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Once upon a time there was a camel named George. He not the
brightest camel, not an animal I would class as 'special' in any
shape or form. Not until an amazing thing which happened. But that
can come later. George was used for rides, he was a tourist camel.
The camels worked nearby a beautiful lake which was filled with
flamingoes. The area was filled with incredible sights which
brought a large amount of tourists. The place was named Kathryn and
only had a small population. For a magnificent town such as this
you would expect nothing bad to happen to it. Unfortunately, fate
had another idea.



The Davies' Forest Toxic Waste Dump was receiving a large amount of
toxic waste today. One mistake on the trip from the power plant to
the waste dump would cost people their lives. Bill, the truck
driver, had begun his journey and had been instructed to drive
10kph slower than the suggested speed and never to excel over
80kph. His jounery was almost complete as a matter of fact. He only
had one more town to drive through, Kathryn. The truck continued
down the highway, its speakers blazing out various rock 'n' roll
songs. As the truck entered Kathryn a few hoons in utes were
attempting to overtake the truck. The unthinkable was about to
begin. As they were driving paste Harry's Camel Tours the cars
pulled out on to the other side of the road. Not thinking to look,
there were cars driving down the other way. The people driving the
utes could either crash head on or swerve back on to the right side
of the road. Being arrogant and stupid they chose to swerve back to
their side of the road. They slammed into the toxic truck, which
caused it to swerve towards the lake. A flamingo was startled by
the noise and flew towards the truck, over the top of the camels.
One singular barrel began to fall out of the truck. It was heading
towards George and the flamingo. The lid opened in mid air with
toxic waste flying out of the barrel. The id slammed into the
flamingo, which caused it to land on the camel. Following behind
the lid was the toxic waste. The utes had stopped spinning out, but
their drivers had almost soiled themselves. Fearing what they had
done they sped up, roaring down the highway, being unsure of what
would happen if they were caught. Bill had regained control of the
truck, but was now contacting clean up services to stop the lake
and people from being contaminated. Bill would now have to see the
results of foolishness.



Bill put his toxic suit on to stop himself from being contaminated,
then got out of the truck. He quickly secured the barrels which
were tempted to fall out of the truck. He looked up and saw George
and the flamingo lying still on the ground. "Everybody get the hell
out of here" screamed Bill. He ran over to George, hoping that they
were not dead. Despite the fact this incident was not his fault he
would still feel guilty for any deaths. "What in God's name?" asked
Bill. He had just seen something hideously stange. The flamingo's
wings and eyes had appeared to have moved to George. People who
were evacuating the area had also noticed. George had two large
flamingo wings on his back and flamingo eyes in the back of his
head. Somehow, the flamingo had gained muscle covered human arms.
Bill now noticed there appeared to be a strong man underneath the
flamingo and George. "The chemicals must have… " said Bill, who did
not want to hear the words he was about to say.

"Ni".

"What was that?" asked Bill.

"Ni! Ni!"

Bill had realised it was George. The camel had for some reason
adopted saying 'ni'. The camel slowly rose to its feet, like a
calve walking for the first time. Everybody who was running away
stopped in awe.

"Say it again George!" yelled a small boy.

"Ni! Ni!" said George



So there it is, the birth of The Flyimg Camel Who Says 'Ni'. But
only one problem remains. When the clean up team arrived there was
no flamingo. In its place was a note which read:

"George, I will not rest until I have my wings." - Lord
Flamingar

The camel was now hunted, but had gained defence and attack. It
seemed the two had become nemeses.
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	Sledge Man
Opens Up A Can Of Sledge (2002)
SMOUACOS (even the abbreviation is a mouthful) was written by an
11 year-old Tim Bennett under the pen name "Damien Felagain", but
the epic tale of a man and his talking sledgehammer are finally
being republished digitally. Set in a futuristic 2022 when robots
roam amongst the people and the world is a very different place,
Damien's story is one of triumph of the human spirit and a
willingness to trust talking inanimate objects.

But seriously, kudos to anyone who can finish this book — it is
completely ridiculous.
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