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RULES FOR VAMP]RES

1. File your teeth regularly.
Sharp teeth are healthy teeth.

2. Dress neatly at all times.
Remember, a mirror will not | sezieatton VI 7190280 L SNA
cast your reflection. : Gmw“ﬂm“us*
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. Do not eat garlic. ; E— -
Clean breath is polite breath. i = s BN 277% < GG S

. Be ever watchful for wooden
stakes, especially when
retiring for the day.

. Make sure you are in your /e
coffin by sunrise,or you will /#7~
be dust, dust, dust! Y i
Signed CMV‘MMJZ - __
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Count Munch was a very unusual vampire. He didn’t like doing
the things normal vampires did at night. He didn’t like scaring
lonely travellers in the forest, turning into a bat, and dancing in
discotheques until (almost) dawn. That wasn’t his idea of fun.
W hat Count Munch loved doing most was sinking his long,

sharp, vampire fangs into a big, creamy block of dairy milk

chocolate. In fact it didn’t have to be dairy milk; Count Munch

liked all kinds of chocolate . . . and lots of it!




Count Munch lived in an old castle high on a mountain,
overlooking the little village of Tiblar nestled in the valley below.

The town was famous for its chocolate. Each shop in the main
street produced a different variety. There were so many delicious
flavours and fillings that it was impossible to decide which was the
best. The village folk were very proud of their fine chocolates.

They had good reason to be. For years, buses full of eager
chocolate-eating tourists drove up the winding road to Tiblar.
The visitors spent hours selecting postcards, snapping
photographs and, most importantly, wandering from shop to shop
buying the tasty wares. The villagers made sure that everyone
was back in the buses by dusk. It wasn’t wise to be on the streets
after sunset . . .



Each night, as soon as it was dark, Count Munch woke up
and wandered down to the castle kitchen to see what Block,
his faithful servant, was cooking for dinner.
It was always one of his favourite dishes: chocolate-chip
cookies, chocolate brownies, Swiss-chocolate log or perhaps,
best of all, chocolate-ripple cake.
The Count’s pet cat, Kitcat, liked to lick the mixing bowl after

Block had finished (and sometimes when he hadn’t!).

After dinner, the Count always checked the huge piles of
chocolate booty in the castle. It had taken him thirty years of

sneaking around the streets of Tiblar late at night to collect this

stolen treasure.
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I That absent-minded gentleman usually sat up in bed reading

and sipping hot chocolate with melted marshmallows on top until

The villagers had grown used to their chocolate thief. the early hours of the morning. When he saw his mug was empty,

They’d never found out who it was. Although they chained and LD he settled down to sleep . . . and snore!

padlocked their doors each night, the sneaky chocolate crook However, Mayor Fudgebar and the chocolate-makers had a far

would pick the locks. Other times a light would go on and the | more serious problem than mere chocolate snaffling. A new

thief could be heard scampering away. Count Munch was much freeway had just been built near their village and now the traffic

too clever to be caught. zoomed straight past. Only the occasional tourist bus was prepared

One of his favourite haunts was Mayor Fudgebar’s house. to climb the old winding road to Tiblar.



The village council called a special meeting. They were most
concerned. Business was bad; chocolate sales were falling rapidly.

‘How can we bring the visitors back to Tiblar?’ asked the
Mayor. Everyone thought hard but no one came up with an
answer, until Miss Crunchynut, who had been eating her way
through the soft selections at the end of the table, had a

brainwave.

“Why don’t we hold a chocolate festival? With a competition

to find the biggest, most unusual chocolate in the world?’
“What a great idea!” said the Mayor. ‘The Tiblar Gold Medal

Endeavour Award!’
Everyone clapped and cheered and drank another choc-malt

cach. Their problem had been solved!
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Opver the next few months everyone prepared busily for the But the Count was delighted when for the first time ever he

b;g event. found Finkelstein’s Chocolate Shop unlocked. Mr Finkelstein,
Count Munch was puzzled; he’d never seen such activity, the Council Treasurer, in the midst of another evening meeting,
Lights burned late into the night and the villagers talked excitedly. had forgotten the padlocks.
It was much more difficult for him to move about the town. Count Munch staggered out into the brisk night air clutching
piles of boxes of Finkelstein’s Finest.




FEATURING
THE WORLD'S BIGGEST, MOST UNUSUAL

CHOCOLATE COMPETITION

It was only then, when he glanced at a poster lit up by a
nearby street lamp, that he realised what all the fuss was about.
He couldn’t believe his little vampire eyes. Trembling with
excitement, and spilling chocolate bars everywhere, the Count
read the poster over and over again.

He rushed back to his castle. There were lots of plans to be
made. This would be his biggest chocolate haul ever!
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Mayor Fudgebar and his council were delighted with the There was a rum-truffle boomerang from Australia, an
response to their competition. Entries flooded in from chocolate- enormous coffee-cream from Brazil, a Turkish Delight cowboy
makers all over the globe. Big trucks groaning under the weight hat complete with caramel star from Texas, a huge fruit-and-nut
of their heavy loads started arriving in Tiblar. kiwi bird from New Zealand, a peppermint-cream bowl of

The gigantic chocolate sculptures came in all shapes, sizes and spaghetti from Italy and a white chocolate igloo from Iceland.
colours. Cranes lifted them carefully into a big tent that covered Everyone wanted to win,
half the local football field. Still more trucks motored in, followed by eager tourists

and sightseers.
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kS A master as he crept down into the village. The Count was ¢
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determined to empty the tent of all the chocolate - or at least
~asmuch as possible - before the rooster announced daybreak.

e The security guards didn’t see the three shadowy figures as they
flitted from fir-tree to fir-tree, thenaround the back of the tent.
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Each night, Count Munch kept a close watch on the festival
preparations as he gazed through a powerful telescope set up in "
the highest tower. Z

He paid special attention to the chocolate tent, making many

notes and drawings in his diary. There wasn’t much time left; the

ot festival was due to start the following evening.
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Count Munch easily sliced through the canvas with his sharp
teeth. It was very dark inside the tent. Block shuffled forward,
accidentally stepping on Kitcat’s tail. ‘mieo . . . orrun.” The
Count quickly slapped his hand over Kitcat’s mouth.

‘Be quiet, you two,” he hissed, as he started to break up the

giant boomerang.

Block thought he’d help his master see what he was doing

and lit a match. (He'd forgotten vampires can see in the dark.)
‘Put that light out,’ snapped Count Munch. ‘Those guards will
see it!’
Block glumly tossed the matchstick into a nearby box. He was
only trying to help. ..




Seconds later Count Munch had trouble seeing anything.
KERFIZZ, KERBANG, WHIRR, BOOMMM, WHOOSHH . . . The tent

was full of black, choking smoke, deafening noises and dazzling

exploding colours. Block’s match had ignited the box of festival

fireworks!




As the Tiblar fire-engine raced through the village towards
the festival site, ringing its bell loudly, the three would-be
chocolate-nappers scrambled up the mountain. Rockets soared
over their heads, brilliantly lighting up the night sky.

One big rocket zoomed straight towards the castle, crashing

through the banquet-room window with a loud Bang!

By the time Count Munch, Block and Kitcat reached their
castle it was well ablaze. Long yellow flames leapt from every
window. ‘My chocolate, I've got to save my chocolate,’ screamed
the hysterical Count as he disappeared into the inferno. Block and
Kitcat tried to follow, but it was no use. The heat drove them back
down the mountain. They watched Munch Castle burn. There

was nothing they could do.
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In the morning the people of Tiblar and their visitors surveyed
the smouldering mess that had once been the competition tent.

‘I can’t judge these sticky ashes,” moaned Mayor Fudgebar.
‘Our festival is ruined!” _

As the Mayor sadly shook his head, Miss Crunchynut ran up
and gasped, ‘Go and see Munch Castle - something unbelievable
has happened.’ .

There, gleaming in the morning sun, was a chocolate castle,
exactly like the old castle and perfect in every detail.

The castle walls had acted like a giant mould as the fire melted
the Count’s chocolate collection. The melted chocolate put out
the flames and the old brickwork had fallen away to reveal the
biggest, most unusual chocolate ever.

‘I declare this castle to be the winning entry,” announced the
amazed but quick-thinking Mayor as everyone gathered around.

Block and Kitcat accepted the trophy in the Count’s absence.

‘What a pity our master isn’t here,” sighed Block. Both he and
Kitcat were very upset. Where was Count Munch?




They needn’t have worried. Deep inside the chocolate castle
a dungeon trap-door opened. It was Count Munch, safe and as
well as a vampire could be! He looked around. It might take
some time, but all he had to do was eat his way out.

Whart a plcasurc!
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Over the years as the Count ate and ate, Munch Castle became

a world-famous tourist attraction. An exit was built directly to
Tiblar from the freeway. The little village had been saved . . . f

a while, anyway!

or







