    Children’s stories, Australian. Humorous stories, Australian.

    Denton, Terry, 1950–.

    A823.3


    Adobe eReader format: 9781743345610

    EPub format: 9781743345627

    Online format: 9781743345603


    The characters and events in this book are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.


    Typeset by Liz Seymour, Seymour Designs

    Cover design by Terry Denton/Seymour Designs


    Macmillan Digital Australia: www.macmillandigital.com.au


    Visit www.panmacmillan.com.au to read more about all our books and to buy both print and ebooks online. You will also find features, author interviews and news of any author events.
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