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Ludo grabs the chance to make Australia
an even better place.

ISBN 978-0-14-379323-6

What length do
you like your
stories to be?

BOOKS IN A
SERIES

HELP
AROUND
THE HOUSE

loyal
creatures

A TALKING
NOSE GERM

* Cane toads were introduced to Australia
in 1935 in an attempt to control the beetles
destroying sugar cane. They are now
considered pests. If you knew this fact, you
should definitely also read the Toad books,
you’ll enjoy them, but you’re obviously
someone who knows a little about history
so you’re probably going to like Loyal
Creatures and the Felix series also.
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You’re never too young to run a country.

SNEAK PEEK EXTRACT

I

When Ludo tries to make Australia a better place
after his dad is elected to parliament, things don’t go
according to plan . . .

’d never been in a police interview room
before. It was very bright. Just like in
the movies. Except the police officer
sitting with me was nicer than most police
officers in movies. She kept smiling at me
sympathetically.
It was good of her, but it didn’t really help.
I was feeling too stressed. Wondering if
Henry and I had done the right thing. Cutting
protective clothing from a serious wound.
Pressing a couple of not-very-clean scout
scarves onto it. Possibly exposing an innocent
man’s internal organs to microbes and biscuit
crumbs.
I tried to stop thinking about it. The man
was in expert hands now.
The ambulance officers had said me and
Henry did a good job, keeping the man alive.
They hadn’t mentioned anything about
microbes or gangrene.
Yet.
‘Come on,’ I muttered impatiently to Mike
and the detectives, wherever they were.
I just wanted to get the questioning over and
find out how the wounded man was.
I looked at my watch.
Ten minutes I’d been in here.
What was Mike doing? The two detectives
who brought me here had been ready to start,
then Mike had said he needed to talk to them
first.
Finally the door opened.
‘Sorry about the wait,’ said one of the
detectives as they all came in. ‘Let’s get started.’
The sympathetic police officer gave me a
last smile and went out. The two detectives sat
across the table from me. Mike sat against the
wall.
‘More water?’ said the detective, pointing to
my half-empty glass.
‘No thanks,’ I said. ‘How is he?’
‘He’s been shot,’ said the other detective. ‘He’s
still alive, thanks to you. They’re operating
now.’
I stared at the detective.
Shot?
When Henry had said that’s what he thought
it was, I told him he was crazy. Why would

anyone shoot a homeless person?
‘Talk us through how you found him,’ said
the first detective.
I told them everything I could remember.
When I mentioned the kangaroo, the
detectives glanced at each other, and at Mike.
They didn’t seem to like what they were
hearing. I wasn’t sure why, but it made me
wish I could have kept her out of it.
‘And when exactly,’ said the first detective,
‘did you hear the gunshot?’
‘I didn’t,’ I said.
The detective looked at me.
‘You must have heard a gunshot,’ he said.
‘You were in the vicinity.’
‘Area,’ explained Mike, which he didn’t need
to.
‘I didn’t hear a gunshot,’ I said.
‘Think very carefully,’ said the other
detective. ‘A gunshot doesn’t have to be a loud
bang. It can be more like a crack, or a snap or
any sharp noise.’
‘I didn’t hear any of those things,’ I said.
I was just trying to be helpful, but the
detectives didn’t look like they’d noticed. They
both did some noisy nose breathing.
The interview room was even brighter now,
and very hot. I was starting to feel not very
well.
I glanced over at Mike.
He was watching me with a grim face. Not
doing any of the things he should have been
doing. The reason the law says an adult has to
be in the room when a kid is being interviewed
by the police is so the adult can keep a loving
or friendly eye on the kid and make sure the
kid isn’t being stressed or bullied into feeling
not very well.
Mike wasn’t doing any of those things.
I wondered if Henry was feeling this bad.
At least he had Mrs Bayliss as his interviewroom adult. She wouldn’t just be sitting there
scowling. Henry was probably eating Anzac
biscuits.
‘Let’s go over it again,’ said the first detective.
‘Everything you can remember from after you
left the climbing centre.’
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