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  Chapter 1
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Joey Mastin 
“Over here, Noah.” I brush some of the grass away and find the perfect ant nest.
“Yes!” Noah exclaims, and we high-five each other.
There’s nothing better than being with your best mate on the third-last day of school holidays with no homework to do. 
I lower Dad’s magnifying glass—the perfect tool to fry a few ants. We’ve finished lunch and the hot midday sun is burning into my back. Hunched over, I angle the magnifying glass so the sun catches it. Ready for a perfect fry-up.
“Look at them sizzle. Yes, yes, yes.” Noah is just as excited as I am.
Even while I’m concentrating on the job at hand, I’m thinking of what we can do next. “We should trap a few flies after this and tear their wings off.” As long as Mia, my big sister, doesn’t catch us in the backyard, we’re pretty much free to do what we like. 
Mia is fifteen and into saving the planet. Who cares about a few measly ants? Jeez, there are millions of them. Take a close look in our yard. As for flies, we’re always swatting them—may as well be tearing their wings off. Makes no difference—they’re going to die anyway.
“Joey, what are you doing?”
I groan. My pesky little sister, Chloe, has found us. “None of your business. Go back inside.”
She kicks her small-sized foot into my back. 
“Ouch!” I straighten and glare at her. “Why’d you do that?”
“Are you frying up ants? Because if you are, I’m going to tell Mum.”
I turn back to the ants in the grass. “Go away, Chloe,” I say, and continue on with my mission.
“Mum says you have to read me a book.”
Noah chuckles beside me. He doesn’t have such a babyish little sister. His sister is nine years’ old and can read her own books. I sigh. I know the drill. Whenever Chloe wants a book read, it pretty much means ‘time out’ if I’m doing anything else.
“I’ll come back tomorrow, Joey. I better get going. I promised Dad I’d rake up the leaves this afternoon.”
I sit on my backside, all glum. Honestly, if I didn’t have to live with my sisters my life would be perfect. 
Noah only lives a few streets away and we’ve been best friends for nearly all of the thirteen years we’ve been alive. Why can’t we live together? We don’t fight (well…we did once) and we come up with all sorts of stupid stuff. You know, super-awesome thirteen-year-old stuff no one else would ever understand.
We tell each other everything too. Well…almost everything. There’s one secret I can’t tell Noah. Something I’m a little embarrassed about. The only person who knows about it is Sienna. She’s my neighbour. It happened not so long ago and it’ll probably never happen again. I can’t explain it to Noah without sounding like a nutcase, so I won’t. What’s the point?
Sienna agrees we should keep the thing that happened our secret. I don’t mind the idea. I like Sienna and she’s my weekend friend. It’s a strange arrangement but it works.
“Joey, Mum says you have to read me a book, now!” Chloe stamps her foot on the green grass and I groan.
“Why can’t Mia read to you?” I’m prepared to try anything to get out of the job I have to do nearly every day—school holidays included.
“Because she’s busy practising hairstyles.”
Ugh. That pretty much sums up my life. Everything revolves around Mia. Everything has always been about Mia and her singing, performing, guitar playing and whatever else she’s doing. I may as well be invisible. 
After she came out of her coma, nothing much changed. With her cast off her broken leg, it’s super important that she gets back to normal life. This means my normal is returning too. I’m the slave around the house when Dad’s away on swing shift. Yep, just call Joey. He’ll do it.
“See you ’round, Joey.” Noah brushes dirt and grass off his pants and with his hands in his pockets he saunters off down the street in the direction of his house.
Now it’s me and Chloe. If I don’t go inside and read to her, she’ll tell Mum. Chloe’s not quite as bad at tattling as Mia is, but she’s a very close second. I bet if I had another sister, she’d come in a close third. They always gang up on me. It’s only when Dad’s home that we make a team and gang up on them. Those are the best weeks. Sometimes we sneak off for boy time. I love it when we do.
“I’m not reading in the living room.” After the goldfish saga, I never want to return to the living room. Too many bad memories. Lately I’ve been holing up in the basement, where I’m allowed to use my Xbox. It’s dark and dim but that suits me.
“Where then?” Chloe clutches my hand with her little six-year-old one, and I force myself not to fling it away. If I do, it’s a sure bet she’ll start crying and tell Mum.
“In the basement. Then you can leave me in peace when we’re done and go back to your room and play with your toys.”
“Oh, Joey, can’t I bring my dolls with me and stay on the couch near you?”
“Nope.” No way am I having that. She loves nothing better than to snuggle her little body up against mine. Then if she falls asleep, which sometimes happens, I can’t move for ages because it’ll wake her. That’s worse, because she’ll beg for another book to be read. “Your room or I won’t read you a book.”
Her chubby fingers squeeze mine when she says, “I’ll tell Mum you were frying ants.”
This time I fling her hand away and grimace. “Okay.” I growl and stomp inside the house, making my way to the basement. “But only one book.”
Chloe cons me into reading three books. It’s mind-numbing stuff because they’re so boring. Who cares about kind dogs, smart parrots or extinct mammoths? The one thing I do convince Chloe of is that her room is a better place for her and her dolls. It’s worth the three books she makes me read.
Back in the basement, I switch on the Xbox and play a few games. It’s much more fun when Noah’s around. It’s weird, but Xbox is boring me today and I’m tired. I lie back on the couch and my arms and legs grow lazy and woozy—it’s like I have no energy. School holidays can do that sometimes. You know, all that sitting around, not using your brain, feeling sleepy. I’m not getting sleepy for no reason at all, like I used to when a certain goldfish was around. Nope. This is a quick nap and then I’ll bounce right out of here and go visit Sienna or something. So, I close my eyes and forget about things for a while. 

      [image: ]A shiver rips through my shoulders. My eyes are still closed and I snuggle farther into the couch, looking for warmth. I wrap my arms around my chest when I can’t find enough heat and for some strange reason, I can’t feel my toes. They’re numb. I try wiggling them but they don’t move.
My eyes pop open in alarm. I’m awake now and full on shaking with cold. A very big creature—a blob of sorts—is covering the light fitting. It sways a little, huffing and puffing. What on earth is that? I have no idea who’s in the basement. It isn’t Mum or the girls. 
Out of the darkness, a trunk-like thing swings near my face. It moves and I shrink back as a strangled sound leaves my mouth. Nothing will surprise me after the goldfish saga but whatever this thing is, it’s scaring the heck out of me.
And I’m cold. Really cold. Frozen-eyelids sort of cold (that’s only happened once to me when Mum and Dad took us skiing in Japan).
The huge blob moves closer, unblocking the light, and I can finally see more—and I don’t like it. With my eyes wide open, until they can’t stretch any farther, my mouth drops. The basement looks like Antarctica. The TV screen is sticking out of a huge iceberg. Hanging from the ceiling are dozens of stalactites. Water is dripping from their ends and forming stalagmites on the basement floor—which is now covered in a thick layer of snow.
I shriek in fear. A long, curved ivory tusk pushes against my leg and I stare, unblinking when this thing’s elephant-like trunk picks up something from the floor and flings it in my direction. It lands in my lap.
“Here, put this around you,” the blob says in a gruff voice.
I’ve lost my tongue somewhere—unless it’s frozen to the top of my mouth. Whatever was thrown at me smells like dead animal but it begins to warm me up immediately. It takes a few minutes but I snuggle into the smelly blanket and slowly register that my body is starting to thaw out. It’s about the same time I can wiggle my toes again that my tongue is loose enough to start talking. “Who are you?”
“Billy. That’s all you need to know.” His deep and gravelly voice echoes around the basement.
With more of my brain thawing out, I remember one of the books I read to Chloe. I groan out loud in frustration, my skin crawling in fear. It’s one of the books Old Jim gave me for Chloe. Is this what he meant by my next adventure? Because I’m already not liking it. I’m awake enough that anger starts to stir its way around my stomach. I’m sick of being used. I didn’t ask for an adventure. I can come up with my own, thank you very much.
I fling the dead-animal-smelling rug off and rise from the couch—only to slip on the snow filling the basement. My backside lands with a thud on the floor. “Ouch!” 
What looked like soft snow is actually hard, slippery ice. I begin to shiver uncontrollably. I’m scared of freezing and going numb again and hastily jump back on the couch and under the smelly blanket.
There isn’t much room in the basement and Billy is taking up most of it. I sink into the brown suede of the couch, with my knees up against my chest. I wait for the shivering to stop before I turn a nasty glare in Billy’s direction. “Well, Billy, you’re not welcome here, so why don’t you disappear back to where you came from?”
A trumpeting sound escapes his trunk, and my heart beats faster. Surely Mum or the girls will hear this and come racing to my rescue?
When there are no footsteps to be heard, my hope sinks faster than what it takes for me and Noah to trap a Myna bird.
“You’re my next victim and I’m not allowed to leave you alone until I knock some sense into you.”
“Let me guess—Old Jim again?” The words hiss from my tight-lipped mouth. I’m going to strangle that man next time I see him. Why doesn’t he pick on someone else? I’m an ordinary teenager. Why can’t I be allowed to live a regular life? Shouldn’t he hassle Sienna? She was the one keen on more adventure.
And what have I done wrong this time? I wrack my brain for any idea of what I’ve done to deserve this. I can’t think of anything. I’ve been doing what I normally do every day. Ordinary things. Same usual stuff. I’m just a regular teenager.
I DO NOT NEED THIS IN MY LIFE!
I want to jump off the couch and fling the smelly rug right back at him until I remember how quickly my arms, legs, fingers and toes turned numb the last time. 
A thought pops into my mind. The book I read Chloe mentioned an extinct mammoth. My suddenly fast-beating heart rattles and shakes my ribcage. “Aren’t you supposed to be an extinct animal? What are you doing here?”
“Yeah, I’m extinct, and other animals will be too if you don’t start showing some compassion towards them.”
My jaw drops. I have absolutely no idea what he means. I stretch my neck and look up at his face. The top of his head is almost touching the ceiling. When his big bulk isn’t covering the fluoro light, I can see his body is covered in a thick coat of long, brown hair. I swear, some of it is sweeping the ice at his feet, creating a metre long train around each hoof. He can barely move in the basement even though he swings his head from side to side, his gaze lingering on all the gadgets we keep in the basement. 
I freeze. What if he sits on me and squashes me to death? This isn’t how I’d planned on living the last few minutes of my life. If an elephant weighs a few tonnes, what does Billy weigh?
My bottom lip begins to quiver and it has nothing to do with being cold. Until common sense finally arrives and I start to fume. Again, I remind myself that I’ve done nothing wrong.
“Look, mate, I have no idea what you’re talking about, so why don’t you leave?”
“The name’s Billy. I thought Old Jim told me he’d taught you some respect. If you want me to leave you alone, I think you should get ready to learn something new.”
No freaking way. I’m not going through this again. “I don’t care what you want from me. I’ll call you whatever I want. Now leave!” I puff up my chest behind the blanket, hoping my glare will make this mammoth budge.
Billy’s trunk swings forward and his menacing-looking tusks get awfully close. “You think it’s okay to not show animals any compassion? We might have still roamed the earth if we’d been shown compassion once upon a time.”
What? This mammoth is crazy. His kind hasn’t been around since the ice age. “It wasn’t a teenager that caused you to be extinct. Even I know that.”
“It doesn’t matter how it happened. My job here is to prevent it happening to other animals.” His beady eyes glare at me and I sit up straighter. “You don’t think I’d love to still be hanging around in this world?”
I shake my head. This is the dumbest conversation I’ve ever had. It has nothing to do with me. I can’t stop an animal from becoming extinct. Little old me? How? “You becoming extinct had something to do with climate change. How do you expect me to fix this on my own?”
His trunk stretches up and a huge trumpeting sound leaves it. The noise startles me enough that my backside leaves the couch. The sound echoes around the basement, causing a stalactite to drop from the ceiling and shatter in front of where I’m sitting.
That thing could have landed on top of my head. I could’ve been hurt. 
Remind me again why Old Jim picks on me? I’m fuming. This dumb animal is going to make my life hell because his species became extinct. Who cares? We still have elephants in the wild. Who needs mammoths? Thank goodness they did become extinct. 
I jump again when Billy begins to bellow. “I do expect you to start fixing it, starting from today.” If an animal can sound
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