
CHAPTER ONE 

I’m being chased down a dark subway tunnel. Whoever, or whatever is behind me is 

now gaining on me fast. I just wish I had my torch so I could see where I’m going. Problem 

is, I lost it back at level four when I was fighting the headless dude with the invisible sword. 

Before I go any further, let me quickly fill you in on what’s happened so far.  

I was in the kitchen busy making myself a sandwich, when I noticed Dad’s phone 

sitting on the bench. Dad’s new mobile is totally awesome. It’s got heaps of really cool 

games. My favourite is Danger-Zone. Dad would totally freak out if he knew what I was up 

to. But luckily for me, he’s been outside mowing the lawns for the last half an hour. 

Meanwhile, Mum and Emily are busy shopping at the Mall, which means I have the house to 

myself. Well, at least until Dad finishes mowing. I just hope I can make it to level five before 

he comes back inside. It won’t be easy. Not only am I trapped inside a tunnel with some 

psycho, but I’m busting to go to the toilet. I’m not talking about in the game—that’d be 

weird. Problem is, I need to go so badly, I can hardly concentrate anymore.  

With my eyes still glued to the screen, I waddle down the hallway to the toilet. I’m 

about to kick open the door with my foot, when a speeding train suddenly races towards me, 

lighting up the tunnel. Uh-huh! I knew it. The psycho behind me is none other than the 

headless dude with the invisible sword—only now he’s got an electro-shield as well. I’m 

about to unzip my pants, when he lunges towards me. I quickly hit pause before, (a) my life 

comes to a gruesome end. Or, (b) I find myself standing in a puddle on the floor. While I’m 

busy taking a whiz, I’m already planning my next move. With any luck, I’ll be able to take 

down the headless dude with one of my flame throwers, then find my way out of the tunnel. 

Wanting to quickly get back to the game, I reach over to hit the flush button, when suddenly 

the unthinkable happens. 



BANG! PLOP! SPLASH! 

"Aaaaaaaaaaargh!" No way! Dad’s new phone is now lying in the bottom of the 

toilet. I’m about to dive my hand in and grab it, when I stop myself just in time. There’s no 

way I’m putting my hand in there. It’s gross. What am I saying? I can’t just leave it lying in 

there like a sunken ship. What if Dad needs to use the toilet when he’s finished outside? I’ve 

got no choice. I’m going to have to dive my hand in whether I like it or not. I’m about to roll 

up my sleeve, when suddenly I have a better idea.  

I poke my head around the doorway to make sure the coast is clear. It sounds as if 

Dad is now mowing out the front. I need to hurry. 

I charge down the hallway, skid around the corner into the kitchen, and grab the 

barbecue tongs from the second drawer. Right now you’re probably thinking putting kitchen 

utensils in a toilet is totally gross. Okay, so maybe it is. But, before you start getting all 

snooty, let me point out that this little stunt could land me in some serious trouble. 

 I race back down the hallway and dive the tongs straight into the toilet. 

Splash...Snap...Clunk... Huh? They don’t even work properly. It’s like playing one of those 

arcade games you sometimes see at the Mall. You know the one where you have to try and 

grab some random toy with a metal claw. I’m about to ditch the tongs and grab Mum’s 

washing-up gloves instead, when I hear the laundry door slam. 

"I guess that’s the lawns mowed for another week," groans Dad, making his way 

down the tiled hallway.  

I’m now in complete panic mode. Knowing Dad, he’s probably heading straight to the 

kitchen to check for any missed calls on his new phone. I can hear him whistling to himself 

as he opens the fridge door and pours himself a drink. He won’t be whistling soon when he 

finds out his phone’s gone. I take a seat on the toilet, so I can try to calm down, which only 

lasts for about two-seconds when— 



"Hey Billy, have you seen my phone anywhere?" he shouts. 

Every hair on my head feels as if it’s suddenly standing on end. I need to get Dad’s 

phone out of there and fast. Not that it’s worth saving now. It’s history. And so will I be if he 

finds it lying in the bottom of the toilet. Okay Billy, this is no time to be acting like a wuss, I 

tell myself. You need to just man-up and get it over with. Unfortunately, no matter how hard I 

try, I can’t do it. Call me snooty, but there’s something about dunny-diving your hand in a 

toilet that seems uncivilised. Hey wait a second! What if I flush the toilet first and then put 

my hand in? I know how ridiculous that sounds. But, it's not like the phone can go anywhere. 

It's way too heavy to be flushed down the toilet. It also means I won't have to put my hand in 

any gross stuff. Before I have time to rethink my plan, I reach over and hit the flush button. I 

watch as the water swooshes around the bowl. Finally it stops.  

"Aaaaaaaaaargh!" I shout, again. No way! Dad's phone has now gone. 


