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Prologue

Hello! Hairy Hippo Harry Heape here! Welcome 

back to the wonderful world of Indiana Bones 

and his number one side-pal, Aisha Ghatak. You 

remember these two heroes, right? Of course 

you diddley-do.

Indiana Bones is the dog (obvi) and what 

you need to know about him is that he’s a 

shaggy, magical talking pooch from another 
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• She was forced to marry Philippe of Castile, 

a Spanish prince, but he banished her to 

far-flung lands when she had a daughter 

because the big foolish fool wanted a son 

(what a bum-hat).

• The Lonely Avenger pillaged the whole 

world for treasure to build a shrine to his 

beloved Diane.

• The treasure has never been found, but 

Aisha and Bones got super close in the 

last book.

• Baddies are on their trail: Philip Castle, Lord 

Henry Lupton (known as the Serpent) and 

their minion, stinky Ringo.

dimension with a fiendish fondness for 

fish fingers.

What you need to know about Aisha is that 

she has a black belt in archaeology, she’s as 

clever as a cupcake and brave as a Bengal tiger.

Before we get cracking, I thought it was 

slimportant to write a ‘Reminderoony Section’ 

all about these two and their search for the 

lost treasure of the Lonely Avenger.

Check it:

• The Lonely Avenger was a French knight who 

lived more than two thousand years ago.

• He fell in love with King Guntram’s 

daughter, Diane.
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Philip Castle is a direct descendant of 

Philippe of Castile, the Spanish prince, and is 

hell-bent on finding the treasure, so he can 

reclaim the riches he feels are his birthright. 

Lupton is a rich and slippery collector who 

wants the Avenger’s treasure because he is 

greedy and selfish. Ringo is their fool and he 

smells more frightful than bin juice.

That’s enough blah blah blah for now 

because I am itching to get into the story 

because it’s a great big banger.

Okay. Let’s bounce.

1

Back to Earth

It was a deliciously soft summer’s morning 

and the whole world was as quiet as a library 

for moths. Aisha and Julimus drifted gently 

down through the creamy clouds in their 

wonderful, but now rather battered, tuk-tuk 

hot air balloon, made especially for them in 
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Bones and Julimus’s boy Jovis curled up asleep 

under a thick Persian blanket.

The shabby-suited Julimus checked his maps 

and announced, ‘By my calculations, we should 

be close. It is time to drop through the clouds 

and see whether I am correct. Forgive me if we 

are in fact right above a volcano!’ he joked.

Julimus skilfully steered the balloon lower, 

through the mist. Aisha peered down, excited 

to see where they would plop out.

If she had been a cartoon, her eyes would 

have boinged out on springs because as they 

emerged from the clouds, Aisha saw that 

they were directly above the River Thames, 

over central London, heading down towards 

Tower Bridge.

a motorbike repair shop in the backstreets of 

Casablanca. They were both zonked and very 

much looking forward to a mega-snoozzze.

Our valiant voyagers sat slumped in silence. 

They were returning from an epic badventure 

which had culminated in an escape from a 

pyramid, followed by a scarifying rescue from 

the Egyptian army, the Serpent and Castle. 

They had met Julimus on their travels and 

had helped him free his son from a curse deep 

within the tummy of one of the pyramids. 

Worried that the baddies knew where Aisha 

and Indiana lived, Julimus had invited his 

new friends to stay at his house. It was little 

wonder they were pooped and more than 

happy to sit in peace, with Aisha’s dog Indiana 
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The Good Team floated serenely on, towards 

the Tower of London on the banks of the 

river. ‘That is the home of the Crown Jewels,’ 

Julimus informed them, nodding knowledgeably 

towards the medieval fortress. Aisha’s heart 

skipped a beat, as it always did when she 

heard about yummy treasure. It reminded her 

about the vast, swaggy piles of loot that the 

Avenger had hidden somewhere.

Just days ago, she and Indiana had felt sure 

that they were on the cusp of finding it in the 

Great Pyramid of Khufu. Instead, they found 

an empty coffin, the Avenger’s silver sword 

and, thrillingly, his journal, which Aisha hoped 

would give them plenty of clues as to where to 

look next for the French knight’s fortune. Even 

Aisha woke Indiana Bones and the boy 

Jovis, knowing they wouldn’t want to miss 

the excitement of floating serenely above 

somewhere that very much felt like home.

‘Yay!’ said Indiana Bones. ‘Londinium! Let’s 

get some fish and chips,’ he added, rubbing his 

belly and licking his lips.

Julimus brought them lower, and they 

passed right between the two towers of Tower 

Bridge. Passengers on a red London bus, stuck 

in morning traffic, looked up, surprised. A gang 

of school children waved, clapped and took 

photos. A city gentleman raised his bowler 

hat to them as a greeting. It’s not every day 

that you see a floating tuk-tuk hot air balloon 

cruising above the Thames.
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As they headed towards Westminster 

Bridge, Julimus and Aisha too became aware 

of the noise of the aircraft Indiana had 

picked up moments earlier. I smell trouble, 

Indiana thought to himself, sniffing at 

the sky.

‘We have company,’ he announced. ‘Small 

seaplane. Looks as though it could carry half a 

dozen people. Could be heading our way.’

‘Why do I get the feeling we’re being 

followed?’ Aisha asked anxiously, hoping 

Julimus would tell her that seaplanes were 

common above the Thames and there was 

no need to worry. As they watched, the 

plane arced and began to head quite clearly 

towards them.

better, their deadly enemies didn’t know of the 

journal’s existence.

The tuk-tuk floated past St Katharine Docks 

and Indiana’s super-keen doggy ears picked up 

the buzz of a light aircraft somewhere above 

them. He lifted his sunglasses and peered into 

the heavens.

‘Nearly home,’ declared Julimus.

‘I can’t wait to see where you live,’ 

replied Aisha.

‘Don’t get too excited,’ said Julimus. ‘It is 

a very modest apartment that comes with 

my other job. Archaeology doesn’t always 

pay well and so I also work as a school 

caretaker—’ He broke off and pointed. ‘Look! St 

Paul’s Cathedral!’
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seaplane began to climb higher into the sky, 

which made our friends feel a little safer.

‘Seems as though we may have been 

getting panicky for nothing,’ said Julimus. ‘They 

look to be heading up, up and away.’

Just then Jovis stood up and pointed 

excitedly. ‘Home!’ he said.

Ahead of them was an old green-roofed 

Victorian building. As they got closer, Aisha 

saw that it was a school with a small 

playground. As they got nearer still, she 

realised there was an Astroturf football pitch 

on its flat roof, and gleaming white goalposts 

with nets at either end. ‘Cool!’ grinned Indiana. 

‘Your home has a big green Wembley wig on!’

Julimus brought the tired and battered hot 

‘I feel the same way,’ Julimus replied, 

trying in vain to increase the speed of the hot 

air balloon.

‘There’s no way we’re outrunning anything 

in this,’ Aisha said. ‘I just hope we can make it 

to your house before they catch us up.’

‘If Ringo or the Serpent or Castle is in that 

plane, I am going to be as grumpy as a camel 

with a bum splinter,’ said Indiana indignantly.

‘They may try to force us down onto the 

river,’ Julimus fretted. ‘I’m going to take us 

away from the water.’ He turned the tuk-tuk’s 

handlebars and headed north. They scooted 

over Buckingham Palace and London Zoo, 

edging towards the safety of his home.

As they neared their destination, the 
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‘But I’m as tired as ten teenage tortoises,’ 

grumbled Indiana. ‘Sleepy as a sloth. I’m more 

worn out than a shuffler’s shoe.’

‘They can land right next to me. I don’t 

care,’ sighed Aisha. ‘I shall curl up and sleep at 

their feet. They can talk to me tomorrow.’

Shielding their eyes against the sun, the 

four friends watched the figures descend. 

The strangers were both wearing balaclavas. 

Whoever they were, whether it was the 

Serpent, Castle or smelly Ringo, there would be 

no more running.

As the intruders came in to land, Aisha, 

Julimus and Jovis slowly backed away, and 

Indiana got ready to defend the group.

The figures in black touched down skilfully. 

air balloon smoothly down to land, right in 

the centre of the pitch. The crew clambered 

out and stretched their aching bodies, thinking 

how delicious it would be to finally get some 

proper rest.

These feelings of happiness were to last 

but a second as, from behind his trademark 

sunglasses, Indiana looked up into the sky 

and saw the seaplane again, now circling 

high above. To their alarm, two tiny figures in 

black jumped out of the plane. Within a few 

short seconds, they’d pulled open parachutes 

and were floating silently down towards 

the friends.

‘Oh dearie measles,’ gulped Julimus. ‘But 

how did they find us?’
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in a far-flung country for digging somewhere 

without the correct paperwork. He hugged 

Aisha long and hard and kissed her four times 

on the forehead. It felt wonderful!

Finally, Dr Ghatak stood up, twinkling. 

‘I hear you’ve been having the most splendid 

time in Egypt!’ he started, but was immediately 

silenced as Indiana bounced all over him again.

‘Lovely to see you too, my boy!’ he laughed 

in between enormous doggy kisses. ‘But do let 

me get up. There’s someone I need to introduce 

you to.’

In their joy, Aisha and Indiana had 

forgotten that two people had landed on the 

roof. Turning, they saw the second figure 

walking towards them, removing her balaclava. 

In a super-smooth manoeuvre, the taller of the 

two unclipped his parachute. Walking towards 

them, he slowly pulled off his balaclava to 

reveal shoulder-length grey hair and a kind, 

twinkly face.

Aisha’s heart boomed. ‘Dad!’ she bellowed, 

and she and Indiana sprinted towards him, 

both feeling happier than a pair of chubby butt 

cheeks in a pants shop.

Dr Satnam Ghatak lost his balance as the 

pair jumped at him, falling backwards onto the 

pretend grass. Aisha hugged her dad for all 

she was worth and Indiana licked him like a 

lollipop, all over his friendly face. Aisha hadn’t 

seen her world-famous archaeologist dad for 

weeks. In fact, he’d been locked up, yet again, 
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special hero knew he’d once lived in Skara Brae 

in the far north of Scotland, thousands of years 

ago. Dr Ghatak had found him as a pup, in a 

magical underground chamber, frozen in time.

He adored Aisha’s father and was sure his 

own mum and dad would have loved his new 

family too. But he did wish he’d been able to 

get to know his parents before settling down 

as the Ghataks’ family pet.

While he pondered, the marvellous and 

mysterious sapphire in Indiana’s collar began to 

change colour, glowing slightly at the memory 

of where he was from.

She was a woman with shoulder-length 

blonde hair, which she ruffled and ran her 

fingers through.

‘This is my friend Celia Kane,’ Dr Ghatak 

announced with a very big smile. ‘Celia works 

for an insurance company. She’s a sort of 

loss adjuster.’

Everyone said their hellos and then Julimus 

led them all inside. Even though it was warm, 

Aisha felt distinctly chilly. She had so much to 

tell her dad and she wished very much that she 

could have him all to herself.

As Indiana trotted in behind Aisha and her 

dad, he began wondering about his own mother 

and father, something he hadn’t done for a 

while. He couldn’t remember his parents. Our 




