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YES, HELLO!

I’m the Narrator.

You can call me...The Narrator.

My job is to tell you this story.

I’m not the only Narrator in the universe. In
fact everyone on my planet is given a Narrator
at birth. We exist to tell you what is going on.

‘You are sitting on a couch. It is Tuesday.
You are reading this Storymaze book — the bit
where the Narrator talks about his job. He is
telling you how he is a Narrator telling you
that you are sitting on a couch, reading this
book...’

Narrators can be very annoying.

Imagine a classroom full of kids on my
planet. Each kid has a Narrator jabbering on
about everything their kid is doing. The
teacher is up the back of the classroom



screaming, and next to her is her Narrator
calmly explaining that her teacher is
screaming because her room is full of people
talking, and all their Narrators are talking
about what they are talking about. It's worse
on planet Norsebum12, a planet in a parallel
universe, where everyone has two very loud
Narrators. One is always three seconds
behind the other — so they drive you as mad
as a dolphin in a toaster. It’s like Friday night
tea with my family.

Come to think of it, nothing’s like Friday
night tea with my family. I'd prefer to be a
dolphin in a toaster.

BUT ENOUGH ABOUT ME!
| HAVE A STORY TO TELL.

It concerns some humans from a planet
called lthaca. You know lthaca. It’s that planet
in a parallel universe that is identical to yours
and full of humans just like you, except that
each one has an animal head instead of a
human head. To balance things up, all the
animals have human heads. Seems perfectly
normal to them.



Like most Ithacans, our heroes love
surfing. And Ithaca is a surfer’s paradise.

Nico and Claudia are gun surfers. Mikey
would love to be, but he has two left feet and
can’t even manage to stand up in the bath.
| know how he feels.

So, let me set the scene for you in my
best Narrator’s voice.

Nico, Claudia and Mikey set out for a
brilliant day’s surfing. The sky is a brilliant
green, all three suns are a brilliant pink, the
sea is a brilliant chartreuse — whatever that is.
There’s only one small problem

NO SURF‘
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‘Didn’t | tell you aa
two blockheads we
S

should go to Bonecrunchers
Beach?’ yells Claudia. ‘
‘Ah, so that was you talking, says Nico. <
‘| did hear a noise but | thought it was the cat
caught in the clothes-dryer again.
‘Idiot!’
By the way, that noise you can hear in the
background is the desperate sound of Mikey
trying to stay upright on his board. He finds it
so much harder when there are no waves.
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A cosmic disturbance, caused by Icon’s
sudden plunge through the lthacan
atmosphere, has stirred up some truly
awesome surf. Blue with envy, the Ithacans
watch Icon strut his stuff. I've seen better, but
they haven't.
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Without going on too much, what you need
to know is that they all surf together for the
rest of the summer. Icon teaches Nico and
Claudia a few of his best moves. Especially
the Layback Snap in Pike Position with a
Double Goose. Mikey learns nothing.
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Are you a bit confused about Icon, this pencil-
headed mutant from another dimension? Well,
| was. Narrators are very suspicious by
nature. So | looked him up in the NCGUB
(The Narrators’ Complete Guide to the
Universe and Beyond).

lcon comes from Duryllium. Have you
heard of it? | hadn’t, until one day | was
fiddling around in my auntie’s wardrobe. | slid
the door closed. Suddenly | felt a bit of a
head-rush — it could have been the stench of
my uncle’s socks (pheeewww!!!) — but when |
opened the door again, | was on this strange
planet. Well, that’s what | thought it was.
Later, a wise old Narrator tried to tell me that
it was just my own planet 26,457 years later.
But | think he was wrong. The people were
different. The landscape was different. It even
smelt different. And there was this huge
billboard that said:

WELCOME TO
PURYLLIUM



So that’s where Icon comes from.
Duryllium. He says he is in Ithaca to surf, and
that sounds fair enough. But there’s more to
it, of course. He doesn’t want to tell the whole
story. And | know why.

Let me explain.

| was in Duryllium a few years ago, not
long after the disappearance of the old King
of Duryllium. | was there to cover the story for
The News behind the News behind the News.
The rumours said the King had fallen into the
palace’s giant waste-food grinder and was
eaten by his own chooks. Some say he was
pushed. (And | think | know by whom.) But no
trace of him was ever found.

The old King had twin sons. The younger
son, by 13 minutes, was called Vidor. Within a
few days he had taken control of Duryllium
and started calling himself King Vidor. | guess
he thought he was the best man for the job.
He didn’t bother to tell his older, by 13
minutes, twin brother, who was away surfing
at the time. (He was always away surfing.) In
fact, Vidor sent the Black Raiders out to track
down his brother. He probably wanted to
capture and imprison him or have him
accidentally fall into a waste-food grinder.

12



Or more likely he just wanted to scare him off
so he’d never return.

That older twin brother is Icon. He should
really be King. Instead, he’s spent the last few
years keeping just one planet ahead of Vidor's
Black Raiders.

But does he want to tell his new Ithacan
friends all about this? | don’t think so. He just
wants to surf. That’s all he’s ever wanted to
do, travelling the universe looking for new and
awesome beaches.

That’s OK for him. But the rest of us
have to work. | wish I'd been born a Royal.
Playing golf seven days a week, beautiful
women hanging off my arms, shooting small
defenceless creatures. But | wasn’t, so on
with the Narration.

13



Let’s shift this story along a bit, or we’re all
going to die of old age before we get to the

end.
They sleep. They wake. They surf. They get

hungry. They go to a pizza shop.
M;?}rsgézu\
of RUBBER.
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‘There is this place called Eeeno, my friends,
says lcon. ‘It has the best surf in the
Universe.

‘What’s so good about it?’ says Mikey.

‘Maybe the waves have handles so you
can’t fall off them, Mikey, says Nico.

In fact, Eeeno is a strange and mysterious
planet. It seems to float quite freely through
space and time. A bit like my Great Uncle
Gregor. Turns up where and when he pleases,
any time of the day or night. Sits around
blathering on about stuff you know nothing
about. And then, when you get up to make
him a snack, you come back and he’s gone.
Door’s open and all that remains is his old
Cuban cigar still smoking in the ashtray,
smelling the place out and setting off the fire
alarms.

Well, Eeeno is a bit like that, plus the surf
is bliss.
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‘It is the waves, old friends, says Icon.
‘They are big and even and constant all day
long. And if you were ever to fall off the
waves, the rocks would be as soft as a baby’s
bottom. So you bounce. And the sand is like
velvet between your toes. And the water! It’s
as smooth as milk, so there is NO chafing.

‘| like the sound of that, says Nico.

‘So, when can we go and try out this
Planet Eeeno?’ says Claudia.

‘Hmmm), says Icon. ‘Sometime, Claudia.
Sometime soon’

17



Icon is lying in a dark world. He can hear his
father talking to him.

Which doesn’t make much sense, seeing
as he was just in a pizza parlour on lthaca,
chatting on about Eeeno. But sometimes a
fragment of reality just appears from nowhere,
calling itself Chapter 5. You are not sure
where it comes from. Or where it is headed.
Or where it fits into the whole picture. It just
turns up and you have to deal with it. Like
Uncle Gregor again!

It’s like you are sitting in a cinema,
watching a movie. And the projection booth
just blows up. Boom! The place fills with bits
of film. Little scraps from all over the movie
flutter down past your eyes. You catch one,
and if it's not a bit of the projectionist, you
look at it. This is one of those fragments.

So Icon sees his father, standing in front
of him, talking to him.

‘Someday, my boy, all of this will be yours.
You will be King of Duryllium. A great King.

18



‘But where will you be, father?’ asks Icon.

‘Me? | will be long gone. And the people
will need a great King to rule over them. And
you will be the one’

Young Vidor is in the room next door with
his friend Crundor. He can just hear what his
father is saying.

‘But why not me?’ he thinks to himself.

‘I would make a great King, too. | should be
King?’

Icon, in the room with his father, sees his
brother watching...and hears him saying,
‘| should be King’

And now Icon looks around. The vision is
gone. He is back in the Underworld. There is
no warm bedroom. His father is gone. So has
Vidor. Icon is alone again, in the cold
Underworld.

19
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Now, | hate to do this to you, but we are
almost back where we were before that little
interruption. Except that Icon and the Ithacans
have used the M.I.T. and have landed on
Eeeno. Which is almost where they wanted

to be.
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| wouldn’t trust them to shoot an apple off
my head. Their aim is pathetic. Instead of
landing on Eeeno in the present, they miss
and arrive during the Proto-Durassic Era, a
time when the planet was famous for its
surfing dinosaurs. Which is fine if they are not
surfing right next to you, trying to snack on
your head as they pass by.
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Have |
told you about
The Black Raiders?
No? That’s a pity,
because this bit is a little
complicated. So stay awake and
put your Gameboy down...or I'll have
to set fire to your little fluffy cat.

There are these storm troopers from
Duryllium called Black Raiders. Their job is to
do whatever the King orders. If he wants them
to blow up Planet Earth and all its contents,
they do it. No questions asked. If he wants
a pizza from the corner store in 5000 B.C.
Egypt, these guys get it. That’s not as hard
as it might seem if you have an M.L.T.

You see, everyone on Duryllium has an
M.L.T. — a small genetically engineered
biomorph. Why? So they can travel across
space and time. People form an image in their
mind of where they want to go, command the
M.I.T. and PLIK! they are there.

The tricky bit is to end up where you
wanted to go. The universe is a big place,
and you only have to make a small error of
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BE So SNAPPY.

one tenth of one per cent and you end up in
deep space. Or somewhere weird, like in the
fridge. The fridge of a gang of bikies. A gang
of very short-tempered, grey-haired auntie
bikies. Who are holding an afternoon tea
party. And you’ve just squashed their
cinnamon tea-cake. And you have your feet in
their pav. You are history.

The Black Raiders, on the other hand,
are very good at using their M.l.Ts. But they
are even better at tracking other people’s
M.l.Ts. Every time someone uses an M.I.T., it
leaves a tiny time shadow. The Raiders have
a plane-load of nifty equipment that can track
down these shadows.

AND THAT IS WHAT THEY ARE DOING
AT THIS VERY MOMENT!!!
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They have been ordered by King Vidor
to find Icon, and they are

closing in on him fast.
He is sleeping
on the beach
with his Ithacan
buddies.
Oblivious to
the danger.
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Nico, Claudia and Mikey don’t know what
to do. So they sit around for a couple of hours
wondering if they should be thinking about
doing something instead of just sitting around.
Then Mikey decides it’s time to act.

‘I don’t know about you blokes, but |
reckon lcon’s in trouble’

‘Yeah, maybe. But we don’t know for sure,
says Claudia.

‘| just think we should drop in on Duryllium
on our way home, to see if he’s OK, says
Mikey.

‘Good idea, says Nico. ‘But how do we get
there?’

‘We could use the M.1.T., you blockhead,
says Claudia.

‘Oh yeah!’ thinks Nico. ‘| knew that’

28



Nico, Claudia and Mikey are holding on to the
M.I.T., trying to remember how to use it. If
they can’t remember, they may be doomed to
spend the rest of their lives on Planet Eeeno.
Which would be OK, but for the head-
chomping, surfing dinosaurs.

Lucky break. They find Icon’s address on
the back of his surfboard: 351 Ocean
Boulevard, Duryllium, 3101. They take hold of
M.I.T. and...

PL1IK! They are gone.

Unfortunately they are not used to keeping
just one thought in their minds for very long.
Try it. I's very hard to do. You start thinking
about one thing — say it’'s Duryllium — and for
a while that’s all you think about. Then you
start thinking: Am | thinking about Duryllium?
Then you think: By the way, did | pack a
hanky? Are my undies clean? Why do fish
have only two eyes, not three? And next thing
you know, you’ve sent yourself somewhere
really weird. Which is what our heroes do.

29
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Nico, Claudia and Mikey stand on the same
beach on Eeeno and try the M.1.T. thing one
more time. Their heads fill with helium, they
expand like large balloons, then someone
unties the ends and they fly,
fffflllllipppppphhhh, all around the room. Well,
that’s what it feels like.

~ PLIK!

The Ithacans turn to see a pack of vicious,
howling bonecrunchers rushing towards them.
They run down a corridor of stone walls too
high to climb over. At the end of the corridor
are two paths. One right. One left. Somehow
they agree and take the right path. The
bonecrunchers follow. Our heroes realise
that they are being chased through a maze.
Every time they pass an opening, more
bonecrunchers pour out and join the chase.
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They go left, the pack goes left. They go right,
still the pack follows.

‘We’re going to be dinner!’ screams Nico.

A few more turns and the bonecrunchers
are gaining on them. Finally they pick badly.
A dead end. The bonecrunchers are growling
and licking their foul blood-stained lips.
Moving closer. Deciding which one to eat first.
Personally, I'd eat Mikey. Tender and meaty.

‘The M.L.T.! You idiots. Use the M.L.T.I’ cries
Claudia.

They take hold of it. They form an image.

PLIK!

They are sitting on their favourite beach,
on lthaca. It is sunset. All is calm.

NO MAZE!
NO BONECRUNCHERS!

‘You stupid mouldy microbe, yells Claudia,
trying to choke the M.I.T. ‘Why did you take us
there?’

‘10101, says M.L.T.
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Sometime later, when they have all calmed
down, they decide to try again. They take hold
of the M.I.T. They form an image of Duryllium,
again. They close their eyes. They concentrate
really hard. Which is difficult for lthacans. Very
easy for us Narrators, of course, because we
are a higher form of being. But that’s another
story.

“To Duryllium, says Nico.

‘And on the double, says Mikey.

PLIK!
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Of course they have no idea where they
are. They have never been to Duryllium
before, so they don’t know what it is meant to
look like. They imagine the people won’t
understand them if they ask for directions.

In fact, people on Duryllium have a pair of
nifty silicon chips implanted in their skulls.
These chips allow them to speak and
understand most of the languages of the
known universes. You might notice that Icon
makes quite a few mistakes when he talks.
That’'s because, when he was surfing once,
he crashed off a really huge wave and his
ears and brain filled up with salt water. It
stayed in his head for months. Eventually the
water drained out, but by then it was too late.
His language skills were faulty. He had got too
much salt on his chips.

But back to the Ithacans. They have no
idea where they are and don’t know how to
find out. Fortunately they turn around and
look up. There is a large billboard that says:
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Nico, Claudia and Mikey are not sure if they
are in the right place. Before them is a large
palace, not the scungy little house they were
expecting. They argue for a while, until
Claudia becomes impatient.
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The tall military officer is Captain Crundor,
the highest-ranking military officer in the land.
And he’s not very high. These days he is King
Vidor’s right-hand man and a very nasty piece
of work. When he was a child he was Vidor’s
best friend. They would spend their days
doing rotten things like sticking dead mice in
Ilcon’s muesli, pulling the wings off flying fish
or setting fire to important public buildings.
And other things too murderous to mention.

Nothing has changed.
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There is NO Chapter 13. There is no Chapter
13 because to have a Chapter 13 would be
considered unlucky...unless you are lucky
enough not to believe in luck. In which case
you are probably wondering why there is no
Chapter 13.

Well, there just isn’t one. OK? Narrators
can’t make everyone happy.

We don’t believe in bad luck. We believe
that it’s bad luck to believe in bad luck. We
believe that we make our own luck. If we
really want something badly enough, then we
can make it happen. Go for it. Just do it. And
if things don’t work out? Well, then we just
find someone else to blame. Usually someone
smaller and less powerful than us.
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‘So dark. So cold’

Ilcon looks about. He can’t see anything.
(It's dark, remember!) But now a vision is
forming.

‘Vidor? Crundor?’ he says.

He can hear them laughing some way off.

It is dark. (Did | tell you that?) Icon’s hands
are tied. He can smell old socks. That’s
because he is lying in a wardrobe. He has
been playing a game of ‘kidnap the slightly
older twin brother’ with Vidor and his friend
Crundor. And, as usual, they promised not to
pick on Icon. But, of course, they did. And
they took his pocket money and have run off
to spend it. And Icon is left behind, locked up
in the wardrobe.

Rigo, the butler, finds him and releases
him.

‘Why do you always trust them, lcon?’
Rigo asks.

‘I won’t next time, Rigo. Never again.
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But he will. Vidor and Crundor will trick him
again and tie him up, or worse, because Icon
wants to believe that they are telling him the
truth. And they know he wants to believe
them.

It is dark. The vision vanishes. The voices,
too. Icon is again alone in the Underworld.
And another fragment of the Universe passes

by.
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Nico, Claudia and Mikey are being led by
Captain Crundor down a long corridor. He is
taking them to meet King Vidor.

‘That was your fault, Nico, whispers
Claudia.

‘Me?’

‘Yes, you!’

‘But what’s wrong with talking about lcon
anyway?’

‘I'm not sure, banana-breath, she says.
‘Just don’t, OK’

They enter a big room. On the floor is a
long green carpet that looks like it is made of
live grass. On either side of the carpet is a
shallow pool with long-legged water rats
gracefully picking their way through the water-
lilies. The path leads up to a platform with
steps and on top of the platform sits some
bloke on a throne. They figure that’s probably
King Vidor. Smart people, Ithacans. Crundor
starts to speak.
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Have you ever dined on a strange planet on
the other side of the universe, far from home?
It's an experience. The meal always looks
superb. There’s a beautiful table laid out with
beautiful cutlery and even more beautiful food.
Candlesticks, with weird looking candles. It is
usually the cutlery that gives you a clue as to
what you are about to eat. Not just knives,
forks and spoons, or something simple like
chopsticks. But a whole array of tools — drills,
pokers, prodders, grippers, plungers, pullers,
tweezers, crushers — everything but an X-ray
machine.

So Claudia sits at one end of a long table
and Vidor at the other. Before them are dishes
filled with delicious looking things to eat. If
Claudia only knew...

There is a nice dish of prawny looking
things — Giant Silver Cockroaches, which feed
off the dust and rubbish found in dark, musty
corners of old buildings...but they do taste
delicious. Equally delicious are the green
things that taste like avocado, but are really
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giant earthworms gutted, skinned and
barbecued in a sauce of sewerage algae.

Things that look like small roast pigs are
really metal-eating moles from the mountains
of Duryllium. The chickens are not chickens,
they are roast fleas picked off the backs of
Giant Three-tusked Mammoths that roam the
plains of Duryllium. If you don’t know what
you are eating, they are fine. My favourite is
the pleche de grommit — a delicate-tasting,
small-winged, rodent-like creature that spends
its life cleaning up anything that lodges
between the toes of the Huge Hairy-nosed
Bog Boar of the Duryllium Swamps.

But Claudia knows nothing about this.
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So Nico and Mikey are lost somewhere in
the bowels of Vidor’s palace.

‘This is another fine mess you have got
me into, Nico, says Mikey.

‘Well, it’s not my fault.

‘100111, yells M.L.T., who has been
sleeping in Nico’s hair.

‘M.LT.I’ they yell. “You can get us out of
here.

Nico and Mikey take hold of the M.1.T.
They build an image of their destination in
their minds. But it was never going to work...

PLIK!
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They just wanted to get back to the kitchen.
But they missed. And it was a big miss.

‘M.1.T., you idiot!!! What do you think
you...’
Nico stops.

Blood. Gore. Stench. Smoke. Mud. And
they are up to their knees in it. The mud, that
is. And noise. Screaming, shooting, exploding,
dying. This is a battlefield.

“101110! screams M.I.T.

In front of them, as the smoke clears, they
can see a gigantic dark shape. Relentlessly, it
is moving forward, spitting fire and metal,
obliterating all in its path. They move back, but
only a short way. Behind them is a stone wall.
Too high to climb over. Too long to get around.
The War Machine keeps coming. Nico reaches
down to pick up a stone to defend himself.

Fool!

| don’t know what use a stone is going to
be against a State of the Art Duryllium War
Machine. Nor does Nico, really. But it usually
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works with dogs back home on lthaca. It is in
Nico’s hard-wiring to throw stones at things
that are attacking him. To Nico, this War
Machine is just a big, snarling dog.

‘Take off your undies, Mikey’

'WHAT? MY UNDIES?

We’re about to be pulverised by a bloody
great fire-spitting War Machine and you want
to inspect my undies? Have you gone —’

‘Take off your undies. They’re big. Very
big. They’ll make a perfect slingshot, says
Nico.

‘But that’ll never work.

‘Got any better ideas?’

So Mikey hands over his undies and Nico
drops the stone in.

‘Phhheeeww. 'm glad I'm not the stone,
he says as he swings the slingshot around
his head. He flings the stone at a red, heart-
shaped door on the underside of the
towering machine.

The stone hits its target, but not the one
Nico was aiming for. What Nico doesn’t know
is that he has picked up a very special stone.
A very powerful weapon. An ancient
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legendary carved stone eye that has been
lost for generations. That stone eye flies
straight to the true heart and weak spot of
the War Machine, which explodes and
disintegrates into a big pile of twisted,
smoking wreckage.

‘How did you do that?’ asks Mikey, very
confused.

‘Lucky shot?’ says Nico, equally confused.

‘Let’s get out of here,; says Mikey.

They take hold of the M.I.T., concentrate
hard, and...

PLIK!

They are gone.
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What has just happened? Well, we Narrators
know a great deal about these mysterious
things. These tricks of space and time. Of
course we know a great deal about a lot of
things. But that’s not what you want to know.

What we have seen is a glimpse into a
possible future. The future of Duryllium under
the rule of King Vidor — a King Vidor
manipulated, as usual, by the very devious
Captain Crundor. A King Vidor who has no
idea of the misery he is creating for the
people of Duryllium. A king who sits in his
tower and dyes his hair new and more
interesting colours while his people starve.
And when the people revolt, Crundor sends
out the War Machines to crush them.

Of course, Nico and Mikey know nothing
about all this. They are in the dark, and not
just about the War Machines and the stone
eye and Mikey’s undies.

They are really in the dark. And cold. In a
small space. It is not the kitchen of the palace
they were aiming for. There is a smell of floor
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polish and disinfectant.

But there is a door. Nico pushes it open.

‘Aha. Good shot, team, says Nico. ‘We’re
in the broom cupboard, just off the kitchen.
Almost perfect’

He steps out of the cupboard. In his hand
is something white. Big and white.

‘Could I have those back?’ says Mikey.

‘AAAARRRGGGHHH!! YOUR UNDIES!V

While Nico runs to the sink to wash his
hands, Mikey slips his undies back on.

‘Do you think it was my undies that gave
that stone such power?’ Mikey asks.

‘I don’t want to think about that. Ever!’ says
Nico.
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‘Excuse me, sirs’

‘What?’

Nico and Mikey turn around. The voice
is coming from a small, smooth looking
Durylliumite. He is standing in front of the
freezer, looking at them. Except that his eye
is closed, and he isn’t really looking at them.
They have no idea where he came from, or
who he is.

This is Rigo, Icon’s manservant. He is
blind. Which is a great advantage if you are a
manservant. People think that because you
are blind, you must also be deaf, dumb and
stupid. Which, of course, is not true. But, for
Rigo, this has been very useful. He has
become Icon’s spy in the palace. He sees
nothing, but hears everything.

‘You must be the Ithacans. The friends of
lcon’

‘Yes, we are. But who are you?’ says Mikey.

‘And where is lcon?’ says Nico.

‘I have no time to explain, sirs. But you are
in great danger here.
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Rigo moves to the freezer and starts
fiddling. It swings aside and opens onto a
secret passage. (Try it on your fridge at
home.)

‘Follow me, young sirs.

‘Where are you taking us?’ says Mikey.

‘You are in danger here. Vidor and Crundor
know you have come to find lcon’

He leads them down some stairs and
along another dark passageway, talking all the
way. Which confuses the guards on the other
side of the walls. They keep hearing voices in
the walls and think they are going mad.

‘Wow! | love secret passageways, says
Nico.

‘You must warn the girl, young sirs. She
may fool King Vidor, but not Crundor. He will
work out you are here to rescue Icon.

‘But we didn’t come here to rescue Icon,
says Mikey.

‘We didn’t even know he needed rescuing,
says Nico.

‘Well, young sirs, that may be true. But
Vidor and Crundor don’t know that.
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They pass through a door set into a
bookcase and out into a dimly lit hallway.

‘The dining room is through those curtains,
sirs.

‘So where is Icon?’ says Mikey.

‘I don’t know, sirs. | believe they have
captured him. And they will have sent him far
away, to another galaxy, perhaps. To a time
lock. Maybe even the Underworld.

‘To the UNDERWORLD? What’s that?’

‘No time to explain, sirs. | must go or | will
be missed. But you must escape from here
tonight. You must rescue Icon. Take him away
somewhere safe, somewhere they cannot find
him.

‘But...’

Rigo turns and slips back behind the
bookcase. Now they are together, alone in the
hallway.
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I'LL_SHOW THOSE
Meom.luc. ITHACANS

'L TORTURE THEM

BOILTHEM IN LOW-FAT,
PoLWNsA'ruRATED
MARTIAN GOPHER

\ O'L"'

OR... MAYBE THE OLD -
FASHIONED RACK . WHAT
A GRAND OLD TORTURE
THAT WAS... STRETTH
THEM ML THEY BREAK
IN THG MIDDLE ..

REMOVE. THEIR Toes
ONE BY ONE WITH
ANAIL FILE,,

THAT 0 HURT !

\T IS HARD BEING A
TORTURER THESE

DAY'S. THERE!'S
JusT Too MucH
CHOICE (!

OR MAYBE SAW
OFF "THe Tofs
OF THEIR

HEADS AND

74



22

‘What am | doing here? It is all a big mistake’

Icon is trudging through a dark
passageway. He has no idea where he is
going. But he knows he can’t stop, and he
can’t go back.

‘There is no turning back for Icon, now. But
| never wanted to be King. | am not the King
type. Not me. It is not fair.

He turns around. He is sweating. He starts
moving more quickly.

‘They are coming again, he says. ‘Poor
Icon. Lost in the Underworld. Forced to
wander the Paths of Doom forever. No one to
rescue him. No one for company.

Now Icon is running — a tired, shuffling
run.

‘Poor Icon. He must keep ahead of the
nasty, bloodthirsty bonecrunchers. They want
to be crunching my royal bones. But | do not
want royal bones, | just want normal surfer’s
bones. Salty old sea bones. Catching-huge-
curling-wave bones.

‘But everyone wants Icon to be King.
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Everyone except Icon. They all say Duryllium
needs Icon. Why am | so lucky? No! Go away,
nasty bonecrunchers.

He can hear their panting and howling not
far behind as he staggers around the winding
passages.

‘Dead end. Now Icon is bonecruncher
meat, for sure.

The bonecrunchers are very close now.
He feels around in desperation. There is a
high, raised ledge. He tries to pull himself up.
He can smell the breath of the bonecruchers.
They will rip him to shreds. One last effort.

His energy almost gone, lcon manages to
clamber up to the ledge. The bonecrunchers
are trying to follow. They will get up eventually.
But for the moment Icon can rest. Then he
must start moving again. He must get as far
away from them as he can. Till they pick up
his scent and track him down.
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‘Where have you been, Rigo? | have been
calling you for ages. Are you turning deaf as
well as blind? Clear away the dishes. Then
leave us. We want to be alone’

‘As you wish, Your Majesty.
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Vidor thinks Claudia can see inside his
head. Some clever Ithacan trick. Look inside
someone’s head and know what they are
thinking.

In fact, there was a people on the Other
Earth who could look into each other’s heads
and thoughts. This proved to be a bit of a
nightmare. Imagine if everyone could look
inside your head and read what you were
thinking. Every time you wanted to kill your
parents, they would know. They would just get
up and hide all the knives.

This tribe on Other Earth eventually
worked out that you could not see through
lead. So everyone was fitted out with a lead-
head permanently fixed to their skull. It was
a great sucess for a while, until the great
flood...when it rained for forty days and thirty
nights and they all went down head first,
never to be seen again.

{WHERE 1S ICON?
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Are you familiar with the Underworld? It’s not
the sort of place you would go to on holidays.
There was a place in Fifth Millennium Venus,
before it became so icebergingly cold, that
was like the Underworld. We once went there
on a Narrators’ convention. It was a disaster,
of course. The cold water was too hot, the hot
water was too cold. The beds were too small.
And the bedbugs too big and vicious. In fact,
two Narrators vanished one night. The
bedbugs ate them. Not that we missed them
that much. No one ever misses a Narrator.
And the food! It was so raw and so feral, you
had to be quick and eat it before it ate you.
We lost another two Narrators one dinnertime.
But that place was heaven compared to
the Underworld. The Underworld is...um...
indescribable. The NCGUB says that the
Underworld is the world below our world. It is
a hell. A hell of a rotten place to get sent to.
With hot, sweaty passages, teeming with
slavering monsters whose idea of fun is to rip
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your head off and use it for football practice.
Fire pours out of holes in the floors and walls.
If you sit down in the wrong spot, your
buttocks freeze while your head catches fire.
And if you ever think you are about to escape,
suddenly a trapdoor opens up and you fall
back into a pit of acid teeming with nipping,
munching piranhas that try to eat you up in
teeny-tiny mouthfuls, just so it hurts more. In
fact, it’s a lot like the secondary school | went
to. Except | got out of that.

Eventually.
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Claudia and Vidor are walking down a corridor
in the Royal Palace of Duryllium. Once again
Vidor reaches for Claudia’s arm. He finds it
attached to her shoulder, where it always is.
Vidor starts munching away on her hand
again. She resists the temptation to resort to
violence.
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In the bedroom, Claudia prepares for sleep.
Vidor has provided for her every whim. There
is a toothbrush, hairbrush — she always
brushes her hair 100 times before bed — and
a clean pair of wetsuit pyjamas. After a long,
hot shower, Claudia slips into bed.

‘I wonder where those two idiot mutants
have got to,’ says Claudia.

‘You called, says Nico from under the bed-
covers.

‘Did you miss us?’ It is Mikey up the other
end of the bed.

‘Where have you been? What do you
know?’ says Claudia.

‘We’ve been everywhere. We know
everything, says Nico.

‘| bet you didn’t know that Icon should be
King of Duryllium, but that -’

‘Yes, we know!” say Nico and Mikey.

‘OK. But | bet you didn’t know that Vidor
has sent Icon to the Underworld. And that...’

‘YES, WE KNOWY!’

‘And that Vidor wants to imprison Icon
there forev—"’
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‘YES, WE KNOW!!’

‘And that you are both melon-headed
know-alls!’

‘YES, WE KNO...what??’

Now Claudia is standing up on the bed.

‘Well, ’'m not letting that little nobody
win. We have to rescue Icon, she bellows.

‘Shhh, Claudia. There’s a noise outside,
says Nico.

But Claudia is unstoppable when she is in
this mood. ‘We have the M.I.T. thing. We are
going to the Underworld and we are gonna
bring him back. Simple as that. And no one
had better get in our way:

‘Quiet, Claudia. There’s someone at the
door, whispers Nico.

88



Vonkite’

89



|

T

\ ¢,

\:

-
A SN
[
» .
-

__ﬁ

)

g

e

90



91



SRR

()
BELOW... o

A TSAC N Dyt

| DNUOF Ym) |ELBUOD;
YAW Tuo.
Az

—




ONE Mo
l TIME .RE

[T
:féc
7 Y&

"v

CONCENTRATE,
You (DIOTS !/

WE NEED TO
TRYX THAT

|




28

High up on the tower of the Royal Palace of
Duryllium stands a lone figure. Under the light
of three turkey-red moons he gazes out
across the plains dreaming of the girl who got
away.

‘She has fled to the Underworld, poor
Claudia. She is trapped there, forever, says
Vidor. ‘Even the M.L.T. is useless in the
Underworld. There is no escape. She will die
with Icon.

Vidor wipes a tear from his eye.

‘Meat for the bonecrunchers. Oh, my
Claudia. My Queen, he howls. ‘What a king
must sacrifice for his people!’

Vidor closes his eyes.

‘You may never be Queen of my people,
oh Claudia, but you will always be Queen of
my heart’

Now Vidor stares for a time into the
distance, as if in a trance. Then suddenly he
snaps out of it.

‘Well, I think it’s time to put a new rinse
through my hair. What colour this week?’
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Nico, Claudia and Mikey land somewhere in
the Underworld.
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Most mazes in the universe have a simple
pattern. Simple if you know it. Usually you can
just wander around till the pattern reveals
itself, or maybe you eventually wander out the
other end by luck. It is said that you can get
through most mazes if you keep one hand on
the wall at all times and just keep walking.
Eventually you must find the way out. As long
as you don’t change hands. Or walls. But on
the planet Murillion, that would be a big
mistake. There’s a maze there that has walls
made of razor blades. Keep one hand on
those walls for too long and you’ll be down to
a bloody stump in no time.

There is another maze we Narrators
visited once, in the Bahamas, on Planet
Earth, not far from the Bermuda Triangle. It
seems quite normal, at first. But it isn’t. It is
built right on a fault line in the Universal Time
Plates. You can be walking your way through
that maze, and just when you think you're a
smartypants and have it all worked out, and
you are telling your friends that they have

108



porridge for brains, the Time Plates shift.
There is a timequake. Next thing you know,
you are in a different maze, on a different day,
in a different millennium, in a different
universe. And you wish you had a change of
undies and a toothbrush, because you may
not get back home for a thousand years. Very
annoying things, mazes.

So our heroes are somewhere in the very
confusing Maze of Madness in the Duryllium
Underworld. Who knows where? Who cares?
I's them, not us. They may well have to spend
the rest of their lives wandering its passages,
chased by bonecrunchers, till they die of old
age, or become dinner.

But, in life, there is a lucky break waiting
for everyone. | have yet to have mine, | should
point out. (Unless you call having to narrate
this book a lucky break. Why didn’t | get Harry
Potter or The Hobbit, instead of Storymaze?)
For our heroes, their lucky break is just
around the corner.

They wander into the centre of the maze.
There before them is a huge sculpture.
Michelangelo’s David? No. It is a statue of
one of the Great Mythical Creatures of the
Duryllium Dreaming.
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‘Holy Occhilupo!!! yells Nico, and clambers
up the statue of the Great One-eyed Chicken
of the Duryllium Underworld.

The others follow. They have no choice.
But now they are trapped on the Chicken’s
back. While the bonecrunchers cannot climb
up, our heroes can’t get down either.
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‘Hey, the view’s not so bad from up here,
says Nico.

Now they can see the whole maze from
above. But they still can’t figure how to get
out. In fact, in the distance, you can just see
the tiny figure of the backwards Mikey lost in
the maze. Poor creature. And just as |, your
Narrator, am about to blather on about the
poor trapped backwards Mikey, Nico
interrupts.

‘LOOK. THE EYE OF THE CHICKEN.
ITS LOOKING AT ME.

‘You're off your rocker, Nico, says Claudia.

‘I've got to take a closer look at that eye,
says Nico, and he rushes further up the
Chicken’s neck.

‘Come back, you idiot, says Claudia.

Nico takes no notice.

THE EYE he mumbles, standing on

the right breast of the Chicken.

‘Careful, it could be a booby trap, you fool,;
yells Claudia.

But nothing can stop Nico now. He
clambers further up the Chicken, till he is
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perched on the beak, staring into the
Chicken’s eye, repeating:

‘THE EYE. NICO MUST HAVE THE EYE,
THE EYE |

|
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THE BONECRUNCHERS
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THE MAZE
IS DROWNING !
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OK, things have become a bit messy. The
Underworld is rapidly filling with water, thanks
to Nico and that stupid stone Chicken. Our
heroes are drowning. Then up floats the
Chicken’s surfboard. Well, that’s a lucky break.
Why isn’t the surfboard made of stone like the
rest of the Chicken, | hear you ask? Well, you
ask too many questions. Just read on and
accept it. Or insert the object of your choice
at this point. Such as the bloated carcass of a
long-dead Prime Minister. Or a jet ski loaned
to us by our kind sponsor, Petrol Head Inc.
It isn’t going to matter much because they are
going to escape anyway, they just don’t know
it yet. Ooops, sorry, | gave it away a bit.
Actually they drown. And that’s the end.
So close the book and go to sleep.
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| suppose you are wondering what he is
going to say.

‘...as long as we don’t run into the...’

Now my guess is that he is talking about
a Cyclops. I'm saying that because I've read
the book. But for those who haven’t read the
book, you may be thinking: what are they
about to meet? If you are trying to leave the
Underworld by water, what wouldn’t you want
to meet?

A giant feral food processor, perhaps?
A Very Large Stomping Foot? Or Mmnjhuy76?
Which may not make much sense to you,
until | tell you that | accidentally leant on my
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keyboard and it typed out Mmnjhuy76? But
it just so happens that Mmnjhuy76 is the
name of a huge 1000 metre waterfall on
planet Vjsingh, in the Andromeda Galaxy.
Spooky eh?

In fact they don’t meet any of these things.
What they do meet is a...
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Do you know what a Giant Cyclops is? |
don’t suppose you meet too many of them at
your school. Although, in Grade 4 at Narrators
Elementary School, | did have this foul-
smelling teacher with only one eye. She was
very hairy and she did have a laser-like stare
which could turn you into a pile of smoking
ash. Which, spooky though it may be, is
exactly the definition of a Cyclops in the
NCGUB. So if you're wondering what a
Cyclops looks like, look at your Grade 4
teacher.

Back to the action. (Are you still with me?)
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Now, | suppose you’re wondering what King
Vidor is doing at this very moment. | can tell
you one thing, he should not be feeling very
kingly. | can see him sitting on the throne. He
is thinking he can smell noxious gases
wafting up from the Underworld. He is thinking
that maybe he hasn’t seen the last of Icon.
He’s got a feeling that stealing power from his
brother is not going to be as easy as Crundor
had said it would be. Maybe there is a big
battle looming. Maybe Icon and Vidor will go
head to head in a battle to the death. And
then again, maybe not.

Meanwhile, is that a bit of a crowd | hear
milling around outside the palace? Chucking
things at the windows? Saying they are
hungry and they wouldn’t mind eating Vidor
for their first course and Crundor for afters?

Perhaps | am seeing that. But Vidor isn’t.
For he is a king. And kings always think
everything is going wonderfully, and that
everyone loves them, and when they
eventually die of old age their coffin will be
covered knee-deep in flowers. Fools!
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Meanwhile, in the Underworld, things are
looking up, for everyone except the Cyclops.
As he goes down, a giant wave is thrown up.
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As luck would have it, our heroes, surfing on
THE ULTIMATE WAVE, fly through space and
time. Where they will end up is a bit of a
lottery. A bit like spinning one of those wheels
at a school fete. The leather strap flicking
across the nails, clacketty, clacketty, clack.
Slowing the wheel down. It could stop on any
number...except mine, of course.

| must be the most unlucky Narrator in the
universe. | never win anything on those stupid
wheels. | remember one school fete.
| desperately wanted to win a battery
operated autocue machine. A very handy
thing for a Narrator. You could take it out in
the countryside, somewhere far, far away,
set it up and start talking about anything you
liked. Maybe pre-program it with a narration
you stole from some TV nature show. What a
buzz. But did | win it? Of course not. | never
win anything.

But enough of my problems.

There’s a story to tell. Where were we?
Oh, yes, flying through space and time.
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Hmmm! Well, | wasn’t expecting that. And nor
was the backwards Mikey, of course, who
would lose a lot of weight in the next few
years due to his total fear of fridges.

And what of our heroes?

Well, I can tell you a bit about them. Icon
retires to a far-off planet in the Crab Nebula
and opens a chicken shop. Nico marries
Claudia and they live happily ever after. And
Mikey leaves on a journey of discovery to find
the elusive backwards Mikey, who always
manages to keep just one step behind him.
And the M.1.T.? Well, it returns to Duryllium,
kills Vidor, marries Crundor and together they
turn Duryllium into the biggest turkey farm in
the universe.

There is another ending, of course, if you
don’t like mine. Look at it if you want. | know
which one | prefer.




, MY DEAR FRIENDS,
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OK, dear reader, that’s it.

Icon returns to Duryllium to challenge his
misguided twin brother, Vidor. Nico, Claudia
and Mikey use the M.L.T. to leave Planet
Acahti and return home to Ithaca.

And you must put this book down and get
on with your life. But, congratulations, you
have conquered the STORYMALZE. Not that it
was that hard with such a brilliant Narrator.
But, you did find your way through the Maze
of Madness without throwing the book against
the wall. You have done battle with the
Cyclops without turning into a smoking pile of
ashes. And most importantly you have

learned THE SECRET OF THE STORYMALZE:

To reach the end,
is only the beginning.

Or as they say on Ganymede:

L2z P
-1 ¥c}
OK. That’s it. Close the book.
Thank you, come again.
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Meanwhile, in a parallel universe on a planet
called Acahti, a creature called Yekim has a
problem...

.
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A GUIDE TO M.LT.S* LANGUAGE

0

01

11

010
011
110
0000
0010
0100
0111
0001
1001
00000
10101
10111
100111
101110
111000
111010

| hate surfing

There's lice in here!

You idiot!

Bummer

Hello, master

Goodnight

Ouch

My yak has fleas!

Oh, joy!

That's handy

Giant pink M.|.T.-eating treefrog
HELP!

ICON!

My head hurts

Just following orders, fly-breath
Panic stations!!

Quiet, you stupid animal-head people
What the *&\%$# am | doing here?
As it happens, | play with my feet

| hate water!

*M.LT. (pronounced em-eye-tee) is short for Mental Image Transfer.



LOOK QUT FOR THE NEXT
STORYMALZE ADVENTURE!

T

OF

Available at a store
somewhere in the known universe!
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