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Dedication 
 

This book is for you, and our 
hope  

is that after reading it, 
your heart will feel  

somehow more  
whole 

❤ 
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Chapter Minus 33 – Lord Frank  
 
 
 
 
 

It’s the Frankster here. 
And, this is the BEST CHAPTER you’ll ever read. 

 
 

Minnow and Skye wrote all the action chapters before they asked 
me to write anything, so … because I don’t do ordinary chapters, 

I’ve written the FIRST  
(and therefore MOST IMPORTANT) chapter. 

This book’s about the time my cousin and I went half way  
across the Universe with our friends, Ben and Skye.  

Apart from the fact that we all nearly died,  
it was the adventure to end ALL adventures. 

I’m not mucking around – it was EPIC. 
PLUS, it gave us outstanding ideas for the computer game  

we’ve been making – ThunderLand, the BOSS  
of every game ever made.  
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Minnow’s my cousin, and even though she’s younger than me, she 
dreamed up the game. We’ve been building it together for over 

three years, and it’s getting better and better.  
Now that we’re back from our travels,  

we’re teaching Ben and Skye how to code.  
We’re going to add into the game all the things we learned while 

we were away. Then … when we’ve made ThunderLand  
totally AMAZING, we’re going to put it online. 

 
 

ThunderLand is set under the ground and wild things happen 
down there. Minnow lives in an old church. It’s on a cliff by the 
sea, and right next to a graveyard. So, we put all of that into the 
game, and we made the old pulpit in the church into a Wishing 

Chair. It’s one of the places you can get back up to the surface if 
you need to, but there are a few others as well. Plus, there are 

tunnels that connect the church’s graves with all the other 
graveyards we’ve created.  

 
 

Minnow and I live on Van Diemen’s Island, which used to be one 
massive prison (with the sea as its outer walls), so we’ve  

also put underground dungeons into the game.  
Sometimes they get flooded, so you have to be careful.  

Everything’s linked by passage-ways. They’re mostly brown and 
black, but we lit some parts with a creepy red and blue.  

And, the haunted bits are green. 
Some of the tunnels link to pinball parlours and other arcade 

games. One pinball machine is called the Time Game. You can 
extend your character’s life by playing that one.  

My character’s called the Frankster, and he’s earned over three 
hundred million extra points on the normal arcade games, and two 

thousand extra years of life on the Time Game.  



   

 3 

The Time Game is in the main pinball parlour. It maps each 
character’s life from childhood through to old age. The silver 

marbles go through all these mazes which have the power to make 
different things happen to your character. So, if you play the Time 
Game enough, you can change the course of your character’s life. 
They can end up with different powers and abilities, or a whole 
new personality. If you get really skilled at the Time Game, you 
become a time-warden. Then you can muck around with time in 

the game.  
You’ll understand when you get to play. 

It’s SO GOOD. 
The pinball parlours have passage-ways that lead to an old art 

museum on the banks of the Waterfall River. You can get up to 
the surface there too (in the game). We based all of that on the 

museum where I live. It’s a long story, but in his will, Grandfather 
Blackburn gave Minnow’s dad the church (right next to where the 

Waterfall River meets the sea), and he left my mum the old art 
museum, which is further upstream.  

Minnow and I love old buildings, so the game’s full of them. 
There are secret portals as well. They’re going to lead to other 

lands, once we’ve written the code. We’ll get to that soon. 
 
 

Each of the realms in the game is ruled by one of the main 
characters. Orpheus was Lord of the Underworld in an old myth, 

so he rules over the underground tunnels in ThunderLand, but 
there are also angels, witches and wizards – all with magical 

powers. Plus, we’ve made hybrid creatures – some good and some 
bad. The worst are the Dezzgûl – they’re mutant minotaurs – part 

human, part bull … with a bit of snake, and a big dash of lion. 
They have wild manes, and forked tongues  
which can strike from about a metre away.  

The Dezzgûl carry the Time Virus. 
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We designed the Time Virus to mess around with time in the 
game. It can do that in two ways – one is to warp time so that your 

character goes in slow motion. We’re finding that part really 
annoying, so we’re going to write some code to get rid of it. 
Until we do that, we’ve given anyone who’s a time-warden  

the power  to stop the Time Virus slowing things down too much.  
We also designed the Time Virus to constantly try and get to the 
Time Game in the main pinball parlour. If it does get there, it can 

mess up all the paths of a character’s life – so that instead  
of becoming a wizard, they might end up being a street sweeper 

… or, rather than having a dragon as a pet, they might  
have a lizard instead … things like that.  
 
 

While we were on our adventure, we figured out some really good 
ideas that will change the Time Virus in our game, so now we’re 

going to write some code to make that happen.  
(More about that later.) 

 
 

The whole reason we went half way across the Universe was 
because soon after we met Ben and Skye, we realised how much 

trouble they were in … especially Skye. We didn’t want anyone to 
be harmed (or killed) so we had to do something … Before we 

knew it, Minnow and I were part of a rescue mission. As you can 
imagine, it wasn’t long before everything got really messy …  

 
 

Anyway, the whole thing’s recorded in this book (which is pretty 
good actually), but I can assure you that living it was way better. 

We met the best people and the most unreal creatures.  
I especially loved meeting ghosts who are allowed to have their 

bodies back (so they can eat and drink again), but only on special 
occasions. They are the happiest people ever! Plus, we had a 
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lesson in a classroom that melted … while we were in it. 
Amazing! 

Because you don’t know us, you might wonder when and where 
all of this happened. I can’t say too much, but it wasn’t that far 

away from where you live, or from your time – maybe a few years 
back … or a bit ahead.  

Time and space are weird – sometimes things happen really fast, 
and other times … 

a day seems to go on forever.  
 

After what just happened to us, I think magic places are always 
lurking nearby, sort of waiting for us to notice them … Anyway, 
because you can’t play ThunderLand yet, READ THIS BOOK. 

You will NOT regret it. 
Lord Frank  

AKA the Frankster 
PS We’re going to play ThunderLand now.  

You can battle us after we’ve put it online. Until then … 
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Chapter Minus 32 – Ben 
My name is Ben. 
This is the shortest chapter you’ll ever read. While Skye and 

Minnow have been writing The Time Virus, Frank and I’ve been 
playing (and updating) ThunderLand (which IS the best computer 
game in the Universe).  

I agree with Frank, READ THIS BOOK. It’s good. Or, better 
still, wait until it’s made into a movie and then watch that. 

Ben 
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Chapter Minus 31 – Where to begin ... 
 
 
My name is Minnow. 
I’m named after a fish, although you’ve probably never heard of 

a minnow – it’s a little fish and not very well known. It’s weird to 
be named after a fish, but my whole family is a bit weird. We live 
in an old church, so maybe that’s why.  

As Frank told you, we’ve just returned from an incredible 
adventure with my best friend, Skye, her brother, Ben, and … 
Frank (my cousin, who’s also known as the Frankster). Skye and I 
are in my room right now, writing down everything we can 
remember. As you’ve seen … Frank and Ben are busy, upgrading 
our computer game. We’ll help them once we’ve finished the 
book. We’re going to add in heaps of the things we saw while we 
were away.  

Honestly, it feels as if we’ve bush-bashed our way out of some 
enormous wilderness, or … maybe we’ve sailed around the world 
in seven days. We’re that kind of exhausted. We’ve been to 
heaven, and we’ve been to hell. It’s as if all the foul things in the 
universe tried to ruin Skye’s life, and Ben’s, but they failed … 
utterly. 

Our adventure ended on the day Skye and I turned eleven. We 
were both born on the very same day, and even though it feels like 
I’ve known Skye forever, I met her less than a year ago. 

But, I’m so glad we met.  
 
 

 It was Skye’s idea to write this book.  
We were on the swings under the huge tree at the front of the old 

stone church where I live. It was just after we got back from our 
adventure … and it was one of those days when hours seem like 
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years, and minutes turn into weeks. I kept imagining time to be a 
massive dragon resting on the grass beside us, dreaming of 
moonlight and wizards, magic carpet rides, and vast fields of 
space where stars can move from galaxy to galaxy without anyone 
noticing. 

We were enjoying that most marvellous of things – doing 
nothing. All around us, birds were gliding past, and large 
grasshoppers bounced by as if nothing could go wrong … 
anywhere … ever again. While we were swinging, Skye’s mass of 
red hair kept dancing in the light. 

I leaned backwards so I could go up really high. As I came 
down, my stomach did a somersault. (I love that feeling, as if it’s 
Christmas morning, and everything you’ve asked for is under the 
tree.) 

Skye suddenly sat bolt upright on her swing. 
‘We have to write about our adventure! We must! We could 

make an entire book!’ 
I couldn’t believe my ears. 
‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Of course!’ 
Skye looked thoughtful. 
‘Will it ever be as good, though? In words?’  
I smiled, thinking she didn’t know much. 
‘Once words get onto the page,’ I said, ‘they find their way into 

the mind … and once they’re in there, anything can happen.’ 
Skye nodded. 
‘Minds are magic.’ 
I laughed. 
‘Minds are dæmons.’ 
I felt suddenly excited, swinging up into the blue … and back 

down into the dappled shadows of the garden. Skye was saying, 
‘Yes, yes, yes’, as she hung upside down, letting her hair brush 
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against the ground. I did the same, my long brown plait looking 
like a snake slithering through the grass. 

‘Maybe we can make the story into a film,’ Skye suggested, ‘for 
people who can’t read.’ 

‘And, for people who love films better than books. Plus, it’ll 
make it easier to explain your wings.’ 

Skye laughed, making her wings visible and flaring them out. 
(The feathers are really dark near her back, and become long and 
super-golden towards the ends where they splay out like fingers.)  

‘I hadn’t thought of that,’ she said. ‘No one will ever believe 
that an ordinary girl has wings.’ 

I smiled. 
‘You’re not exactly ordinary … and anyway, we’ll explain how 

you got your wings. Actually, we’ll put you on the cover of the 
book! That way people will know about the wings from the very 
beginning.’ 

We both swung up as high as we could, and then Skye swung 
down really fast, letting her wings trail on the ground. 

‘Come on!’ she said, jumping from her swing. ‘To the ink!’ 
‘To the dark and slippery ink,’ I said. ‘Ink from the Creature in 

the Black Lagoon!’ 
We both ran into the old church and raced one another up the 

spiral staircase. (The stairs are wooden, and have the smoothest, 
metal hand-rail.) As we ran our fingers along the railing, it made a 
whirring sound as if it was a wheel, spinning out of control.  

We pulled open the doors to my bedroom. The sun was shining 
in through the leadlight, making patterns all over my quilt. 
Outside, seagulls squawked, and the sound of the ocean hummed, 
like a monster breathing. 

‘Okay,’ said Skye. ‘We’ll both write what we remember, and 
then we can check things with Ben and Frank. They’ll tell us stuff 
that happened when we weren’t with them.’ 
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‘Then we can fit it all together!’ 
I couldn’t stop smiling as I filled my fountain pen with indigo 

ink. 
‘I’m writing in red,’ said Skye, grabbing a bottle with a picture 

of Mars on it. ‘It’ll match my hair … and suit the bloodiness in 
my part of the story.’ 

‘Gross,’ I said. ‘Uncle Jim says that stories written in indigo ink 
make readers go into a trance and then … on a magical journey.’ 

Skye grinned. 
‘Words written in red ink … take people into outer space, and 

make them think of Mars.’ 
I laughed. 
‘If you say so.’ 
‘I know so,’ said Skye. ‘Now – we can’t write on ordinary 

paper. Can we use those big scrapbooks your mum gave you?’ 
‘Yes,’ I said, pulling them out from under the wardrobe. ‘I love 

the pages … all creamy, like old parchment.’ 
As our hands pushed our pens across the paper, our eyes were 

dancing. Every so often Skye would splash red ink onto my pages, 
and I’d splatter indigo onto hers … for luck. 

Perhaps the story would be better than our adventures. 
Who could say? 
But, perhaps, just perhaps, it would. 
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Chapter Minus 30 – Hello from SKYE!! 
My name is Skye. I’m writing Chapter Minus 

Thirty AND the second half of the book.  
You need to imagine that these words are 

scrawled in dark red ink across creamy 
parchment that’s been splattered by Minnow with 
indigo ink. 

The whole reason my brother and I met Frank and 
Minnow was that we were forced to move to Van 
Diemen’s Island after a train  crashed into our car, and 
killed our Dad.  

Yeah.  
Pretty bad. 
After the accident, Ben had a horrible concussion, and I 

was in a coma for three weeks.  
When I came out of it, Ben and I were told that we had 

to go and live on Van Diemen’s Island. We were both 
devastated about losing our Dad, and we absolutely 
didn’t want to leave our family home, but our mother 
also died in a car accident (when I was seven years old, 
and Ben was eight), so we didn’t have anyone to take 
care of us. I guess you could say that for someone aged 
ten, I’ve had very bad luck. 

I missed Dad’s funeral because the doctors didn’t know 
if I’d ever wake up from the coma. Our aunt held the 
funeral while I was still in hospital … unconscious, and 
if I’m honest, I’ve never really forgiven her for that. 
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When I woke up, everything was over. Ben and I were 
told to pack a suitcase each, before some strangers put us 
on a plane to go and live on Van Diemen’s Island with 
our aunt. If you knew Aunt Hill, you’d know that this 
was not good news. She’s a weakling, and possibly the 
most boring person on earth. We knew that nothing good 
could come of being sent to live with her.  

As it turned out, we didn’t stay with her for long 
anyway – we were sent somewhere far worse.  

For a whole lot of reasons that we did NOT understand, 
we were sent to a ‘youth centre’ – but it was like an old-
fashioned orphanage. The adults in charge were 
incredibly evil.  

You’ll  hear all about that very soon.  
Minnow’s written the first half of the book and I’ve 

done the second half (including Chapter Zero), so, see 
what you think!  

I really hope you enjoy it.  
Skye J 
  
 
 
PS I challenge the Frankster to a VOTE over which 

chapter is ‘THE BEST CHAPTER YOU WILL EVER 
READ’!!! 

I think Chapter Minus 1 (by Minnow) is pretty good!!  
And, Chapter 4.45 (by me) is also excellent. 
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YOU, dear Reader, shall be the Judge (and not Frank) J 


