


ABOUT THE 65-STOREY TREEHOUSE

Andy and Terry’s amazing 65-storey treehouse now has a pet-grooming
salon, a birthday room where it’s always your birthday (even when it’s not), a
room full of exploding eyeballs, a lollipop shop, a quicksand pit, an ant farm,
a time machine and Tree-NN: a 24-hour-a-day TV news centre keeping you

up to date with all the latest treehouse news, current events and gossip.
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CHAPTER 1

THE 65-STOREY TREEHOUSE



Hi, my name is Andy.

This is my friend Terry.

We live in a tree.



Well, when I say ‘tree’, I mean treehouse. And when I say ‘treehouse’, I
don’t just mean any old treehouse—I mean a 65-storey treehouse! (It used to
be a 52-storey treehouse, but we’ve added another 13 storeys.)
So what are you waiting for?
Come on up!





We’ve added a pet-grooming salon (run by Jill),



a birthday room (where it’s always your birthday, even when it’s not),



an un-birthday room where the longer you stay, the younger you get (so don’t
stay too long or you’ll end up like a little baby),



a cloning machine,



a room full of exploding eyeballs,



TREE-NN (Treehouse News Network): a 24-hour TV news centre, featuring
regular updates on all the latest treehouse news, current events and gossip,



a lollipop shop run by a lollipop-serving robot called Mary Lollipoppins (she
serves every type of lollipop in the world—past, present and future),



a screeching balloon orchestra,



an owl house with three wise owls (we don’t always know what they mean,



but that’s because they’re so wise),



an invisible level,

an ant farm (with 65 chambers),



a quicksand pit



and a bow and arrow level.



As well as being our home, the treehouse is also where we make books



together. I write the words and Terry draws the pictures.



As you can see, we’ve been doing this for quite a while now.



Living in a treehouse may not be for everybody …



but it suits us just fine!





CHAPTER 2

ATTACK OF THE ANTS!

If you’re like most of our readers, you’re probably wondering whether we
have a building permit for our treehouse. Well, of course we do. Terry



organised it. ‘Didn’t you, Terry? Terry?! Where are you?’

‘Ah, there you are,’ I say. ‘I was telling the readers how you got a permit for
the treehouse.’

‘GRRRR!’ says Terry.

‘Terry,’ I say, ‘quit messing around.’



‘GRRRRR!’
He looks kind of weird. And I think I know why. He’s covered in ants!

‘Have you been playing in the ant farm again?’ I say.

But Terry doesn’t answer. He just reaches out and grabs me by the throat.
‘TERRY?!’ I gasp.



Just when I can hardly breathe a moment longer, another Terry rushes in.



‘Don’t worry, Andy,’ says the second Terry. ‘I’ll save you!’



The second Terry whacks the first Terry with a badminton racquet. WHAP!

And all of a sudden the air is filled with …



ANTS!

There are ants everywhere (which is bad). But I’m not being strangled any
more (which is good).

‘Are you okay, Andy?’ says Terry.



‘Yes,’ I say. ‘I think so, but what’s going on? Why did you attack me like
that?’

‘That wasn’t me,’ says Terry. ‘It was the ants pretending to be me. I
accidentally left the ant farm gate open and they escaped. I tried to get them
all back in but they made themselves into a fake me and knocked me out.
Then they must have come after you.’

‘But why?’ I say. ‘I didn’t do anything to them!’
‘Me, neither,’ says Terry. ‘All I know is that now they’ve turned into a



giant foot and are about to stomp on us! Run!’



‘What are we going to do?’ says Terry.
‘There’s only one thing we can do,’ I say.

‘Become dog poo, of course!’
‘Dog poo?’ says Terry. ‘But I hate dog poo!’
‘So do feet,’ I say. ‘They will do anything to avoid stepping in it.’
‘Okay,’ says Terry. ‘How do we do it?’
‘Simple,’ I say. ‘Just make yourself soft, squishy and really stinky.’



‘How’s this?’ says Terry. ‘Stinky enough for you?’
‘Perfect,’ I say. ‘Perfectly disgusting.’
And, sure enough, the ant foot stops stomping and just hovers cautiously

in the air above us.



‘It’s working!’ says Terry. ‘They can’t squash us now!’
‘No,’ I say, ‘not unless they change shape again.’

‘Oh no,’ says Terry. ‘They are changing shape again—into a giant pooper
scooper!’



‘No problem,’ I say. ‘We’ll just change ourselves into a puddle of water.’



‘We’ll be safe now,’ I say. ‘Pooper scoopers can scoop up poop … but they
can’t scoop up water!’

‘We really fooled those ants,’ I say.
‘Yeah,’ says Terry. ‘Ants may be smart, but we’re even smarter.’



‘But maybe not quite smart enough,’ I say. ‘Now the ants are becoming a
giant paper towel. They’re going to absorb us!’



‘But I like being water!’ says Terry. ‘I don’t want to be absorbed.’
‘Me neither,’ I say. ‘But we will be unless we change back into us …

right now!’



We change back. We don’t get absorbed (which is good. But we do get
scrunched up) which is bad.

‘If only we had some fire,’ says Terry, ‘we could burn the paper.’



‘I’ve got a match,’ I say, ‘but I don’t have a matchbox.’
‘That’s too bad,’ says Terry. ‘Because I’ve got a matchbox, but I don’t

have a match.’

‘Hmmm,’ I say.



‘Hmmm,’ says Terry.

‘Hmmm.’

‘Hmmm.’



‘Hmmm.’

‘Hmmm.’

‘Hey,’ I say, ‘I’ve got a great idea!’
‘What?’ says Terry.
‘Why don’t we put my match and your matchbox together?’
‘That sounds dangerous,’ says Terry. ‘It might start a fire.’
‘Exactly!’ I say. ‘Take that, ants!’



‘It’s working!’ says Terry. ‘The paper towel is burning up!’
‘Yes,’ I say. ‘But I think we’re burning up, too!’
‘Yeah,’ says Terry. ‘My head is getting quite hot.’
‘That’s probably because your hair is on fire,’ I say.
‘So is yours,’ says Terry.
‘AAAGGGGHHHH!’ we scream.



But we don’t scream for long, because next thing we know the ants turn into
a giant hose and start blasting us and themselves with cool, fresh, fire-
quenching ant-water!



They blast and they blast and they keep on blasting until we are trapped at the



top of a gushing geyser of angry ants.
‘What do we do now?’ says Terry.
‘Call for help,’ I say, ‘and hope like crazy that Jill hears us.’



CHAPTER 3

JILL TO THE RESCUE



‘Help!’ I yell.

                   ‘Help!’ yells Terry.

‘Andy?’ says a familiar voice. ‘Terry? What are you doing up there?’
It’s Jill!
‘The ants went crazy and turned into a hose!’ I say.
‘Can you turn the tap off so we can get down?’ says Terry.
‘Sure thing,’ says Jill.



Jill turns the hose off (at the ant-tap) …



and Terry and I fall to the ground with a loud THUMP!



‘What did you do to upset the ants?’ says Jill. ‘They appear to be very
agitated.’

‘It’s Terry’s fault,’ I say. ‘He left the ant farm gate open and all the ants
got out and started attacking us.’

‘I only left it a little bit open,’ says Terry.
Jill frowns. ‘When it comes to ants,’ she says, ‘a little can be a lot. I’d

better have a talk to them.’
She gets down on her knees, makes her fingers into pretend antennas and

wiggles them around.



‘It’s not working,’ she says. ‘I’m too big. I need to be ant-sized. Can you
draw me smaller, Terry?’



‘Sure, Jill,’ says Terry. ‘One ant-sized you coming up!’



Soon Jill is deep in conversation with the ants—which is not surprising,
really, because Jill can talk to any animal … even insects, and ants are
insects, which is why she can talk to them.



‘What do you think they’re talking about?’ says Terry.
‘Beats me,’ I say. ‘I don’t speak Ant.’

Finally Jill turns to us and starts explaining, but her voice is just a tiny little
squeak.

‘Oh, great!’ I say.
‘Now we can’t understand her because she’s too small.’
‘No problem,’ says Terry. ‘I’ll give her this micro-mini-megaphone I

made last week.’



‘Thanks, Terry,’ says Jill through the micro-mini-megaphone. ‘The ants said



they are very cross because you and Andy keep wrecking their ant farm.’



‘But I’m always really careful around the ants!’ I say.
‘Me too!’ says Terry. ‘I’m even more careful than Andy!’
‘And I’m even more careful than Terry!’ I say.

‘Well,’ says Jill, ‘that may be true, but perhaps you’re not being as careful as
you think you are. Take a look at this.’



‘Those poor little ants,’ says Jill. ‘You owe them a really big apology.’



‘I’m really sorry,’ I say.
‘Me too,’ says Terry. ‘I’m really, really sorry.’
‘I’m even sorrier than Terry,’ I say.
‘And I’m even sorrier than Andy,’ says Terry.



‘I think the ants will be okay now,’ says Jill. ‘Just promise that, whatever you
do, you WILL NEVER DISTURB THEIR ANT FARM EVER AGAIN!’

‘We promise,’ I say. ‘Don’t we, Terry?’
‘Yes,’ says Terry. ‘We really, really promise.’
‘Good,’ says Jill, leading the ants away, back to the ant farm.



Now, where was I? Oh yes, that’s right, I was telling you all about the permit.
Like I was saying, Terry took care of that. ‘Didn’t you, Terry?’

‘What?’ says Terry.



‘The building permit. I was telling the readers that you organised it. You did,
didn’t you?’

‘Well, er, sort of,’ says Terry. ‘Except for one small problem …’

‘What problem?’ I say.



‘I can explain,’ says Terry. ‘Once upon a time …’

(Hold on, readers, we’re going into a flashback.)



‘Once upon a time,’ says Terry, ‘you gave me some money to go and get a
building permit for our treehouse.



So off I went to the building permit office.



‘On my way through the forest, I met a friendly little man selling see-into-
the-future peanuts … and, luckily, I had exactly the right amount of money to
buy the whole bag!



‘I didn’t eat them, though, because I remembered that I’m allergic to see-into-
the-future peanuts.
So …



‘I traded the see-into-the-future peanuts for the fastest horse in the world …

but it wasn’t fast enough so I traded it for a talking goat …



but the goat only spoke French so I traded it for a singing monkey …

but it turned out the monkey couldn’t sing ‘Happy Birthday’ so I traded it for
a solid gold goldfish …



but the solid gold goldfish was so heavy it couldn’t even swim, so I traded it
for a mathematical mouse, but the mathematical mouse thought two plus two
equalled five, so …



I traded it for a performing flea …



but the performing flea refused to do any tricks, so I traded it for a magic
bean.

‘After all that trading I was really hungry …



so hungry that I completely forgot and I ate the magic bean.’



‘You completely forgot what?’ I say. ‘About getting the permit?’



‘No,’ says Terry, ‘I completely forgot that as well as being allergic to see-
into-the-future peanuts, I’m also allergic to magic beans!



‘I didn’t feel so good …

and then I felt worse …



and then I felt even worser …

and then, just when I thought I couldn’t feel any more worser, I blew up!



Now it’s time to come back to the present.’



‘So you’re telling me we don’t have a valid building permit for the
treehouse?’ I say to Terry.



‘That’s right,’ he says. ‘But look on the bright side: I blew up but I didn’t
die.’

‘That’s true,’ I say, putting my hands around his throat, ‘but you’re going
to die now. Any last words?’

‘Yes,’ gasps Terry. ‘Who’s going to answer the phone?’



‘I will,’ I say. ‘And then I’ll finish strangling you!’
I let go of Terry and answer the 3D video phone.



(Did I mention we have a 3D video phone? Well we do—and it’s 3D!)
It’s Mr Big Nose, our publisher.

‘What took you so long?’ he says.



‘Andy was trying to strangle me,’ says Terry.
‘I’ll strangle you both if your next book isn’t here by twelve o’clock

today,’ says Mr Big Nose. ‘Goodbye!’

‘This is terrible,’ I say. ‘Not only do we not have a permit for the treehouse,
but we haven’t written our book and it’s due in today!’



‘Look on the bright side,’ says Terry.



‘What bright side?’ I say.
‘I still didn’t die after I ate the magic bean and blew up,’ he says.
I go back to strangling him.

‘Letter for you,’ calls Bill the postman, distracting me and accidentally
saving Terry’s life.

‘Cool,’ says Terry. ‘I love getting letters.’



We sit down and read the letter. This is what it says:

INSPECTOR BUBBLEWRAP
SAFETY CENTRAL HEADQUARTERS

BUILDING PERMIT DEPARTMENT
Dear Andy and Terry,

This is to inform you that I will be visiting your treehouse in
one minute to check that you have a current and valid
building permit.

Regards,
Inspector Bubblewrap



‘What a nice letter,’ says Terry.
‘Are you crazy?’ I say. ‘He’s a building inspector and he’s coming to

check if our treehouse building permit is current—the very building permit
we don’t have!’



‘Yikes!’ says Terry. ‘When is he coming?’
‘In one minute,’ I say.
‘One minute?!’ says Terry. ‘Double yikes!’



CHAPTER 4

INSPECTOR BUBBLEWRAP

The doorbell rings and we go to answer it.



‘Hello,’ says the man at the door. ‘My name is Inspector Bubblewrap. I
trust you received my letter.’

‘Well, yes, we did,’ I say, ‘but—’
‘Excellent,’ says the inspector. ‘May I please see your building permit for

this treehouse?’
‘Well … yes …’ I say, ‘although when I say yes, I mean no. We don’t

actually have one … thanks to Terry.’



‘No permit?’ says the inspector. ‘In that case I’ll have to do an inspection to
see if your treehouse conforms to all the current building regulations and
safety codes.’

‘Building regulations?’ I say.
‘Safety codes?’ says Terry.
‘It’s a mere formality,’ says the inspector. ‘Now if you’ll just be kind

enough to let me in, I’ll get started on my rhyme.’



‘Your rhyme?’ I say.
‘Yes,’ says the inspector.

‘I always do
My reports in rhyme.
It’s fun for me
And helps pass the time.’

‘Okay,’ says Terry.
‘That’s fine by me.
Please feel free
To see our tree.’

‘Well thank you very much,
Young man.
I’ll do my inspection
As fast as I can.



If I may
I’ll start right here.
Uh-oh—oh my—
Oh no—oh dear.

This staircase of yours
Should have a railing.
And no wheelchair ramp?
That’s a serious failing!



And where are your fire escapes,
Your hose reels and sprinklers,
Your safety blankets and fire extinguishers?
And I’d very much like to see (if I can)
Your in-case-of-emergency exit plan.



These man-eating sharks
Should be swimming free.
Not kept as pets
In a tank in a tree.

And your bowling alley
Doesn’t have any walls,
Which puts penguins at risk
From falling balls.

Or a ball could fall
On a person’s head
And that poor person
Could end up dead.



Racing rocking horses
Around a track
Could result in injury
To the neck or back.

This X-ray room
Is in direct violation
Of the current health and safety
Radiation regulations.



And what sort of stupid, lame-brained twit
Would build themselves a quicksand pit
And not even have the sense or wit
To put a warning sign on it?

This swimming pool
Should have a fence.
(It really is just
Common sense!)

And chainsaw juggling
Is seriously dumb.
You could easily lose
A finger or thumb …



Or an ear or a knee
Or an elbow or nose
Or an arm or a leg
Or a foot or some toes!

Your trampoline
Has no net, I see,
And it’s up really high
Near the top of the tree!’



‘But, apart from those few things,’ I say. ‘is everything else in our treehouse
okay?’

Inspector Bubblewrap sighs and shakes his head.
 

‘All things considered,
I’m sorry to say



There’s no way I can issue
A permit today.

This treehouse of yours
Is an unsafe construction
And I must insist
On its total destruction.



A crew of wreckers
Is now on their way,
So you’d better get going;
There’s no way you can stay.

By twelve noon today
This place will be rubble.
If you stay any longer
You’ll be in big trouble.

It will all be knocked down—
Level by level—
Get out while you can.
You remain at your peril!’



‘Yikes,’ says Bill the postman. ‘I’m out of here.’
‘Should we go, too?’ says Terry.
‘No way!’ I say. ‘This is our home!’
‘But it’s going to be demolished!’
‘Not if I can help it,’ I say.
‘But how?’ says Terry.



‘I don’t know,’ I say.
‘Why don’t we go and ask the three wise owls?’ says Terry.
‘Of course,’ I say. ‘They’re so wise they’ll know exactly what to do.’



We jet-chair up to the owl house on our jet-propelled office chairs and hover
in front of the owls.



‘O, wise owls,’ says Terry, ‘what should we do to avoid the total demolition
of our treehouse?’

‘TICK!’ says the first wise owl.
‘TOCK!’ says the second wise owl.
‘HOO!’ says the third wise owl.

‘Tick? Tock? Hoo?’ I say. ‘What does that mean?’
‘Hmmm,’ says Terry, frowning and repeating their words. ‘Tick-Tock-

Hoo … Tick-Tock-Hoo …’



‘Do you think Tick-Tock means something to do with time?’ I say.
‘Yes!’ says Terry. ‘And Hoo must mean Doctor Who. He’s a time

traveller, right?’
‘Yeah,’ I say, ‘but how does that help us?’



‘Don’t you see?’ says Terry. ‘The wise owls are telling us we should travel
back in time and get a permit for the treehouse.’

‘That would be a great idea,’ I say, ‘if we had a time machine.’
‘We do!’ says Terry. ‘I’ve built one on the level the Once-upon-a-time

machine used to be on.’
‘Fantastic!’ I say. ‘Let’s go.’



We climb up to the time-machine level.
‘So we go in here?’ I say, heading for the door.
‘That’s not the time machine,’ says Terry. ‘That’s an eggtimer I built. I

hate it when my eggs get over-boiled. The time machine is over here.’

‘You put it in the bin?’ I say.
‘No,’ says Terry. ‘It is the bin.’
‘But why?’ I say.



‘Well, I was reading The Time Machine by H.G. Wells,’ says Terry, ‘and I
thought that time travel sounded like fun.’

‘Yes, but why a wheelie bin?’ I say.



‘Because it’s all I had,’ says Terry. ‘It’s not quite finished but it should be
fine to just go back a few years to get our building permit.’



‘You go first, Andy,’ says Terry.
I climb in and Terry climbs in after me and closes the lid.

‘It’s really cramped in here,’ I say. ‘I thought time machines were supposed
to be small on the outside and big on the inside.’



‘Well, yeah,’ says Terry, ‘they are, but it was only designed for one person.’
‘You were going to go time travelling without me?’ I say.
‘No,’ says Terry. ‘Well … when I say no … I mean yes … but no …

well, only a little bit …’

‘How do you drive this thing, anyway?’ I say.
‘Easy,’ says Terry. ‘Set the chronometer for how many years back—or

forward—you’d like to travel and then push the blast-off button.’
‘All right,’ I say.



I set the dial for six and a half years back. (That’s just before we started
building our treehouse.)



But at that moment the lid opens.
It’s Inspector Bubblewrap!
‘It’s no use hiding, you know,’ he says.

‘The wrecking crew are on their way.
They’ll be here at exactly noon.
Get out and pack your belongings …
Or prepare to meet your doom.’



‘No way,’ I say. ‘We’re staying right here.’
‘Oh no you’re not!’ says the inspector.
He leans in and tries to grab us.
We crouch down as low as we can.



The inspector leans in further, slips and falls in on top of us.



‘OUCH!’

‘UGH!’

‘OOF!’



There’s a weird whooshing sound.
‘What’s that noise?’ I say.
‘I think the time machine has started,’ says Terry. ‘The inspector must

have bumped the blast-off button as he fell in.’
‘Time machine?’ says the inspector.
‘Yes,’ says Terry. ‘Hold on, we’re going back in

tiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiime
…’





CHAPTER 5

PREHISTORIC POND SCUM

We swirl for a long, long time.



Just when I think I can’t stand it any longer, the swirling stops.
‘We’re coming in for a landing,’ says Terry.

WHAM!
The bin lands and we all fall out onto the ground.



‘Have we gone back six and half years?’ I say.



Terry looks into the bin and checks the chronometer. ‘Oh no,’ he says.
‘We’ve travelled 650 million years back in time!’

‘But I only set it for six and a half years back,’ I say.
‘The inspector must have knocked it when he fell in,’ says Terry.



‘It’s not my fault!’ says the inspector. ‘That chronometer should have a safety
guard on it. And a time machine blast-off button without an emergency
override directly contravenes Regulation 3, Subsection 4.5, paragraph 6, line
22 of the Time Travel Blast-off Button Act.’

‘I didn’t even know there was a Blast-off Button Act,’ says Terry.
‘Oh yes,’ says the inspector. ‘It’s right here in this book, Rules and

Regulations of the World: Past, Present and Future. I never go anywhere
without it.’



‘Hey, Andy,’ says Terry, ‘look at this puddle. It’s full of pond scum, and one
of the pond scum looks just like you.’

‘You’re right,’ I say. ‘And that one looks just like you!’





‘Who are you calling pond scum, pal?’ says Pond Scum Andy. ‘You’re not
exactly an oil painting yourself.’

‘Leave him alone,’ says Pond Scum Terry.
‘Wow,’ says Terry. ‘Talking pond scum!’



‘That’s no ordinary pond scum,’ says the inspector. ‘These are the
world’s earliest simple life forms. We’re witnessing the beginnings of life on
Earth!’

‘You got that right, pal,’ says Pond Scum Andy. ‘But it could be the end for
us any time soon.’

‘How come?’ says Terry.



‘Because the only thing keeping our puddle from drying up is that
overhanging rock ledge.’

I look up at the rock ledge Terry is standing on. I see what Pond Scum Andy
means; it is the only shade around here, and the sun is really hot!

‘That’s too bad,’ I say.





‘It’s even worse for you,’ says Pond Scum Andy, ‘because if we don’t make
it, you’ll never exist at all. At least we’ve had a life, even if we have spent it
just floating around in a puddle. I mean, it’s better than nothing.’



‘What do you mean we won’t exist?’ says Terry.
‘If life forms like us get burned up,’ says Pond Scum Terry, ‘then

complicated life forms like you will never get the chance to evolve.’

‘Oh no!’ says Terry, looking really worried.
‘Relax,’ I say, ‘they’ll probably make it. They’ve got shade.’
‘But not for long,’ says Terry. ‘This rock ledge is cracking. I think it’s

about to break!’



‘You idiot, Terry!’ scream the pond scum as a large piece of rock breaks off
and crashes down into the puddle.



‘That puddle should have a sun shelter over it,’ says Inspector Bubblewrap.



‘It contravenes Regulation 456, Section B, Part 2 of the Prehistoric Sun
Shelter Act. I therefore declare this puddle illegal!’

‘What if we built a sun shelter?’ I say.
‘You’d need a permit for that,’ says the inspector.



‘Can you give us one?’ says Terry.
‘Well, under the circumstances and given that the future of life on Earth

depends on it,’ says the inspector, ‘I think I could rush the paperwork
through.’



‘Great!’ I say. ‘Let’s get started.’

Pretty soon we’ve built the most amazing 65-storey prehistoric pond scum



puddle sun shelter you’ve ever seen.
‘There you go,’ says Terry. ‘That should keep you all sun safe for the

next 300 million years or so!’

‘Thanks, Terry,’ says Pond Scum Terry. ‘You’re the best.’
‘No, Andy is the best,’ says Pond Scum Andy.
‘That’s where you’re wrong,’ says Pond Scum Terry. ‘Because Terry is

the best!’
‘You’re the one who’s wrong,’ says Pond Scum Andy. ‘Because you

don’t know what you’re talking about. Andy is the best. No contest!’





The pond scum continue shouting at each other.
‘TERRY!’
‘ANDY!’
‘TERRY!’
‘ANDY!’



Then things really get out of control.



‘Let’s leave them to it,’ I say. ‘We’d better be getting back to the future
before this wheelie bin melts in the heat. It’s pretty soft already.’



‘I hope our prehistoric pond scum ancestors make it,’ says Terry.



‘So do I,’ I say. ‘But if they don’t and we end up not existing it’ll be all
your fault.’

‘But we do exist,’ says the inspector. ‘So they must have made it.’
‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Thanks to me and my great idea about building a pond-

scum sun shelter.’



‘And thanks to me for helping build it,’ says Terry.
‘And thanks to me for issuing the permit,’ says the inspector.
‘Speaking of permits,’ I say, ‘we’d better be getting to that permit office

to apply for our building permit so the treehouse doesn’t have to be
demolished.’



‘Sure thing, Andy,’ says Terry. ‘I’ve set the chronometer for six and a half
years before we left.
Hold on,



everybodyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy
…’



CHAPTER 6

DANCING WITH DINOSAURS

There’s a loud splash and we look out to find ourselves floating in the middle



of a vast grey ocean.

‘Well, that’s just great,’ I say. ‘Right time, wrong place.’
‘Actually, I think you’ll find it’s the wrong time as well,’ says Terry.

‘We’ve travelled to 65 million years ago.’
‘Oh dear,’ says the inspector. ‘Sixty-five million years ago? That’s when

a giant asteroid smashed into Earth and killed off the dinosaurs. We are in
one of the unsafest times ever in the Earth’s history!’

‘Maybe the asteroid has already hit,’ says Terry. ‘I can’t see any
dinosaurs, can you?’

‘Nah,’ I say. ‘But I’d really like to! Let’s paddle to shore and see if we
can find any there.’



We paddle as fast as we can, but when we get to shore all we can see is a
bunch of little monkey-like animals playing in a group.

‘Ah,’ says the inspector. ‘They look like Plesiadapis tricuspidens.’
‘Are they dinosaurs?’ says Terry.



‘No,’ says the inspector, ‘they’re some of the earliest mammals to live on
Earth.’

‘They’re so cute!’ says Terry. ‘We should take one back for Jill.’
‘That’s not a good idea,’ says the inspector. ‘They need to stay here so

they can evolve into the ancestor of apes, monkeys and humans.’



‘Monkeys?’ says Terry. ‘I hate monkeys.’
‘Me too,’ I say, ‘but that doesn’t mean we don’t share a common ancestor

with them.’
‘Ugh! Speak for yourself,’ says Terry. ‘I don’t.’

‘I wouldn’t be so sure about that, Terry,’ I say, ‘because that one looks a little
bit like you.’

‘You’re right,’ says Terry. ‘And that one looks a lot like you!’



Suddenly we hear thunderous stomping and snorting noises. The Plesiadapis
stop playing and look around in alarm.



A dinosaur with an enormous nose bursts through the undergrowth and snorts
at them.

‘Yikes!’ I say. ‘That dinosaur has the biggest nose I’ve ever seen!’



‘It’s a Bignoseasaur!’ says the inspector. ‘A dinosaur that is in direct
contravention of the World Health Organisation’s suggested guidelines for a
healthy nose-to-body ratio. It’s famous for its bad temper. The safest way to
behave around one is to be very quiet and try not to be noticed.’



‘It reminds me of someone,’ says Terry, ‘but I can’t think who.’
‘This is bad,’ says the inspector. ‘If the dinosaurs are still around that

means the asteroid that wiped them out hasn’t hit yet.’

‘Cool,’ I say. ‘We might get to see an asteroid!’
‘If you do, it will probably be the last thing you ever see,’ says the

inspector. ‘Asteroids are very dangerous, you know. Even more dangerous



than Bignoseasaurs!’

‘Hey!’ yells Terry, as the Bignoseasaur advances on the Plesiadapis. ‘Get
away from them, you big bully!’

At the sound of Terry’s voice, the Bignoseasaur turns towards us. It stares
and roars.



‘Good one, Terry,’ I say, backing away.
‘Yeah, good one, Terry,’ says the inspector.



The Bignoseasaur roars again and paws the ground.
‘It looks just like Kevin the mechanical bull when he gets mad,’ says

Terry. ‘I think it’s getting ready to charge.’



‘If only we had a brightly coloured cape,’ I say. ‘Maybe we could distract it.’
‘A brightly coloured safety vest might work,’ says Terry.
‘Don’t be stupid,’ I say. ‘Where are we going to get a brightly coloured

safety vest from?’
‘From the inspector,’ says Terry.
‘Well, I’m not sure about that,’ says the inspector. ‘Regulation 6 of the

Brightly Coloured Safety Vest Act states that a building permit inspector
should wear a brightly coloured safety vest at all times.’



‘But it’s 65 million years before that law was even invented,’ I say, ‘so,
technically, you won’t be breaking it.’

‘Hmmm,’ says the inspector. ‘Technically, you might be right … and I
guess you will be using it in the interests of safety …’ He hands me the vest.



I hold the vest out to the side, matador-style, and wave it at the Bignoseasaur.
It snorts in rage, lowers its massive nose and charges at me.

I spin at the last moment and it rushes past.
‘Olé!’ I say.



It turns and charges again.

Once more I step aside.
‘Olé! Olé!’ I say.



Each time it runs at me and misses, it gets madder, and its nose gets bigger
and redder.



‘Watch out,’ says Terry. ‘I think it’s going to blow!’
‘What’s that?’ I say. ‘It’s going to blow its nose?’
‘No,’ says Terry. ‘Its nose is going to explode!’



‘Why, an explosion that big could wipe out all life on Earth!’ says the
inspector. ‘Could it be possible that this is how the dinosaurs disappeared?’

‘Who cares?’ I say. ‘It’s going to be how we disappear if we don’t take
cover!’

The Plesiadapis that looks like Terry starts biting the leg of his pants.
‘Hey!’ says Terry. ‘Quit that!’



Then the one who looks like me starts tugging at my pants.
‘What’s wrong with you stupid things?’ I say. ‘Can’t you see we’ve got a

serious problem here?’



‘I think they’re trying to help us,’ says the inspector, who has one tugging at
his pants as well. ‘They’re pulling us in the direction of that burrow!’

‘He’s right!’ says Terry, ‘and we don’t have a moment to lose. I’ve never
seen a nose so ready to blow!’



We quickly follow the Plesiadapis to their burrow.



Terry stops and bends over.
‘What are you doing?’ I say.
‘I’m just saving a poor little helpless ant,’ he says.
‘Well hurry up!’ I say.

Terry scoops up the ant and puts it in his pocket.



The entrance to the burrow is small, but with a bit of pushing and shoving we
all manage to get safely inside.



‘Cool burrow,’ says Terry.



‘And very safe,’ says the inspector. ‘You can’t beat a good underground
bunker. And I see we have food supplies for some time.’

‘What sort of food?’ says Terry.
‘Looks like dragonflies, fern fronds and a primitive form of

marshmallow.’



‘Prehistoric marshmallows!’ says Terry, shoving a handful into his mouth
and then immediately spitting them out. That’s not marshmallow … that’s
fungus!’

‘What do you think marshmallows are made of?’ says the inspector.

But before Terry can register the full horror of what the inspector has just
said, there is a huge explosion above us.



We emerge from the burrow. There’s an enormous smoking crater where the
Bignoseasaur had been.



Everything is covered in thick green goo and there are piles of dead dinosaurs
everywhere.



‘Eurgh,’ I say. ‘Let’s get out of here.’
‘But what about the Plesiadapis?’ says Terry. ‘They saved our lives.’
‘And we saved theirs,’ I say. ‘Fair trade.’
‘But the prehistoric world is so dangerous,’ says Terry. ‘Can’t we take

them with us?’

‘No, I already explained that,’ says the inspector. ‘If we took them with us,
they wouldn’t evolve and we wouldn’t be able to exist. But just to be on the



safe side—and if it makes you feel better—I’ll give them all a bit of extra
protection.’

The inspector gets out his roll of bubble wrap and makes little bubble-wrap
suits for all the Plesiadapis.



‘There,’ he says when he’s finished. ‘That should keep them out of trouble



for the next 65 million years or so.’



‘I’ve made a few adjustments to the chronometer,’ says Terry, ‘and I’m
certain that this time we will arrive at the building permit office six and half
years before we built our treehouse.’

‘I hope you’re right,’ says the inspector, as we climb into the bin and
close the lid.

‘Me too,’ I say. ‘I think I’ve had enough history for one day.’
‘Okay,’ says Terry. ‘Here we

goooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo
…’



CHAPTER 7

STONE AGE ART SCHOOL

We swirl and swirl and swirl until, finally, the wheelie bin lands.
Terry is studying the chronometer.
‘Well,’ I say, ‘is this six and a half years before the treehouse was built?’
‘Um … not exactly,’ says Terry, ‘but we’re definitely getting closer …

now we’re in the year 65,000 BC.’



I open the lid of the bin. ‘Wow, look!’ I say. ‘Cave men!’
‘And cave women!’ says Terry. ‘And cave children and … cave dogs!’
‘They don’t look very happy,’ I say.
‘No,’ says Terry. ‘They look kind of bored.’

‘Well, it’s no wonder, really,’ I say. ‘I mean, they are living in the Stone Age.
All the really good stuff hasn’t been invented yet. There are no books, no TV,
no treehouses! There’s nothing to do.’





Terry goes up to them and says, ‘Hi, I’m Terry. How are you?’



‘Bored,’ says a cave man.
‘Why don’t you draw something?’ says Terry. ‘That’s what I do when

I’m bored.’

‘“Draw something”?’ grunts one of the cave men. ‘What is “draw”? What is
“something”?’

‘What is “draw something”?’ says one of the cave women.



Terry is shocked. ‘They don’t even know what drawing is!’ he says.
‘It hasn’t been invented yet, remember?’ I say. ‘They don’t have pens,

pencils, spooncils or paper. How could they know about drawing?’

‘But what about drawing in the dirt with sticks?’ says Terry. ‘They could do
that. They’ve got lots of sticks and plenty of dirt.’



Terry kneels down and starts showing the cave people how to draw in the dirt
with a stick.

‘Now you try,’ he says, giving them each a stick.



The cave people try to do some drawings with their sticks, but (no offence,
cave people) they’re not very good. Even I can draw better than that, and I
can’t even draw.



‘Here,’ says Terry, joining up the random marks one of the cave children has



done. ‘I’ll show you how to make that into a really cool picture.’

The cave people get very excited.
‘Do it again!’ they grunt. ‘Do it again!’



So Terry does it again.
And they get even more excited.

So Terry does it for a third time.



‘Now I’ll show you painting,’ says Terry.
‘“Painting”?’ says a cave man. ‘What is “painting”?’



Terry quickly makes a brush out of some stiff grass and a stick and mixes up
some dirt and water.



‘This is painting,’ he says. ‘You dip your brush in the mud and then daub it
on the wall … like this.’

A few of the cave people copy him.



‘That’s it!’ says Terry proudly. ‘I think you’ve got it!’
It’s not long before the cave people have covered every possible surface

—ground, cave wall and even skin—with drawings and paintings.







‘Look!’ says Terry. ‘They’ve done a Barky the Barking Cave Dog comic
strip!’



‘Oh no!’ I say. ‘I hate Barky!’
‘Don’t be silly,’ says Terry. ‘Everybody loves Barky! Even cave people!’
‘“Barky”?’ says the inspector. ‘What’s “Barky”?’
‘Only the world’s most boring TV show!’ I say.

‘If you run along beside it really fast, it’s just like watching a cartoon,’ says
Terry.
‘“Cartoon”?’ says one of the cave women. ‘What is “cartoon”?’

‘See for yourself,’ says Terry. ‘Just follow me.’



‘Okay, that’s enough now!’ I say. ‘Let’s go.’
‘Just one more turn?’ says the inspector. ‘I love Barky!’
‘See, what did I tell you, Andy?’ says Terry. ‘Everybody loves Barky …

even the inspector!’



‘We have to go,’ I say firmly. ‘We’ve got a building permit office to get to.’
‘But I haven’t taught the cave people about mixed media and installations

… or performance art,’ says Terry.
‘Don’t rush them,’ I say. ‘There’ll be plenty of time for that in the future.

Come on!’

We climb into the bin and Terry starts adjusting the chronometer. ‘I think
I’ve got it this time,’ he says.

‘That’s what you said last time,’ I say.
‘I know,’ he says. ‘The six and the five are working fine. It’s just the

zeros I was having trouble with, but I’m pretty sure I’ve got them working
nowwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwww
…’





CHAPTER 8

MUMMY MADNESS

We swirl through time once more until we feel the now-familiar falling
sensation.



Terry peeps out the top of the bin.
‘Can you see the building permit office?’ I say.
‘Um,’ he says, ‘does the building permit office look like a pyramid?’
‘No,’ says the inspector.
‘Then I think we might be in Ancient Egypt,’ says Terry. ‘All I can see is

sand, a Sphinx, palm trees and a big gold-topped pyramid that we’re about to
smash into.’



Finally, we come to a stop. A crowd of stunned-looking Ancient Egyptians
are staring at the bottom of our bin.

‘You idiots!’ says one of them. ‘You just squashed the pharaoh!’



’Uh-oh,’ says Terry. ‘I think we just squashed the pharaoh, whatever that is.’
‘That’s the king of Ancient Egypt!’ I say. ‘This is bad. Very bad.’

The inspector shakes his head sadly. ‘If only people would take the trouble to
install landing warning beepers on their time-travelling wheelie bins, this sort
of unpleasant accident could easily be avoided.’



The pharaoh lets out a loud moan.
‘He’s still alive!’ says Terry.
‘Quick, let’s get the bin off him,’ I say.

We lift the bin off the pharaoh and help him to his feet.



‘Thank you!’ he says. ‘And now you must die!’
‘But we just saved your life!’ says Terry.
‘You also just squashed me with your sky chariot,’ says the pharaoh, ‘and

the penalty for squashing the pharaoh is death. Guards—seize them!’

‘Now just hold on a minute!’ says the inspector.
‘Who are you?’ says the pharaoh.



‘Inspector Bubblewrap’s the name,’ says the inspector, ‘and inspecting
buildings is my game.’ He hands the pharaoh his business card.

The pharaoh looks worried. ‘You’re a building inspector?’ he says.
‘Yes!’ says Inspector Bubblewrap. ‘Do you have a current and valid

building permit for this pyramid?’
‘Why … er … yes,’ says the pharaoh, ‘of course I do.’
‘May I see it?’ says the inspector.



The pharaoh signals to a scribe, who brings over a scroll and hands it to
Inspector Bubblewrap.

The inspector unrolls it and examines it closely.

‘Is this your signature?’ he says to the pharaoh.
‘Yes,’ says the pharaoh. ‘I sign and issue all my building permits myself.’



‘This is highly irregular,’ says the inspector.
‘I’ve never heard of anybody signing their own building permits. I’m afraid
I’m going to need you to fill out a few forms. It will take a few minutes of
your valuable time. And I’ll help you along with a form-filling rhyme.’

‘I’ll need you to complete
This building certificate.
Use black ink or blue



And I’d like it in triplicate.

And don’t forget to include
All your personal information:
Your star sign, your weight
And your marital situation.

I’ll also require
All your contact details:
Your home phone, your address
And both home and work emails.



You’ll need approval from council
So here’s an application.
And if your neighbours object
You’ll have to seek arbitration.

I’ll need to see blueprints
(From top to foundation)
And a 5000-hieroglyph essay
In support of your application.

You’re an owner-builder,
So I’ll need proof of your qualifications.
Even a pharaoh
Has to follow the regulations.’



I nudge the inspector to get his attention.
‘Is this really the best time to be worrying about whether the pharaoh has

a permit for his pyramid?’ I whisper. ‘Shouldn’t we be trying to figure out
how to avoid being put to death?’



‘That’s exactly what I am doing,’ says the inspector. ‘While he’s busy with
the paperwork we can make our escape. Come on, let’s hide in the pyramid.’

We run through the doorway behind us and down a long corridor into a
dark chamber.









‘Great work, Inspector!’ I say. ‘But how did you know the mummy would be
scared of other mummies?’

‘Just a hunch,’ he says. ‘Let’s go!’
We head for a door on the far side of the chamber, squeeze through it …



and fall straight through a trap dooooooooor!





I was right.
We are in a pit of asps.



‘Okay, that’s quite enough screaming for one pit of asps!’ says the inspector.



‘We’re safely covered in bubble wrap so they can’t bite us.’
‘Yes, but how do we get out of the pit?’ I say.

The inspector shrugs and shakes his head sadly. ‘If only people would take
the trouble to install emergency exits in their snake pits, this sort of dilemma
could be easily avoided,’ he says.

‘We don’t need an emergency exit,’ says Terry.



‘We’ve got asps. We can charm them and use them as a ladder.’

‘Well that’s a great idea,’ I say, ‘but you need music to charm snakes, and as
far as I know none of us brought our punjis.’

‘What’s a punji?’ says Terry.
‘It’s a wind instrument used to charm snakes,’ I say.
‘No, I don’t have one of those,’ says Terry. ‘But ‘I’ve got a balloon. That

should work just as well.’

Terry blows the balloon up, pinches the neck and starts releasing the air in a
high-pitched screech. Sure, it might not be everybody’s idea of beautiful
music, but the snakes seem to like it.



The snakes rise up, swaying and threading themselves together until,
eventually they form a ladder that leads right to the top of the pit.

We scramble up the snake ladder as fast as we can and make it to the top



just as Terry’s balloon runs out of squeak and the ladder collapses.

‘Wow,’ says Terry, panting, ‘that was even more fun than our snakes and
ladders level back in the treehouse!’

‘I’m not sure that “fun” is exactly the word I would use,’ says the



inspector, ‘but, I must admit, I do feel quite … unusually … energised!’

I can hear shouting somewhere behind us.
‘We’d better keep moving,’ I say. ‘I think the pharaoh might have

finished his paperwork.’

We run down a long corridor, keeping a careful watch for mummies and
trapdoors.

‘Look!’ says Terry, pointing to a series of pictures on the wall. ‘It’s Barky
the Barking Dogyptian!’



At the end of the corridor we come across two Ancient Egyptians working on
the Barky cartoon.

‘It’s us again!’ says Terry. ‘Hi, Ancient Egyptian Andy and Terry!’



‘Who are you?’ says Ancient Egyptian Andy.
‘We’re your future selves!’ I explain.
‘Pleased to meet you!’ says Ancient Egyptian Andy.

‘Great Barky the Barking Dogyptian cartoon!’ says Terry.
‘Thanks!’ says Ancient Egyptian Terry.
Ancient Egyptian Andy rolls his eyes. ‘I think it’s dumb,’ he says.



‘I agree,’ I say. ‘High five, Ancient Egyptian Andy!’

‘Well, we’d love to stay and chat,’ I say, ‘but we’re being chased by the
pharaoh’s guards. Is there a fast way out of here?’

‘Sure,’ says Ancient Egyptian Terry. He quickly scribbles a map on a
piece of papyrus and hands it to me. ‘Just follow this.’



We say goodbye to our Ancient Egyptian selves and follow the map until at
last we are back outside in the Ancient Egyptian sunlight. We peel off our
bubble wrap as fast as we can. (That stuff is hot!)



‘Thank goodness we’re out of there,’ I say.
‘Yes,’ says the inspector. ‘That pyramid is so dangerous it makes the

treehouse look positively safe!’
‘Uh-oh,’ I say. ‘Here come the guards. Run!’

We run. Behind us we hear the popping of the bubble wrap as the guards step
on it.



‘Hey, this stuff is fun!’ says one.
They all stop, pick up handfuls of bubble wrap and start popping it like

crazy.

We reach the bin, climb in and Terry resets the chronometer. We blast off and
zoom up into the air through a cloud of sand.



‘Phew!’ says the inspector. ‘That was a close one.’ He takes off his hard hat
and wipes his brow. ‘Oh dear …’

‘What’s the matter?’ I say.



‘There’s an asp,’ he says.
‘Where?’
‘In my hat … no … hang on, it’s not in my hat any more. It’s in the bin

somewhere.’

‘YIKES!’ screams Terry. The bin swerves out of control and heads towards a
giant stone nose—the nose of the Great Sphinx!

‘Terry, watch out!’ I yell.
But it’s too late.



‘Oops,’ says Terry.
‘So that’s how the Sphinx lost its nose,’ says the inspector.
‘Another mystery solved!’ says Terry.



‘That’s all very well,’ I say, ‘but there’s still an asp in the bin!’
‘Not for long, though,’ says the inspector. He scoops the asp up in his

hard hat, opens the lid and flings both the asp and his hat overboard.



‘Wow, that was brave!’ I say. ‘And risky!’
‘And just in time,’ says Terry. ‘Hold on, here we go

againnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn
…’





CHAPTER 9

BIN HUR

We swirl through time until the chronometer reads 65 BC and we start
plummeting towards the ground. We land but this time we don’t stop moving.
I peep out of the lid and realise why.



We’re hurtling along a chariot racing track in the middle of an Ancient
Roman chariot race and, surprisingly, we don’t seem to be doing that badly.
It looks like we’re in fourth place.

‘Oh dear,’ says the inspector. ‘This looks dangerous.’

‘Hey, look,’ says Terry, ‘an Ancient Roman Andy and an Ancient Roman
Terry!’



Terry’s right! Ahead of us are two chariots—one being driven by someone
who looks a lot like Terry and the other by someone who looks a lot like me.

Coming up behind them is a scary-looking woman driving a chariot with big
spikes on its wheels.



She is getting closer and closer to Ancient Roman Andy’s chariot, and then
the metal spike crashes through his wheel and smashes it to pieces!

His chariot skids wildly and tips over. Ancient Roman Andy is thrown from
his chariot onto the racetrack.



He’s still holding onto his horse’s reins, though, and is being dragged along
on his stomach.

‘Ouch,’ I say. ‘That’s gotta hurt!’



Our bin is slowing down but we’re still moving fast enough to catch up to
him.

I lean out and reach towards him. ‘Give me your hand,’ I say.
‘What the maximus?’ he says. ‘Who are you?’
‘No time to explain,’ I say. ‘Just do it.’

He reaches up with one hand while still holding his reins in the other. The
inspector and Terry hold on to me as I lean out and pull him into the bin.



‘I am Andronicus Grillius,’ he says, ‘and I thank you.’ He snaps the reins.
‘YAH!’ he yells, urging his horse on.

With Andronicus driving, we are going much faster than we were before.
We’re back in the race!



‘We must beat Drusilla the Dreadful,’ says Andronicus, pointing to the driver
of the chariot with spiked wheels. ‘She is the most feared and ruthless
charioteer in Rome—she has already destroyed almost all the others.’



He’s not kidding. There is chariot wreckage everywhere.

‘Those spiked wheels seem very dangerous,’ says the inspector. ‘Surely there
must be rules of some sort! It just doesn’t seem right.’



‘Alas,’ says Andronicus, ‘chariot racing rules have not been invented yet, and
now she is after my friend Terencius Densus.’

Drusilla is gaining on the only other chariot (apart from ours) left in the
race.

She drives in close and uses her wheel spike to destroy Terencius’s wheel. He
jumps from his wrecked chariot onto his horse and rides after Drusilla.



Andronicus drives our bin up beside Terencius. ‘Join us, friend,’ he calls.
Keeping hold of his horse’s reins, Terencius leaps into our bin.

‘This is highly irregular,’ says the inspector. ‘The maximum capacity for a
bin this size is four. We’d better not take on any more passengers.’

‘Don’t worry,’ I say. ‘There’s nobody else left to take on. It’s just us
versus Drusilla now.’

With two horses pulling us we’re really starting to gain on Drusilla.
She looks back and glares at us.
‘I don’t like her,’ says Terry.



‘Me neither,’ says Terencius. ‘Nobody does.’

As we draw level, Drusilla the Dreadful veers towards us in order to wreck
our bin with her terrible wheel spike. ‘Tibi delenda, losers!’ she snarls.

‘What does that mean?’ says Terry.
‘“You must be destroyed, losers”,’ says Andronicus.

‘Not on my watch,’ says the inspector, unfurling a long roll of bubble wrap.
‘Hold on to me, lads!’ he says.



Terencius takes the reins while the rest of us hold on to Inspector
Bubblewrap.

The inspector leans out, his head only centimetres from the lethal
spinning spike …



and holds out the bubble wrap. The wheel spike on Drusilla’s chariot catches
the end of the bubble wrap. As it spins, it wraps the bubble wrap around
itself, rendering the spike completely harmless.

Terencius manoeuvres our bin around to the other side of Drusilla’s chariot
and the inspector bubble-wraps that spike as well.

We pull the inspector back into the bin.



‘Way to go, Inspector!’ says Terry.
‘That is the most dangerous thing I’ve ever seen anybody do!’ says

Andronicus.

Inspector Bubblewrap smiles proudly and says:

‘I’m a safety inspector,
That’s what I do:
I make things safe
For me and you.

I’ll risk my life,
If that’s what it takes,
To make things safe
For all our sakes.’



Now the race gets really serious.





‘This is the final lap,’ says Andronicus. ‘We have done well, but Drusilla is



going to win!’
‘If only we could get past her,’ says Terencius.

‘We can’t go past her,’ says the inspector. ‘But we can go over her!’
‘How?’ I say.
‘By using that pile of destroyed chariots as a ramp,’ he says. ‘That’s

how.’

‘Are you sure?’ says Terry. ‘That sounds kind of dangerous.’
‘Of course I’m sure,’ says the inspector. ‘If there’s one thing I know

about, it’s ramps: disabled-access ramps, freeway ramps, kerb ramps, folding
ramps, boat ramps. Trust me, I know ramps.’



Inspector Bubblewrap takes the reins from Terencius and steers our wheelie
bin towards an especially big pile of crashed chariots.

‘Everybody hold on tight!’ shouts the inspector. We rocket up the ‘ramp’ and
fly through the air. We sail up and over Drusilla …



and cross the finish line. First!

The crowd goes crazy.



The emperor rises to his feet and gives us two thumbs up, which makes the
crowd go even crazier.



‘We won!’ says Andronicus. ‘Thanks to you, we won’t be put to death.’
‘You were going to be killed?!’ says Terry.
‘Yes,’ says Terencius. ‘But Caesar Proboscis Maximus has spared us.

That’s what the two thumbs up means.’

‘Wow,’ says Terry, ‘Ancient Rome is a really dangerous place.’
‘Yes,’ says the inspector, ‘but it’s a little bit safer now, thanks to bubble

wrap.’

Andronicus and Terencius climb out of the bin.



‘Thank you for your bravery, Inspector Bubblewrapus,’ says Andronicus.
‘We owe you our lives,’ says Terencius, ‘for you saved us with your

courage, your knowledge of ramps and your strange, clear material with its
many air pockets.’

‘That was an exciting race,’ says Terry. ‘It would make a great scene in a
movie about Ancient Rome.’

‘It already has,’ I say.



‘Cool,’ says Terry. ‘Can we watch it when we get back to the treehouse?’
‘Sure,’ I say. ‘If we ever get back to the treehouse. But before we can do

that we have to get to the building permit office.’

‘We’ll get there this time for sure,’ says Terry, ‘or my name’s not Terencius
Densus.’

‘But it’s not Terencius Densus,’ I remind him.
‘Uh-oh,’ he says, as everything starts to

swirllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll
…’





CHAPTER 10

THE FUTURE

The swirling stops and we slowly fall to the ground.
‘Wow, smooth landing, Terry,’ I say. ‘Yeah,’ he says.
‘It’s like we practically floated down.’



I look at the gravity detector gauge on the instrument panel. ‘That’s because
we did float down,’ I say. ‘Gravity is only one-tenth as strong here as it is in
our time.’

‘And where—and when—exactly are we?’ says Inspector Bubblewrap.
‘We’re in the future,’ says Terry. ‘Sixty-five thousand years in the future!’



‘This is the worst time machine ever!’ I say.
‘No, it’s not,’ says Terry. ‘It’s a great time machine. It’s just the

chronometer that’s not working properly.’
‘Well, it’s the worst chronometer ever, then,’ I say, smashing my head

against the control panel in frustration …

but my head just bounces off as if the panel was made of marshmallow.
‘Stupid reduced gravity!’ I shout.

‘Look on the bright side, Andy,’ says Terry. ‘Reduced gravity is cool! Let’s



get out and have a bounce around.’



Terry is in such a hurry to get out that he slips and falls and lands on his head.

‘Are you okay?’ I say.
‘Of course!’ says Terry. ‘It didn’t even hurt! Reduced gravity,

remember?’



I see a flying fried-egg car heading straight towards the inspector. ‘Watch
out!’ I say.

My warning comes too late. The car hits the inspector right in the head …
but it just bounces off!

‘I just got hit by a flying fried-egg car and I didn’t feel a thing!’ he says. ‘It
would appear that the future is 100 percent danger-proof!’





‘All right!’ says Terry. ‘Let’s party!’

‘Look at me! I can run headfirst into this wall and I just bounce off!’



‘Look at me!’ I say. ‘I’m swimming in a tank full of man-eating sharks
but their teeth are made of rubber so they can’t eat me!’

‘Look at me!’ says Inspector Bubblewrap. ‘I’m totally on fire but there’s no
heat in the flames so it doesn’t hurt a bit!’



‘THE 100 PERCENT TOTALLY DANGER-PROOF FUTURE IS
AMAZING!’ we shout.

Terry runs into the wall again.
I jump back into the shark’s mouth.
The inspector sets himself on fire once more.



And then we do it again …

and again …



and again …



and again …

and again …



and again …



and again …

and again.



‘I’m bored of running headfirst into a wall without getting hurt,’ says Terry.
‘I’m bored of being chewed by a man-eating shark without getting

mangled,’ I say.
‘I’m bored of setting myself on fire without getting burned,’ says the

inspector.

‘THE 100 PERCENT DANGER-PROOF FUTURE IS 100 PERCENT
BORING!’ we shout.



‘Why don’t we watch TV?’ says Terry. ‘Look, there’s one on that tree over
there.’



‘Great idea!’ I say. ‘TV in the future must be amazing!’
‘Yes, let’s have a look,’ says the inspector. ‘Too much TV can ruin the

eyes and rot the brain, but a little bit can’t hurt … particularly not now that
we are so bored.’

‘Hooray!’ says Terry, scrolling through the menu. ‘It’s time for The Barky
the Barking Dog Show!’

‘Actually,’ I say, ‘I think you’ll find it’s The Barky the Non-barking
Robo-dog Show.’









‘In the future, even Barky is boring!’ says Terry.
‘He’s always been boring,’ I say, ‘but now they’ve de-barked him he’s

even more boring!’



‘Psst!’ whispers a person from the future who looks just like me. ‘Did you
just say “boring”?’

‘Yes,’ I say. ‘Are you our future selves?’
‘Affirmative,’ he says. ‘My name is Android G and this is my friend

Terrybot D.’
‘Cool,’ says Terry. ‘Are you guys robots?’



‘Well, we do have bionic bits and pieces,’ explains Terrybot D, ‘but we’re
still human enough that we want to have fun.’

‘But we can’t have any fun,’ says Android G. ‘Because Safety Central
Headquarters controls everything!’

‘Oh my goodness,’ says Inspector Bubblewrap. ‘I work for Safety Central
Headquarters, but I never dreamed they would become so powerful that they
stop people from having any fun at all.’



‘I know a way we can all have some fun,’ says Terry. ‘Let’s go to Safety
Central Headquarters and destroy it.’

‘Not so fast, Past Terry,’ says Terrybot D. ‘We have to figure out a way to
get in there first. It’s rhyming-password protected.’



‘I think I can help you there,’ says Inspector Bubblewrap. ‘I wrote that
rhyming password. It may have been 65 thousand years ago but I remember it
as if it were only yesterday.’

We hop in Android G’s flying fried-egg car and fly to Safety Central
Headquarters.



Inspector Bubblewrap puts his face up to the panel and says:



We all hold our breath … and wait.

With a quiet whoosh, the door opens.
‘Yay,’ whispers Terry.
Quickly we follow the inspector down a long shiny corridor and into a

vast control room.

There are millions of automated buttons, levers, dials and switches
controlling every aspect of safety in the future.

‘Where do we start?’ I say. ‘It looks so complicated!’
‘It’s not that complicated,’ says the inspector. ‘There’s a master control

panel right here.’





‘I can restore Earth to its default settings,’ says the inspector, ‘by flicking
each of the switches from ON to OFF, like so.’

‘What about the giant-crab eliminator switch?’ says Terry.
‘No,’ says the inspector, ‘I’m going to leave that one on so the Earth

never gets overrun with giant crabs. But I am going to push the self-destruct
button so nobody can make the world 100 percent danger-proof ever again.
There. All done.’

‘You mean this whole place is going to blow up?’ I say.
‘Yes,’ says the inspector.



‘Cool!’ I say. ‘When?’
‘In about ten seconds,’ says the inspector. ‘Run!’
We run …

and make it out just in time …



‘I think our work here is done,’ says Terry, as we climb into our bin.
‘Yes,’ says the inspector. ‘I see now that too much safety is not

necessarily a good thing.’
‘I sure hope we make it to the building permit office this time,’ I say, as

the swirling starts again.
‘Me too,’ says the inspector. ‘Well … sort of … I mean … time travel is

kind of
cooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooool
…’





CHAPTER 11

THE FUTURE’S FUTURE

We swirl and swirl and swirl some more until we finally stop swirling.
‘I’ve got some good news and some bad news,’ says Terry, looking out of

the bin. ‘The bad news is we’re 650 million years in the future. The good
news is we’re at the beach.’

I look around. It’s a weird beach. The sea is black. The sky is red. Oh
yeah, and we’re surrounded by giant crabs.



‘I can’t understand why there are giant crabs everywhere,’ says the inspector.
‘I’m sure I left the giant-crab eliminator button on back at Safety Central
Headquarters.’

‘Um,’ says Terry, ‘I think I might have turned it off again when you
weren’t looking. I couldn’t help it. I just really wanted to see a giant crab.’



‘You idiot, Terry!’ I say. ‘Thanks to you the future Earth is now overrun with
giant crabs.’

‘Yeah, I know,’ says Terry, ‘and I’m sorry. But look on the bright side:
giant crabs are pretty cool.’

‘Yeah, you’re right,’ I say, ‘they are extremely cool … and very, very
dangerous!’



‘It’s interesting, though,’ says Terry, ‘because this is just like what happens at
the end of The Time Machine by H.G. Wells. The time traveller goes into the
future as far as he can—almost to the end of time—and lands on a beach and
there are giant crabs all over the place!’

‘I thought that book was fiction,’ I say.
‘So did I!’ says Terry. ‘But it was obviously based on actual fact. H.G.

Wells must have time-travelled here himself … otherwise, how could he have
described it all so exactly?’

‘Oh dear,’ says the inspector. ‘Look over there. One of the giant crabs has got
hold of an old-fashioned man and is waving him around in its giant crab



claw!’

‘That’s no ordinary old-fashioned man,’ says Terry. ‘That’s H.G. Wells. I
recognise him from his author photo on the back cover of the book.’



‘That’s him, all right,’ I say. ‘I’d know that moustache anywhere. We’d better
go and help him otherwise he won’t be able to get back to 1895 to write The
Time Machine and inspire you to build a time-travelling wheelie bin so that
we can go back in time and get our building permit and save the treehouse



from being demolished!’

‘Leave it to me,’ says the inspector, leaping out of the bin. ‘I’ll save him!’



‘Wait for us!’ I say. ‘You can’t fight a crab that big all by yourself!’
But the inspector is already too far ahead—and too excited—to hear me.

‘He’s really getting into this risk-taking thing, isn’t he?’ says Terry.
‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Maybe a little too much. We’d better go and make sure

he’s okay.’
We jump out of the bin and run after him.



‘Help me, Man-from-the-future!’ calls H.G. Wells as the inspector runs
towards him. ‘I’m caught in a giant crab’s claw!’

‘Don’t worry, Mr Wells,’ says the inspector. ‘I’ll save you!’
‘How do you know my name?’ says H.G. Wells.



‘I’ll explain later,’ says the inspector. ‘First we need to teach this crab some
good old-fashioned manners.’

Holding his pen and clipboard like a sword and shield, Inspector Bubblewrap
rushes towards the crab.



But the crab snatches the inspector up in its other claw and waves him around
in the air beside H.G. Wells.

‘Oh dear,’ says Terry. ‘That didn’t work very well at all. Maybe I should try



my balloon.’
He gets it out of his pocket.
‘Hang on,’ I say. ‘Snake-charming is one thing, but I’ve never heard of

crab-charming … especially not giant-crab-charming.’

‘I’m not going to charm it,’ says Terry. ‘Crabs hate the sound of screeching
balloons. Everybody knows that!’

‘I didn’t even know crabs had ears,’ I say.
‘Well, technically, they don’t,’ explains Terry, ‘but they can feel sound

and they don’t like the feel of screeching balloons.’

Terry blows the balloon up, pinches the neck and releases the air in a high-
pitched screech—directly at the crab.



The crab’s antennas start whipping around wildly. It shudders, shakes and
sways from side to side.



Terry keeps up the screeching until the crab flings H.G. Wells and the
inspector to the ground and scuttles away.

‘Phew, that was a close shave,’ says H.G. Wells, standing up and brushing
sand off his tweed suit.



‘Closer for some than others,’ says Terry. ‘Look at the inspector! He’s been
cut clean in half by the giant crab’s claw!’



‘Oh no!’ I say. ‘What are we going to do?’
‘Bubble wrap,’ says Terry.
‘Good idea,’ I say. ‘Popping bubble wrap always calms me down.’

‘Not for you, Andy,’ says Terry. ‘For the inspector. We can use it to join him
back up again. Quick! Get his legs and hold them in place.’



Terry pulls on the inspector’s roll of bubble wrap and wraps …

and wraps …

and wraps.



Finally the inspector is as good as new.



He leaps to his feet and yells: ‘THAT! WAS! AWESOME! DID YOU SEE
ME? I FOUGHT A GIANT CRAB AND I WASN’T EVEN SCARED!
LOOK AT THIS SELFIE I TOOK IF YOU DON’T BELIEVE ME!’



‘It was indeed very brave,’ says H.G. Wells, ‘if not, perhaps, just a mite
foolhardy. I am, however, forever in your debt, Man-from-the-future, and you
two with the magical transparent wrap. Do you live here with the
crustaceans?’



‘Oh no, we’re from the past, too,’ says Terry, ‘only not quite as far back as
you.’

‘You’re time travellers?’ he says.
‘Yes,’ says Terry. ‘That’s our time machine over there. It used to be a

wheelie bin. I was inspired to convert it into a time machine after reading
your book.’

‘Which book are you talking about?’ says H.G. Wells.
‘The Time Machine, of course,’ says Terry.

‘The Time Machine?’ repeats H.G. Wells slowly. ‘But I have not written any



such book.’
‘Not yet,’ I say, ‘but you will.’
‘Yes, I believe I will,’ he says. ‘That sounds like an excellent idea. I’ll

write about my time-travelling adventures.’

‘That’s what we do,’ says Terry. ‘We mostly write about stuff that actually
happens to us.’

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Why make stuff up when real life is so interesting?’

‘You’re writers too?’ says H.G. Wells.
‘Yes,’ says Terry. ‘I’m Terry and this is Andy. He does the words and I

do the pictures.’



‘And I inspect buildings,’ says the inspector. ‘Inspector Bubblewrap at
your service. It’s an honour to meet you.’

‘Well, I’m honoured to meet you all as well,’ says H.G. Wells. ‘How can I
ever repay you for saving me from that monstrous crab-like creature?’

‘Could you help us repair our time machine?’ says Terry.
‘Possibly,’ says H.G. Wells. ‘What exactly seems to be the problem?’
‘Our chronometer is stuck on the numbers six and five,’ says Terry. ‘Only

the zeros are moving.’



H.G. Wells smiles and nods. ‘Ah, yes, that’s happened to me many times.
Chronometers can be very temperamental … Let me have a look at it.’

‘Here’s the problem,’ says H.G. Wells. ‘This bit of popcorn was stuck in the
perambulic-merimbulator. I’ve reset the chronometer but it’s a little
damaged. I’m afraid it will only get you back to the time from which you
started your journey.’



‘Thanks, H.G.,’ says Terry.
‘Yeah, thanks,’ I say. ‘We can’t get our building permit, but at least we

can get back to our time.’

‘I understand,’ says H.G. Wells. ‘I am as eager to return to my time as you
are to yours. As you know, I have a novel to write and, as usual, the deadline
is looming. And with your permission I’d like to include you in my story and
describe your heroic acts.’



‘That might be a problem,’ I say. ‘Our contract with our publisher, Mr Big
Nose, doesn’t allow us to appear in anyone else’s books.’

‘I see publishers are no more reasonable in your time than they are in mine,’
says H.G., nodding. ‘I guess some things never change. Rest assured, I won’t
mention you in my narrative.’

‘Does your publisher also have a big nose?’ says Terry.
‘As a matter of fact, it is rather large,’ says H.G. ‘I have a picture of him

here. See?’
‘Yikes!’ says Terry.



‘Well, all’s well that ends well,’ says H.G. ‘It’s been a pleasure, gentlemen.
Goodbye and good time-travelling.’

We wave goodbye as H.G. Wells’s time machine disappears into the past.



‘I wish we could take one of the giant crabs back with us,’ says Terry.
‘Nice idea,’ I say. ‘But they are quite dangerous and, besides, there’s no

way we could fit one in the bin.’

‘That’s a pity,’ says Terry. ‘I’d love to see who would win out of a fight
between a giant crab and The Trunkinator.’

‘Yeah, me too!’ says the inspector. ‘That would really be something to
see.’

We climb into our time machine.
‘Hold on tight,’ says Terry. ‘Here we go, back to the

presenttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttt
…’





CHAPTER 12

BACK TO THE PRESENT

As we swirl our way backwards through time, I have my fingers crossed
we’ll arrive safely back at the treehouse. It feels like we’ve been away for
ages.



‘Hey, I can smell marshmallows!’ says Terry.
‘And lemonade!’ says the inspector.

‘And chocolate, pizza, ice-cream, lollipops, dodgem cars, popcorn and ants!’
I say. ‘We must be getting close to the treehouse!’



I open the lid of the bin and see that, sure enough, we are hurtling straight
towards our tree.

Our treehouse.
Our ant farm.
Our ant farm?
OUR ANT FARM!!!
The ant farm that Jill made us promise never to disturb again!!!



‘Terry, can you steer us away from the ant farm?’ I say. ‘Into the chocolate
fountain instead, maybe? Or the swimming pool?’

‘I can’t control it,’ says Terry. ‘I forgot to ask H.G. Wells to fix the
steering. Brace yourselves!’



We all fall out of the bin onto the level where the ant farm used to be.
There are ants everywhere. Angry ants. Angry ants even angrier than they

were before. It doesn’t take them long to regroup … into a massive angry ant-



fist!

The ant-fist rises above us. We shut our eyes and prepare to be ant-fist-
punched into oblivion …



I wait.
But nothing happens.
I open my eyes.



The ant-fist is still poised above us but it’s not coming down.
The inspector seems slightly disappointed.
I look across at Terry. There’s a large, weird-looking ant sitting on his

head. It’s wiggling its antennas towards the ants in the ant-fist.



‘Is there something on my head?’ says Terry.
‘Yes,’ I say. ‘A big ant. I think it’s talking to our ants.’
‘It must be the prehistoric ant I saved from the exploding Bignoseasaur!’

says Terry. ‘It’s been in my pocket the whole time! I forgot all about it!’
‘That’s not the only thing you forgot about!’ says a tiny voice below us.
We look down and see a tiny person with a micro-mini-megaphone.

‘Jill?’ I say. ‘Is that you?’



‘Of course it’s me!’ she says. ‘Where have you been? You went off and
left me here all small. I was nearly eaten by a spider, you know. Do you have
any idea how scary spiders are when you’re the size of an ant?’

‘I’m so sorry, Jill!’ I say. ‘We had to go travelling back in time to get a
building permit for the treehouse to stop it being demolished, but Terry
couldn’t control the time machine and we went all over history and into the
future and we … well … sort of forgot all about you.’

‘Well that’s pretty obvious!’ she says.
‘We’ve been on quite a journey, that’s true,’ says the inspector. ‘But,

according to my watch, only a few minutes have passed since we left.’



‘It’s been much longer than that for me,’ says Jill. ‘Time passes faster when
you’re small. I’ve been living with the ants for a whole year. I thought you
were never coming back!’



‘Will you ever be able to forgive us?’ I say.
‘Oh, I suppose so,’ says Jill. ‘I have to admit it wasn’t all bad. The real

question is whether the ants can forgive you for breaking your solemn
promise never to disturb their ant farm ever again.’



‘It appears they already have,’ I say. ‘Well, Terry, at least. Look, they’ve
formed themselves into a massive certific-ant of gratitude!’



‘That is so typical of the ant kingdom,’ says Jill. ‘Ants are some of the nicest
people I’ve ever met.’



‘Would you like me to draw you back to normal size?’ says Terry.
‘Not right now,’ says Jill. ‘There are a few things I need to do and I think

the ants are going to need a little help rebuilding their farm. I’ll call you on
the micro-mini-megaphone when I’m ready.’

‘Well, that all worked out quite nicely,’ says Terry.
‘Yes,’ I say, ‘except we still don’t have our building permit.’



‘Oh yeah,’ says Terry, ‘I completely forgot. That’s why we went time
travelling in the first place … and now we can’t go back because our time
machine is broken.’

I turn to the inspector. ‘So do we still need the permit?’
‘I’m afraid so,’ he says. ‘Without the permit, I can’t cancel the

demolition. And I can’t issue a permit because your treehouse violates almost
every section of the building code.’*



* Note: See pages 86-93

‘But can’t you make an exception?’ says Terry. ‘Just this once? You really
seemed to enjoy our trip through time and all the dangerous stuff that
happened!’

‘Well, yes,’ says the inspector, ‘but …’



‘And doing the chariot race was way more dangerous than our rocking horse
racetrack or dodgem car rink,’ says Terry.

‘And that pit of asps makes our snakes and ladders level look as harmless
as a petting zoo!’ I remind him.

‘And aren’t you the guy who fought a giant crab?!’ says Terry. ‘Remember
this?’

Terry shows the inspector his selfie.



‘Yeah,’ says the inspector. ‘I did, didn’t I? I really did fight a giant crab.’
‘You sure did,’ I say. ‘Nobody’s ever fought a bigger or more dangerous

crab in the history of the entire world.’

The inspector rubs his chin thoughtfully. ‘Well, let’s see, I mean given
everything that we’ve been through, I’m prepared to be a little bit flexible. I
can overlook some things, like the sharks, the bowling alley and the
chainsaws … but there’s absolutely no way I can ignore the fact that you do
not have a disabled-access ramp, and therefore I simply cannot issue the



permit no matter how much I would like to. My hands are tied.’

‘What if we build one?’ I say.
‘Well, of course!’ says the inspector. ‘If you build the ramp I can issue

the permit and then call off the wrecking crew. But I’m afraid you don’t have
much time. They’ll be here any minute.’



‘No problem,’ I say. ‘We can do it, but we’re going to need some extra
Andys and Terrys. Come on, Terry! To the cloning machine! We haven’t a
moment to lose!’









With the help of our clones—and some of Jill’s animals—we build the ramp
at super-speed and have it ready just in time for the grand opening.



‘So,’ I say to the inspector, ‘what do you think?’
‘I’ve inspected a lot of ramps in my time,’ he says, ‘but this is by far the

most dangerous one I’ve ever seen … I LOVE it!
He signs a piece of paper on his clipboard, hands it to us and says:

‘The ramp you’ve built is perfect
And has earned my stamp of approval,
So your treehouse now has a permit
And there’s no need for its removal.’



‘Cool!’ says Terry. ‘We can put the permit on the tree trunk right next to my
certific-ant.’



The inspector shakes our hands and says:

‘And now there’s nothing for me to do
But to go and cancel the wrecking crew.
And so I take my leave of you,
I bid the two of you adieu.’

The inspector grabs a vine and swings down through the leaves and into the
forest.



‘Now can I say it?’ says Terry.
‘Say what?’
‘That everything has worked out quite nicely.’
‘Not really,’ I say. ‘Because there’s still one thing we haven’t done.’
‘What thing?’ says Terry.
‘We still haven’t written our book and it’s due in at twelve o’clock!’
‘What time is it now?’
‘Almost twelve o’clock.’
‘Gulp!’ says Terry.



CHAPTER 13

THE LAST CHAPTER

‘But it will be impossible to do the book by twelve o’clock,’ says Terry. ‘We
haven’t even started it.’



‘Speak for yourself!’ I say. ‘I’ve done chapter one and I started chapter two
but I had to stop because you were strangling me.’

‘Well, yes, but, technically, that wasn’t me,’ says Terry. ‘It was the ants
pretending to be me.’

‘Well, yes, technically, but it was your fault the ants were so angry,’ I
remind him.



‘Well, technically, yes,’ he says, ‘but, technically, you were responsible for
them being angry as well.’

‘Well, if you want to get technical about it, yes, that’s true, but it was you
who left the gate open.’

‘Well, technically, yes, but, technically …’

‘Excuse me!’ shouts Jill through her micro-mini-megaphone. ‘Can I interrupt
for a minute?’

‘Well, technically, you already have,’ I say.
‘Why don’t you just ask the ants to help you?’ she says.



‘How could they help?’ I say.
‘They’re very good at forming words—and pictures—and they can do it

very fast,’ says Jill. ‘You saw how quickly they made the certific-ant.’

‘But how could they write and illustrate a whole book?’ I say. ‘They don’t
even know the story.’

‘Easy,’ says Jill. ‘You tell it to me and I’ll tell it to them and they’ll have
it done in no time.’



‘Okay,’ I say. ‘Well, my name is Andy.’
‘And I’m Terry,’ says Terry.
‘And we live in a tree …’ I say.
‘Um,’ says Jill, ‘I already know all this. You might want to speed it up a

bit. Remember, you haven’t got much time.’
‘Good point,’ I say. ‘We’ll speed-talk it.’





‘Okay, they’re ready,’ says Jill. ‘Watch this!’



‘Wow! Look at them go!’ says Terry. ‘They’re forming the pages right in
front of our very eyes!’













‘That’s our best book ever,’ I say. ‘And to think that it’s all made by ants!



But how are we going to get it to Mr Big Nose on time?’
‘I know!’ says Terry. ‘Let’s go ask the three wise owls.’

‘Do you really think that’s such a good idea?’ says Jill.
‘Yes,’ says Terry. ‘They’re very wise.’
‘I’m not so sure about that,’ says Jill.
‘But they were the ones who suggested we go time travelling to get our

permit,’ I say, ‘and that was a good idea … well, sort of.’

‘All right,’ says Jill. ‘I guess it can’t hurt.’ She jumps onto my shoulder and
we all head up to the wise owls’ house.



‘O, wise owls,’ says Terry, ‘how can we get our book to Mr Big Nose on
time?’





‘What are they trying to tell us?’ I say.
‘I don’t know,’ says Terry, ‘but it sounds very wise.’
‘Not to me, it doesn’t,’ says Jill. ‘It just sounds like they’re saying

random words.’
‘They’re not random,’ says Terry. ‘You put them together and they reveal

a hidden meaning.’

‘Okay,’ says Jill. ‘What’s the hidden meaning of “Cheesesticks, elbow, hoo,
blibber, blabber, bloo, chicken, chutney, poop-poop”?’



Terry looks at me. I look at Terry. We both shrug.

Suddenly we hear a loud roar and a motorbike flies through the leaves of the
tree and skids to a stop in front of us.



The rider dismounts, and removes his helmet.

‘Inspector Bubblewrap?!’ I say.

‘At your service,’ he says. ‘But I’m not an inspector any more—I’m a
stuntman. You can call me Super BW from now on. The BW stands for



bubble wrap.’

‘But safety is your life,’ says Terry.
‘It was my life,’ says Super BW, ‘but I’ve swapped my hard hat for a

helmet and decided to become a stuntman. I came back to thank you both for
changing my life for the better. But what’s the matter? You look worried.’

‘It’s our new book,’ I say. ‘We have to get it to Mr Big Nose in less than one
minute but his office is in the city on the other side of the forest!’



‘Sounds like a job for Super BW,’ he says. ‘I’ll not only get it there on time,
but I’ll do it in the most spectacularly dangerous and thrilling way possible.
Your new disabled-access ramp will be perfect for a stunt like this.’

Super BW takes our book, puts on his helmet, remounts his bike and rides out
of the tree and into the forest to get the longest run-up possible.



‘Clear the ramp!’ I say. ‘Super BW is coming through!’

We hear the revving of his bike’s engine and then Super BW comes speeding
up the ramp … shoots off up into the air … flies over the forest, towards the
city …



and approaches the office of Big Nose Books where Mr Big Nose is sitting at
his desk, watching Super BW come closer …



until he smashes through the window …



delivers the book …



and then rides out again!

‘THAT! WAS! AMAZING!’ says Terry.
‘Yeah,’ I say, ‘I’ve never seen a jump like it. But when he threw the book

on Mr Big Nose’s desk, the ants went everywhere.’



‘Don’t worry,’ says Jill. ‘They’ll remember their places and get back into
position very quickly. Can you draw me normal size again please, Terry?’

‘Sure,’ he says.

‘May I keep the micro-mini-megaphone, though?’ says Jill. ‘It will come in
handy for talking to giraffes.’

‘And giants,’ I say.



‘Speaking of gi-ants,’ says Jill, ‘I’d better be getting back to my pet salon.
I’ve promised the prehistoric ant that I’ll update his hairstyle—the one he has
at the moment is a little old-fashioned!’

‘Well,’ I say, after Jill has gone, ‘I guess we’d better be getting up to Tree-
NN. We’ve got some important news to announce.’



‘What?’ says Terry.
‘That we’re going to add another 13 storeys to the treehouse!’

‘Yay!’ says Terry. ‘A 78-storey treehouse. Can one of the new storeys be a
drive-through car wash that we can drive through with the windows down?
I’ve always wanted to try that!’

‘Me too!’ I say. ‘Let’s do it!’



THE END
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Terry’s books and characters?

 Would you like to discover 45 great ways to have fun with words
and pictures?

SCORE: If you answered YES to any of these questions, then this is
definitely the right book for you! If you answered NO to all of these
questions then you are an IDIOT and this is DEFINITELY the right book for
you!

Crammed full of examples from Andy and Terry’s bestselling books, Once
upon a Slime is designed to inspire you to have as much fun playing with

ideas, words and drawings as Andy and Terry do when they get together to
create their crazy cartoons, ridiculous rhymes, silly stories, comic novels and

stupid guide books.



THE TREEHOUSE SERIES ANDY GRIFFITHS
AND TERRY DENTON

THE 13-STOREY TREEHOUSE

Who wouldn’t want to live in a treehouse? Especially a 13-storey treehouse
that has a bowling alley, a see-through swimming pool, a tank full of sharks,
a library full of comics, a secret underground laboratory, a games room, self-

making beds, vines you can swing on, a vegetable vaporiser and a
marshmallow machine that follows you around and automatically shoots your

favourite flavoured marshmallows into your mouth whenever it discerns
you’re hungry.

Two new characters – Andy and Terry – live here, make books together, and
have a series of completely nutty adventures. Because: ANYTHING can

happen in a 13-storey treehouse.

This is a major new series from Andy and Terry – and it’s the logical
evolution of all their previous books. There are echoes of the Just stories in
the Andy and Terry friendship, the breakaway stories in the Bad Book (the
Adventures of Super Finger), there’s the easy readability of the Cat on the
Mat and the Big Fat Cow, and like all these books, the illustrations are as

much a part of the story as the story itself.



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
THE 26-STOREY TREEHOUSE

Join Andy and Terry in their newly expanded treehouse, which now features
13 brand-new storeys, including a dodgem car rink, a skate ramp, a mud-

fighting arena, an anti-gravity chamber, an ice-cream parlour with 78 flavours
run by an ice-cream serving robot called Edward Scooperhands and the Maze

of Doom – a maze so complicated that nobody who has gone in has ever
come out again… well, not yet, anyway.

Well, what are you waiting for? Come on up!



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
THE 39-STOREY TREEHOUSE

Join Andy and Terry in their astonishing 39-storey treehouse! Jump on the
world’s highest trampoline, toast marshmallows in an active volcano, swim

in the chocolate waterfall, pat baby dinosaurs, go head-to-trunk with the
Trunkinator, break out your best moves on the dance floor, fly in a jet-

propelled swivel chair, ride a terrifying rollercoaster and meet Professor
Stupido, the world’s greatest UN-inventor.

Well, what are you waiting for? Come on up!



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
THE 52-STOREY TREEHOUSE

Andy and Terry’s incredible, ever-expanding treehouse has 13 new storeys,
including a watermelon-smashing level, a wave machine, a life-size snakes

and ladders game (with real ladders and real snakes), a rocket-powered
carrot-launcher, a Ninja Snail Training Academy and a high-tech detective

agency with all the latest high-tech detective technology, which is lucky
because they have a BIG mystery to solve – where is Mr Big Nose???

Well, what are you waiting for? Come on up!



THE BAD BOOKS ANDY GRIFFITHS AND
TERRY DENTON
THE BAD BOOK

WARNING! This book contains nothing but bad stories, bad illustrations,
bad poems, bad cartoons and bad riddles about bad characters doing bad
things. It is a very, very, very, very, very, very, very, very, very bad book.

BAD JACK HORNER
Bad Jack Horner
Sat in a corner
Pulling the wings off a fly.
He swore at his mum
Kicked his dad in the bum,
And said ‘Oh, what a bad boy am I’.



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON THE
VERY BAD BOOK

In a very bad wood,
There was a very bad house.
And in that very bad house,
There was a very bad room.
And in that very bad room,
There was a very bad cupboard.
And in that very bad cupboard,
There was a very bad shelf.
And on that very bad shelf,
There was a very bad box.
And in that very bad box,
There was a VERY BAD BOOK…
AND THIS IS IT!!!



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
KILLER KOALAS FROM OUTER SPACE

This is a very silly book filled with very bad things.

There are bad ideas like eating dead flies, and silly people like the boy who
unscrews his head and loses it forever. Then there are very bad things like

bloodsucking grannies, rocket-stealing ants and, of course, killer koalas from
outer space that come to earth and rip off your face.

A collection of stories from The Bad Book and The Very Bad Book that will
make your brain EXPLODE!



ANDY AND TERRY’S WORLD OF STUPIDITY
SERIES ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON

WHAT BODY PART IS THAT?

There is a lot of nonsense written about the human body, and this book is no
exception. In its 68 fully illustrated, 100 per cent fact-free chapters, What
Body Part is That? will explain everything you ever needed to know about
your body without the boring technical jargon and scientific accuracy that

normally clog up the pages of books of this type.

Never again will you be stuck for an answer when somebody comes up to
you, points to a part of your body and demands to know: What Body Part is

That? The crazy duo Andy Griffiths and Terry Denton have turned us all
inside out in the Andy and Terry guide to the human body: What Body Part is
That? is packed with incredible information on the brain, the bum, the spleen
and so much more – this is one anatomical journey you don’t want to miss.

This fully illustrated stupid guide to the human body features the biggest, the
smallest, the funniest, the stupidest and The Most Disgustingest parts of your

body. It’s divided into anatomically comprehensive sections such as:

* The bits you can see
* The bits you can’t see

Packed with handy advice such as how to use your head as a bowling ball
(the eye sockets and mouth make excellent holes for your fingers), you’ll
learn more than you ever wanted to know about just what the body does,

what it can do, and what you hope it never does.



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
WHAT BUMOSAUR IS THAT?

•  Why was the Tyrannosore-arse Rex so angry?
•  Where did Bogasauruses live?
•  How many cheeks did a Tricerabutt have?
•  Was the Bumheaded idiotasaurus the most stupid bumosaur?
•  When did the bumosaurs become exstinkt?

Find the answers to these and many other questions in this fully-illustrated
guide to prehistoric bumosaur life. Covering the Pre-Crappian era through to
the Post-Crapaceous, this essential reference will thrill, amaze and inform the
whole family. Never again will you look like a fool when somebody asks:
“What bumosaur is that?”



THE SCHOOLING AROUND SERIES ANDY
GRIFFITHS

TREASURE FEVER!

‘Suppose you were a pirate and
you had a whole heap of treasure,’
I said, ‘where would you bury it?’

Somewhere in the grounds of Northwest Southeast Central School, that’s
where! And once the secret gets out, the race is on to find it – even if it means
digging up the whole school … but who will get there first?



ANDY GRIFFITHS
PENCIL OF DOOM!

‘That pencil is dangerous,’ I said.
‘Even when you draw something nice,

something bad happens.’

When Henry McThrottle tells his fellow students at Northwest Southeast
Central School that his pencil is trying to kill him they accuse him of having
an overactive imagination. But if that’s the case, then why is his pencil still

trying to kill him?



ANDY GRIFFITHS
MASCOT MADNESS!

‘I want the old Mr Brainfright back,’
said Jenny. ‘He’s not a very nice banana.

I liked him better when he was
a human being.’

When Mr Brainfright dresses up in a banana costume to take on the role of
school mascot, it looks like Northwest Southeast Central School might beat
the bad sports of Northwest West West Academy for the first time ever. But

then Mr Brainfright begins to think he really is a banana…



ANDY GRIFFITHS
ROBOT RIOT!

‘Roberta Flywheel is a robot!’ I said.
‘Are you for real, Henry?’ said Gretel.
‘Yes!’ I said. ‘unlike Roberta –
or should I say ROBOT-a?!’

What do Henry and his friends at Northwest South East Central School do
when they become convinced that the new girl is an evil robot with plans to

destroy them all? They get school genius, Grant Gadget, to build an evil-
robot-fighting robot, of course. What could possibly go wrong? Well, quite a

lot, actually…



THE FLAT CAT & BIG FAT COW SERIES ANDY
GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
THE CAT ON THE MAT IS FLAT

•  How did the cat on the mat get flat?
•  Why did Ed and Ted and Ted’s dog Fred get spat out of the head of a

whale called Ned?
•  Where was Harry Black when Jack the Yak stole the snack from his

sack?
•  What happened to Buck the Duck’s brand new muck-sucking truck?
•  Who else, apart from Andy G and Terry D, was chased up a tree by an

evil bee?

The answers to these stupid questions – and many other stupid questions –
are contained in this deeply stupid book… Well, what are you waiting for?

Open the book and start reading!

– Suitable for ages 4 – 104

– Rating: Stupid



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
THE BIG FAT COW THAT GOES KAPOW!

Oh no – watch out!
Don’t look now!

Inside this book is an EXPLODING cow!

FIVE…
FOUR…

THREE…
TWO…
ONE…

KAPOW!

More rhyming mayhem and comic madness from the bestselling duo of the
inspired JUST! series. Andy Griffiths rhyming text – that will entice and

engage the most reluctant child to read while laughing all the way – is
hilariously counterpointed by Terry Denton’s delightfully wonky

illustrations. A side-splitting companion to the award-winning and Children’s
Book Council shortlisted title, The Cat on the Mat is Flat.



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
THE CAT, THE RAT AND THE BASEBALL BAT

What happens when a cat meets a rat with a baseball bat?

This hilarious story from Andy Griffiths’ popular book The Cat on the Mat is
Flat has been formatted especially for beginning readers.



THE BUM SERIES ANDY GRIFFITHS AND
TERRY DENTON

THE DAY MY BUM WENT PSYCHO

‘This is my story.
It really happened. It’s all true.
Not even the names have been changed.
Like most people I took my bum for granted. I agreed to tell my story in

the hope that others could learn from it.
If this book can save even just one person from making the same mistake,

then I will be happy.
Who knows?
The next bum it saves might be yours.’

Zack Freeman is ready to tell his story. The story of a boy, his runaway bum
and some of the most dangerous bums in the world including kamikaze

bums; nuclear bums; and Stenchgantor, the Great Unwiped Bum. With the
help of The B-team (a crack bum-fighting unit comprising three of the best
bum-fighters in the business: the Kicker, the Smacker and the Kisser), Zack
will risk methane madness crossing the Great Windy Desert, death by stink-

bog in the Brown Forest, and the perils of the Sea of Bums before finally
descending into the heart of an explosive bumcano to confront the most

psycho bum of them all – His own!



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
ZOMBIE BUMS FROM URANUS

Zack Freeman is back … and so is his bum.

Aided by little more than a squeezy bottle of tomato sauce, a rudimentary
grasp of the hokey pokey and three of the oldest bum-fighters on the planet,

Zack and his bum are fighting to protect the Earth against an invasion of
some of the smelliest and most dangerous bums ever to pollute the universe:

zombie bums from Uranus!

Can they prevent the unthinkable – total zombie-bummification of the world?

Be bold, be brave, be entertained beyond your wildest dreams in the heart-
stopping, nostril-blasting, zombie-bums-from-Uranus-filled sequel to The

Day My Bum Went Psycho.



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
BUMAGEDDON: THE FINAL PONGFLICT

THE BLOCKBUSTING CONCLUSION TO THE UNIVARSELY
BESTSELLING BUM TRILOGY!

Zack Freeman and his bum thought their world-saving days were over – that
is, until they are attacked by an army of Great White Bumosaurs from 65

million years ago!

Along with some old friends, they must travel back in time to save the world
– again – from the pongflict to end all pongflicts: Bumageddon!



ANDY GRIFFITHS
THE DAY MY BUTT WENT PSYCHO

Zack Freeman woke out of a deep sleep to see his butt perched on the ledge
of his bedroom window. ‘No!’ He yelled. ‘Come back!’ But it was too late.
His butt jumped out of the window and landed with a soft thud in the garden

bed below. Zack stared at the window and sighed. ‘Oh no,’ he said, ‘Not
again.’

So begins the story of a boy and his crazy runaway butt. A story so
sensational, so stinky and so stupid it has to be read to be believed … if you

dare!

THE DAY MY BUTT WENT PSYCHO: A STORY (AND NOW A MAJOR
CARTOON SERIES) THAT YOU – AND YOUR BUTT – WILL NEVER

FORGET!

Originally published as The Day My Bum Went Psycho!



THE JUST! SERIES ANDY GRIFFITHS AND
TERRY DENTON

JUST TRICKING!

In Just Annoying! Andy firmly established himself as the world’s most
annoying person. But did you realise that he is also the world’s leading

practical joker? The ten hilarious stories in Just Tricking! confirm Andy’s
status as a class-one practical joker – the only problem is that his practical

jokes usually end up backfiring!

In ‘Playing Dead’ Andy pretends that he is dead to get out of going to school,
but when his parents prepare to bury him in the backyard he starts to wonder
if it was such a clever idea after all! Other practical jokes include pretending

that corn relish is vomit to make an old lady move seats on a plane, and
dressing up as a gorillagram to embarrass his sister, Jen, at her birthday party.

Just Tricking! is full of highly original, and extremely funny stories. But
above all, it is just pure fun!

‘Mad, fun and way out there!’ DISNEY ADVENTURES

‘Entertaining tales of prank and mischief will have the kids giggling with
delight’ THE AGE

‘Just Tricking! with its anarchic, irreverent style has few literary pretensions.
It is a book to read for fun’ MAGPIES



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
JUST ANNOYING!

There is a fine line between playing tricks on people and annoying the hell
out of them. Andy should know. He crosses the line on a regular basis!

Just Annoying! is Paul Jennings meets Morris Gleitzman meets Roald Dahl.
The nine uniquely Australian stories find Andy in hilarious situations such as
setting a new speed record by swinging on the clothes line, being terrorised
by a garden gnome that he has taken on holidays with him, chasing the last
jaffa in the cinema and having his imaginary friends taking on a life of their

own.

‘Over the top tales from a born story-teller’
MAGPIES

‘The stories are far-fetched and imaginative -
every young trickster will love them’

AUSTRALIAN BOOKSELLER AND PUBLISHER

‘Original, funny and lots of fun’
SUNDAY MAIL (Brisbane)



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
JUST STUPID!

Gasp as Andy careers down a hill in an abandoned pram wearing only a
nappy, groan as he desperately looks for a toilet in a shopping centre before
he explodes, and squirm as he stuffs twenty marshmallows into his mouth

without swallowing…

But most of all laugh because Andy is back – and doing more stupid things
than ever before.

Nine highly original stories that see Andy G lurch from one stupid mistake to
another, and yet always survive … Short, tightly-written comedies to

entertain the most cynical reader complemented by imaginative and hilarious
illustrations from one of Australia’s most well-known and acclaimed

illustrators, Terry Denton.

‘Another beauty’ COURIER MAIL

“Exaggerated, over-the-top, lunatic humour’
VIEWPOINT

‘Highly original, hilarious and hysterically stupid tales’
THE INDEPENDENT READER



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
JUST CRAZY!

Is this the right book for you?
Take the CRAZY TEST and find out.

 Do you ever bounce so high on your bed that you hit your head on
the ceiling?

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

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

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

 Do you often waste your time taking crazy tests like this one?

SCORE: One point for every ‘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 far crazy you don’t even realise you’re crazy. You will

love this book.



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
JUST DISGUSTING!

Is this the right book for you?
Take the DISGUSTING TEST and find out.

 Do you ever pick your nose?
 Do you ever pick other people’s noses?
 Do you ever find unidentified brown blobs in your bath?
 Do you think being able to burp the alphabet is an important life

skill?
 Do you like stories about disgusting things like dead flies, giant

slugs, maggots and brussel sprouts?

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 either a liar or an adult (or both). You will love this book.



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
JUST SHOCKING!

Is this the right book for you?
Take the SHOCKING TEST and find out.

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

 Do you love watching videos of people having painful accidents?
 Do you do any – or all – of the following: touch electric fences, play

with loaded mousetraps or put buttons up your nose?
 Do you think stories about exploding pink butterflies are funny?
 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.



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
JUST MACBETH!

•  Take one Shakespearean tragedy: Macbeth.
•  Add Andy, Danny and Lisa – the Just trio, whose madcap exploits have

already delighted hundreds of thousands of readers for the last ten
years.

•  Mix them all together to create one of the most hilarious, most dramatic,
moving stories of love, Whizz Fizz, witches, murder and madness,
from the bestselling and funniest children’s author in Australia.



ANDY GRIFFITHS AND TERRY DENTON
JUST DOOMED!

YES / NO
 Do you ignore health warnings and safety instructions whenever

possible?
 Do you ever play kiss chasey with girls (if you are a boy) or with

boys (if you are a girl)?
 Do you regularly engage in deadly battles with brothers, sisters

and/or indestructible cyborg warriors?
 Do you live on a planet that will one day be incinerated by an

expanding star called the Sun?
 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 definitely DOOMED! You will love this book.
1-2  You are fairly DOOMED! You will love this book.
0    You are DOOMED, you just don’t realise it.
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