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CHAPTER 1

THE 169-STOREY TREEHOUSE

[image: Andy running.]
Hi, my name is Andy.



This is my friend Terry.

[image: Terry skateboards with his arms spread wide.]


We live in a tree.

[image: Andy and Terry are on the top floor of their treehouse. A ladder leads to the top floor. A door is at the bottom of the trunk. An anteater looks for ants at the bottom of the 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 169-storey treehouse. (It used to be a 156-storey treehouse, but we’ve added another 13 storeys.)



So what are you waiting for?

Come on up!

[image: Andy and Terry are on the top floor of their treehouse and are surrounded by a large flatscreen displaying a person with a big nose, a secret laboratory, unicorns, a giant rabbit, dogs, running mushrooms, aquatic animals, winged creatures and mythical creatures.]
[image: The 169-storey treehouse is surrounded by flying objects, platforms, birds driving vehicles, falling Santa Claus, growling whales, a person riding a kangaroo, Phil riding an animal, elephants and smaller houses that are connected by stairs.]
We’ve added a Santa Land (where it’s always Christmas, thanks to all the Santa clones left over from the last book),

[image: The activities in Santa Land at 169-treehouse. The Santa Land is the most Christmassy place on Earth and beyond and it is 0 days until Christmas. It consists of multiple Santa clones skiing, riding a motor sledge, drinking milk, flying with balloons, dancing, pointing to cookies and dancing. A bear cub says, Wow! Dad, it’s Christmas every day here! The father bear says, It sure is my boy.]
a potato-powered translation transmitter (it can translate any language into any other language—for animals, vegetables or minerals),

[image: A potato-powered translation transmitter takes in potatoes and translates them into languages for birds, fish and minerals along with languages for other beings and objects.]
an electric pony stable with a fast-charging station and automatic hoof polishers,

[image: In an electric pony stable, ponies charge themselves at fast-charging stations, soak in B 22 oil bath, get their hooves polished, come out of the sauna and eat plastic hay. A boy tells another boy to get out of one of the oil baths.]
[image: In the noisy level, Andy, Terry and their friends hear loud sounds like bang, bazinga, pow, crash, pop, wham and boom. Some cover their ears, while others are shocked by the noise.]


[image: ]
(but I’m not sure this was such a good idea),

[image: Andy and Terry get terrified looking at a mummy, a vampire, a Frankenstein’s monster and other monsters.]


a hall of funhouse mirrors,

[image: Andy, Terry and their friends are in a hall of funhouse mirrors and their reflections are in different sizes and forms.]


a kangaroo-riding range,

[image: Andy, Terry and some animals ride kangaroos. The animals make different sounds and say phrases like bananas, frangipani, jumping beans and marmalade. One of the animals slides along a kangaroo’s tail.]


a WHATEVER-WEATHER-YOU-WANT dome (you can have whatever weather you want whenever you want it),

[image: In a whatever-weather-you-want dome, there are snow, hail, fire, flood and tornado. The dome is powered by a magnetic power drive of high wattage that is connected to carrot power.]


a gingerbread house (where a nice little old lady lives),

[image: An old lady offers cookies to Andy and Terry and says, Eat up, children! Andy and Terry gobble the food up.]


a gecko chamber,

[image: Andy, Terry and their friend are in a gecko chamber. Andy says, I wanted an echo chamber! Not a gecko chamber. Terry says, Ooops. Their friend says, I love geckos.]


a paper plane research and development facility (or PPRDF for short),

[image: Various animals are involved in the design, manufacture and testing of paper planes at PPRDF.]


a treehouse (yeah, that’s right, we’ve got a treehouse in our treehouse!),

[image: A treehouse is on top of a treehouse. There is a telescope, a bowling lane, a bathtub, a swing, a ladder and other elements under the treehouse.]


and the 169th storey (we haven’t actually decided what we’re going to put on here yet, but we’ll think of something).

[image: Andy, Terry and their friend are on a platform on top of a tree. The friend holds a cat, which purrs.]
As well as being our home, the treehouse is where we make books together. I write the words and Terry draws the pictures.

[image: Andy says a list of words and Terry throws paint on him.]
As you can see, we’ve been doing this for quite a while now.

[image: Andy, Terry and some animals are in front of books strewn on the floor with various numbers on their covers. A sign points to a hatch. Text on the sign reads, Underground laboratory.]
Things don’t always go to plan, of course . . . especially when we have to deal with things like



man-eating mermaids,

[image: Man-eating mermaids bare their teeth and stretch their tentacles out towards Andy and Terry, who press themselves against a door in fear.]
headless pirates,

[image: A headless pirate holds a sword.]
ruthless un-inventors,

[image: A man in a plaid suit and spiky hair snaps his fingers with one hand and points with his other hand.]
angry vegetables,

[image: Angry vegetables stomp around a large pot filled with water. Andy, Terry and their friends are in the pot.]
malfunctioning time machines,

[image: Andy, Terry and their friend are thrown out of a garbage bin, which acts as a malfunctioning time machine.]
mooovie-idea-stealing spy cows,

[image: Two cows, wearing spy clothes and carrying a large microphone and camera, come out of a forest clearing.]
[image: Andy lies on his stomach on the grass and looks at the scene in front of him.]
whirling whirlpools,

[image: Andy, Terry and their friends are caught in a whirlpool on top of a platform.]
giant feet,

[image: Terry operates a giant foot. The toes of the foot are on Andy, who lies flat on the ground.]
angry story police,

[image: Andy, Terry and their friends stand on top of a platform and look at the police, who stand in front of a police vehicle and gesture angrily at them.]
giant flying eyeballs,

[image: Andy, Terry and their friend are inside a glass dome and are surrounded by giant flying eyeballs.]
hideous hobyahs,

[image: Andy charges towards a group of hobyahs.]
and evil snowmen.

[image: Andy looks on in terror as an angry snowman attacks Terry.]
Oh, and I haven’t even mentioned the giant gorilla,

[image: A giant gorilla holds a tree trunk, looks up and shouts.]
the angry Bignoseasaurus

[image: A Bignoseasaurus roars at Andy, Terry and their friend, who jump in fright.]
or Terry’s three-month-long baths!

[image: Terry sits in a bathtub under a showerhead with a bowl of fish snacks on the table in front of him. A cat brings a cup of beverage on a tray to him.]
But no matter what happens, we always get our book done in the end!




CHAPTER 2

WILD WEATHER

[image: Andy lies on his stomach on his bed. A mosquito is on his foot and his stuffed toys are around him on the bed.]
If you’re like most of our readers, you’re probably wondering why I’m still in bed. Well, it’s Monday morning, and I love a good Monday morning sleep-in.

Uh-oh. Looks like rain. But that’s not a problem. Fortunately, I have my emergency Monday morning sleep-in umbrella right here.

Ah, that’s better. Nice and warm and dry.

[image: Andy lies on his bed, smiles broadly and holds an umbrella against the oncoming drizzle.]
Actually, now it’s a little too warm because the rain has stopped and the sun’s come out. And when I say ‘the sun’s come out’, I mean the sun has really come out—it’s actually really, really hot!

[image: Andy sits angrily on his bed and holds an umbrella. The Sun shines bright behind him.]
Eeek! My umbrella just caught fire. See? I told you it was hot!

[image: Andy sits on his bed and holds on to his umbrella that has caught fire. The Sun shines bright behind him.]
Now it’s started raining again! Which is kind of good because it’s put out the fire . . . but it’s also kind of bad because now it’s raining so hard I really need an umbrella . . .

[image: Andy sits on his bed and holds a burnt umbrella against an oncoming drizzle with a desperate expression.]
Oh, great—the wind just blew all the blankets off my bed. This is the most unrelaxing Monday morning sleep-in ever!

[image: Andy, Jill and Jill’s animals swirl around in the strong wind and fall on Andy’s bed.]
And then it gets even more unrelaxing when, with a loud WHUMP and a high-pitched EEK, Jill lands on my bed!

‘Jill?’ I say. ‘What are you doing here?’

‘I don’t know!’ she says. ‘One moment I was having a lovely indoor picnic with my animals, then the next thing I knew, there was this huge storm and it blew my cottage away. And then it blew me away as well and I landed here!’

[image: Terry crashed onto Andy’s bed, shocking Jill and Andy.]
Suddenly, Terry crashes down onto the bed beside us.

‘Terry?!’ I say. ‘Did the storm blow you here as well?’

‘Sort of,’ says Terry. ‘You see, I thought it would be nice to start the day with a little rain shower. So I went to the WHATEVER-WEATHER-YOU-WANT dome and turned on the rain, and then I wanted to get dry so I turned on a good, strong, hot wind, but I got too hot, so I turned on the snow to cool off, but then there was too much snow and it turned into a blizzard, so I turned on a tornado to blow it away, but it blew me away instead and here I am.’

‘Did you remember to shut the door before you started the weather?’ I say.

[image: Andy shouts angrily.]
‘No,’ says Terry. ‘Was I supposed to?’

‘OF COURSE YOU WERE!’ I say.

‘How was I supposed to know that?’ says Terry.

‘Because I put up a sign!’ I say.

[image: A sign has an image of Terry. Text reads, “Don’t forget to shut the door before you start the weather up! (This means you, Terry!) By order of Andy.”]
‘I forgot to read it,’ says Terry. ‘You should have put up a sign to remind me.’

‘I DID,’ I say.

[image: A sign has an image of Terry. Text reads, “Don’t forget to read the first sign telling you not to forget to shut the door before you start the weather up! (This definitely means you, Terry!) By order of Andy.”]
‘I forgot to read that one as well,’ says Terry. ‘You should have put up another sign telling me not to forget to read the second sign.’

‘I DID!!!’ I yell.

[image: Andy looks angrily at a sign with Terry on it. Text reads, “Don’t forget to read the second sign telling you not to forget to read the first sign telling you not to forget to shut the door before you start the weather up! (This definitely absolutely positively means you, Terry!) By order of Andy.”]
‘I forgot to read that one as well,’ says Terry. ‘You should have—’

[image: There are two ringing bells.]
‘That will be Mr Big Nose,’ I say. ‘But don’t answer it—we don’t have time to talk to him right now.’

‘Oh yes you do!’ says Mr Big Nose, answering his own call.

[image: Mister Big Nose is in a flatscreen. He shouts angrily and points out the screen.]
‘What are you chuckleheads up to?’ he shouts.

‘The city—including my office—is being battered by every type of weather there is and it all appears to be coming directly from your treehouse.’

[image: Andy, Terry and Jill lie on top of Andy’s bed with an exasperated and forlorn expression. They are surrounded by swirling winds.]
‘It’s Terry’s fault,’ I say. ‘He left the door to the WHATEVER-WEATHER-YOU-WANT dome open and all the weather got out.’

‘I don’t care whose fault it is,’ says Mr Big Nose. ‘You’ve created a once-in-a-millennium meteorological disaster! Just fix it—and fast!’

‘Sure thing, Mr Big Nose,’ I say. ‘Terry will go and shut the door right now.’

‘Why do I have to do it?’ says Terry.

‘Because you’re the one who left it open,’ I say.

‘I had a feeling you were going to say that,’ says Terry.

‘Then why did you ask?’ I say.

‘Because I was hoping you wouldn’t,’ he says.

[image: Andy points at Terry and speaks to Mister Big Nose on the flatscreen, who shouts angrily with hand gestures. Jill holds a cat in her arms and looks on.]
Terry gets up onto the branch . . .

[image: Terry stands on a platform at the base of a branch with a determined expression.]


and starts slowly—and bravely—climbing towards the dome.

[image: Terry climbs a branch.]
But the higher he climbs, the slower he goes, because of all the weather blasting out of the weather dome door.

‘I can’t go any further!’ says Terry. ‘There’s too much weather!’

‘I think he needs a push,’ says Jill. ‘Come on, Andy!’

‘But that’s not fair!’ I say. ‘He’s the one who left the door open!’

‘I know,’ says Jill. ‘But he can’t do it alone.’

So we climb up and start pushing.

[image: Terry clings onto a branch and is surrounded by the swirling wind. Jill and Andy give him a push from the base of the branch.]
We push him a little further along, but then an extra-strong blast of wind sends us all tumbling back down the branch.

[image: Andy, Terry and Jill are carried away by the swirling wind from the branch.]
‘It’s impossible,’ says Terry.

‘Nothing’s impossible,’ says Jill.

‘What about impossible things?’ says Terry. ‘They’re impossible.’

‘True,’ says Jill. ‘But this is not one of them. We just need more pushers. Let’s ask everyone in the treehouse and the forest to come and help.’

‘But that will take too long,’ I say. ‘And the longer we wait, the more weather will get out.’

‘You’re right,’ says Jill. She frowns. ‘If only we had some sort of device that could broadcast an urgent message to everybody in every possible language at a volume loud enough for them all to hear at the same time.’

‘We do!’ says Terry. ‘That’s exactly what our new potato-powered translation transmitter does!’

‘That sounds perfect!’ says Jill. ‘To the potato-powered translation transmitter level. There’s not a moment to lose!’

[image: Andy, Terry and Jill sit on a tree branch and smile broadly. They are surrounded by swirling winds.]



CHAPTER 3

THE BIG PUSH

[image: Andy and Terry crawl through the swirling wind with gritted teeth and reach the potato-powered translation transmitter.]
Luckily, the potato-powered translation transmitter level is right above us, so it’s not too hard to get there.

We set the controls to ALL LANGUAGES, ALL CREATURES, VERY LOUD and Jill begins speaking . . .

[image: Andy and Jill send a message to the animals around them. Andy operates the potato-powered translation transmitter, which releases words in different languages. Jill holds the microphone attached to the translator and gives a message to the animals around her. She says, “Attention everybody everywhere! This is an urgent all-creature announcement. Terry needs a really big push to close the door of the weather dome. Please meet us in the treehouse immediately. Right here. Right now. Over and out!”]
[image: As Jill talks, Andy controls the knobs of the potato-powered translation transmitter. The transmitter repeats Jill’s messages in all languages. Terry stands by the side and eats a potato next to the transmitter.]
Jill has only just finished speaking when Terry points excitedly at the animals streaming towards us from the forest.

‘It’s working!’ says Terry. ‘Look—here they come!’

[image: After the transmitter finishes giving the message, Andy, Terry and Jill see the animals gathering and going towards the tree branch.]
The residents of the treehouse join us too, and soon our tree is filled with an army of willing pushers.

We all line up behind Terry and push . . .

‘Go, Terry!’ I shout.

We push and push and push . . .

Terry gets closer and closer.

‘I’m almost there!’ Terry shouts back. ‘But I still can’t quite . . .’

‘You’ve got this, Terry!’ says Jill. ‘You just need one last big push! Everybody ready?’

[image: Terry, Andy and Jill are pushed by a row of animals on a tree branch towards the door of the dome. They give one, big push.]
With the power of the last big push, Terry manages to get close enough to the weather dome door to slam it firmly shut!

[image: Terry slams the door of the dome with the help of Andy, Jill and other animals.]
‘We did it!’ I say. ‘All the weather is back in the weather dome where it belongs.’

A big cheer rises up from below, where a large crowd has gathered.

‘Hey, look!’ says Terry, waving. ‘There are television cameras down there. We’re famous!’

[image: Terry holds the door of the dome closed, while Andy celebrates next to him. Jill rides an elephant, animals cheer at the base of the dome, reporters take pictures and record the scene and a man goes by in a scooter.]
‘How does it feel to be heroes?’ calls our old friend Wanda Write-a-lot while Jimmy Snapshot clicks away with his camera.

‘Pretty good, actually!’ says Terry. Then he turns to us. ‘Did you hear that? We’re heroes. I’ve always wanted to be a hero.’

‘Well,’ I say, ‘technically, it’s me and Jill and everybody else who helped push who are the heroes, not you.’

‘What do you mean?’ says Terry.

‘You’re the one who left the door open,’ I remind him. ‘So you’re really the villain.’

[image: Terry dances cheerfully, Andy points at him angrily and Jill plays with her cat.]
‘No I’m not,’ says Terry. ‘Because nobody would be a hero if I hadn’t left the door open in the first place. So really, I’m a double hero.’

[image: When there are ringing bells, Terry smiles at Jill, while Andy points to the door angrily. A goat bleats and runs off, while Jill’s cat leaps out of her arms.]
‘Speaking of doors, there’s somebody at ours!’ I say.

‘It’s probably the mayor come to pin our hero medals on us,’ says Terry. ‘I’d better go answer it.’

‘I’ll come, too,’ says Jill.

‘Last one there is a rotten egg,’ I say, running ahead.

[image: Andy and Jill race to the door while Terry looks on with a broad smile.]
We open the door to see a man in a suit holding a clipboard.

‘Are you Andy, Terry and Jill?’ he says.

‘We sure are,’ I say.

‘We just saved everybody from all the weather,’ says Terry. ‘We’re heroes!’

‘Yes, I know,’ says the man. ‘I saw you on TV—which is why I’m here. My name is Mr Bunkoff. I’m a school truancy officer. I thought I knew all the eligible school-age students in the forest, but I can’t seem to find any record of you three on the school rolls.’

[image: Andy, Terry and Jill stand in front of an opened door, where Mister Bunkoff stands with an angry expression and a clipboard.]
‘Oh, we’re not students,’ I say. ‘We’re treehouse builders and book-makers.’

‘That doesn’t matter,’ says Mr Bunkoff. ‘The law says everyone of school age must attend school . . . or else!’

‘Or else what?’ says Terry.

‘Or else risk not being able to read or write,’ he says.

[image: Andy, Terry and Mister Bunkoff speak with one another.]
‘But we already know how to read and write,’ says Terry. ‘And we’ve already been to school. We went to Jill’s early learning centre for animals.’

‘Hmmm,’ says Mr Bunkoff. ‘That sounds rather unconventional. I’m talking about a proper school with qualified teachers, classrooms, a timetable and lots of learning opportunities and educational outcomes.’

[image: Mister Bunkoff speaks with Andy, Terry and Jill. Terry plays with a bird, Andy responds angrily and Jill speaks with interest.]
‘That sounds interesting,’ says Jill. ‘I’ve never been to school because I was too busy sailing around the world with my parents in our luxury superyacht.’

‘I’ve never been either,’ says Terry. ‘My parents said it was too dangerous.’

‘Oh, it’s not dangerous at all!’ says Mr Bunkoff with a laugh. ‘And there’s a big playground you can play in at little lunch and big lunch.’

‘Little lunch and big lunch?’ says Terry. ‘Sign me up!’

‘Me, too!’ says Jill.

[image: Terry has a broad smile on his face and makes the peace sign by stretching his index finger and middle finger.]
‘Not me,’ I say. ‘I don’t care how big the playground is or how many lunches there are: I don’t want to go to school every day for the rest of my life.’

‘Every day?’ says Jill. ‘For the rest of our lives? But what about my animals?’

‘And what about our treehouse?’ says Terry.

‘Exactly!’ I say.

‘Don’t worry,’ says Mr Bunkoff. ‘You only have to go to school from Monday to Friday. And not for the rest of your lives—just until you grow up.’

[image: While Mister Bunkoff speaks, Jill, Terry and Jill’s cat look at him with horrified expressions.]
‘I’m not sure I want to grow up,’ says Terry.

‘I’m afraid that will happen whether you want it to or not,’ says Mr Bunkoff. ‘It’s just one of the many facts of life you’ll learn when you go to school.’

‘I’m not going to school!’ I say. ‘And neither are Terry and Jill.’

‘Well,’ says Mr Bunkoff, ‘another fact of life you need to learn is that if you won’t come willingly, then I’m authorised to take you by force.’

‘You’ll have to catch us first,’ I say, slamming the door shut.

‘OPEN UP!’ Mr Bunkoff shouts angrily from the other side. ‘OPEN UP OR ELSE!’

[image: Andy runs.]
‘Quick—run!’ I say.

[image: Terry spreads his arms wide.]
‘Where to?’ says Terry.

[image: Jill runs in the direction that Andy points.]
‘The elevator!’ I say.

We pile into the elevator and I push a whole bunch of buttons. I don’t care where we’re going as long as it’s somewhere that Mr Bunkoff isn’t.

‘Phew, that was close!’ I say as the elevator doors close. ‘We almost ended up in school!’

[image: Andy, Terry, Jill and Jill’s cat leap into an elevator.]
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