
Reading age: 7+

The people of Pembrose have long believed 
that King Arthur and the sorcerer Merlin 
once lived near their small town. In fact, the   
cave where Merlin did his magic is a popular 
attraction for visitors. But now a handsome 
archaeologist has come to town claiming that 
the cave is just a hoax – a legend to attract 
tourists. Minerva, Ravi and Thomasina believe 
in the legend and in Merlin. Once they prove 
it to the archaeologist, the three friends can 
get back to the mystery of Minerva’s missing 
parents.

Anything can happen —  
you just have to believe!
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This is the story of Minerva Mint, a nine-year-old girl 

with fiery red hair. Minerva knows just one thing about 

her parents: they are incredibly forgetful. Well, at least 

she thinks they must be. They forgot her in a suitcase 

at Victoria Station in London when she was just a baby. 

Fortunately, an energetic custodian named Geraldine 

Flopps found her. Now Minerva and Mrs. Flopps live 

together at Lizard Manor, a run-down mansion that 

sits atop a cliff in Cornwall, England. 

The suitcase in which Minerva was found was made 

of high-quality leather, with the initials MM carved on 

the brass lock. It was covered with labels from exotic 

places, suggesting it had traveled to Egypt, Beijing, 

Timbuktu, and Tahiti. In addition to baby Minerva, a 

number of other things were inside the bag: a thick book 

(Universal Encyclopedia, Vol. IV, M-P); a letter with 

an odd message, addressed to a Mr. Septimus Hodge, 

Torrington Place, London; and the deed of property to 

Lizard Manor, which bore a lizard-shaped seal. Minerva 

believes these things are clues that could reveal her  
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identity. For her entire life, she has been trying to 

unravel the mystery herself. But now, finally, she has 

some help: her new friends Ravi and Thomasina.  

Minerva has many questions she would like to 

answer. To start with, what happened to all the lizards 

at Lizard Manor? Why are there fourteen owls living on 

the roof? And will she ever find her parents? 

Maybe it’s Lizard Manor’s magical qualities or her 

own mysterious origins, but Minerva’s philosophy is 

that anything can happen, if you just believe. With that 

in mind she, together with Ravi and Thomasina, solved 

the mystery of the letter addressed to Septimus Hodge. 

They found a small box hidden in a kitchen wall at 

Lizard Manor. On the lid of the box was a drawing of a 

wide tower with two words carved in the wood: Ordo 

Noctuae: Order of the Owls. Inspired by the box, the 

three friends decided to found a club called the Order 

of the Owls to solve the mystery of Minerva’s origins 

and help everyone in need. But first, they must find 

their own hideout . . .

seal. Minerva believes these things are clues that could 

reveal her identity. For her entire life, she has been 

trying to unravel the mystery herself. But now, finally, 

she has some help: her new friends Ravi and Thomasina.  

Minerva has many questions she would like to 

answer. To start with, what happened to all the lizards 

at Lizard Manor? Why are there fourteen owls living on 

the roof? And will she ever find her parents? 
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Chapter 1

SECRET 
MISSION

Minerva jumped all around her bedroom, wearing 
just one boot. She was already running late when she 
looked at herself in the mirror and realized that her 
dress was inside out and all the seams were showing.

“Shoot!” she said.
She undressed quickly, turned the dress right side 

out, and put it on correctly. Then she flew down the 
stairs at full speed. 

Minerva found her other boot under the couch in 
living room number three, which Lizard Manor’s fam-
ily of foxes — Ginger, Cinnamon, and their beautiful,  

Minerva jumped all around her bedroom, wearing 
just one boot. She was already running late when she 
looked at herself in the mirror and realized that her 
dress was inside out and all the seams were showing.

“Oh, no!” she said.
She undressed quickly, turned the dress right side 

out and put it on correctly. Then she flew down the 
stairs at full speed. 

Minerva found her other boot under the couch 
in living room number three, which Lizard Manor’s 
family of foxes – Ginger, Cinnamon and their beautiful,  
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tawny-haired puppies — called home. One of the 
foxes must have gotten ahold of the boot and chewed 
up its edge, but Minerva wore it anyway. They were 
her lucky boots, and she needed luck that day. She 
was about to head out on an important expedition 
with her friends.

Minerva noticed that the window was open. It 
was spring outside; the sun was coming up and a 
slight fog hovered in the garden. A sweet, salty breeze 
blew in from the sea, and the grass was dotted with 
some little yellow and pink flowers that were still 
damp from the night.

A big white owl flew toward the roof saying, 
“Woot! Woot!”

“Hi, Augustus!” shouted Minerva, appearing at the 
window.

The owl kept flying upward, as solemn and quiet 
as a ghost. He joined the thirteen other owls that 
made their nest inside the house’s crooked chimneys.

Minerva hurried to the hall, past the place where 
a big suit of armor missing an arm and leg stood, and 
threw open the door. 

tawny-haired cubs – called home. One of the foxes 
must have chewed the edge, but Minerva wore it 
anyway. They were her lucky boots and she needed 
luck that day. She was about to head out on an 
important expedition with her friends.

Minerva noticed that the window was open. It 
was spring outside; the sun was coming up and a 
slight fog hovered in the garden. A sweet, salty breeze 
blew in from the sea, and the grass was dotted with 
some little yellow and pink flowers that were still 
damp from the night.

A big white owl flew towards the roof saying, 
“Woot! Woot!”

“Hi, Augustus!” shouted Minerva, appearing at the 
window.

The owl kept flying upward, as solemn and quiet 
as a ghost. He joined the thirteen other owls that 
made their nest inside the house’s crooked chimneys.

Minerva hurried to the hall, past the place where 
a big suit of armour missing an arm and leg stood, 
and threw open the door. 

“Oh, no. I forgot something!” she said, 



“Oh, no. I forgot something!” she said, turn-
ing around. 

She flew back upstairs, ran into her bed-
room, and pulled her beloved slingshot from 
underneath a pillow on the bed. Minerva 

admired it for a second — she had built it with 
her own hands and was very proud of it — then 
put it in her pocket. Now she was truly ready for 
adventure!

* * *

Outside, Minerva saw her guardian, 
Mrs. Flopps, pacing back and forth on the 
grass. She wore a Scottish cloak around 

turning around. 
She flew back upstairs, ran into her 

bedroom and pulled her beloved catapult 
from underneath a pillow on the bed. Minerva 
admired it for a second – she had built it with 

her own hands and was very proud of it – then 
put it in her pocket. Now she was truly ready for 
adventure!

* * *

Outside, Minerva saw her guardian, Mrs 
Flopps, pacing back and forth on the grass. 

She wore a Scottish cloak around her 
shoulders and a soft hat on one side of 
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her shoulders and a soft hat on one side of her head. 
Under her arm, she carried an artist’s easel, ready for 
her daily painting time. As she did every morning, 
Mrs. Flopps took deep breaths of the salty ocean air. 
This was how she prepared for her day.

“I’ll see you around tea time!” shouted Minerva, 
running toward the gate. “I’m going to go look for a 
hideout with Ravi and Thomasina!” 

Mrs. Flopps, still focusing all her efforts on her 
breathing, only said, “Um, okay, okay. Good.”

Minerva ran breathlessly down a shortcut that 
led to the village. Luckily that day she didn’t have to 
worry about being surprised by Gilbert’s gang, who 
controlled the side of the cliff where she lived. Gilbert 
and his terrible dog, William the Conqueror, were in 
London, visiting an uncle.

Minerva celebrated her freedom with a series of 
cartwheels and then started running again. Her red 
locks danced in the wind as if they, too, were cel-
ebrating the beautiful day. 

Lizard Manor, Minerva’s home, sat atop Admiral 

her head. Under her arm, she carried an artist’s easel, 
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morning, Mrs Flopps took deep breaths of the salty 
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running towards the gate. “I’m going to go look for a 
hideout with Ravi and Thomasina!” 

Mrs Flopps, still focusing all her efforts on her 
breathing, only said, “Um, okay, okay. Good.”

Minerva ran breathlessly down a shortcut that 
led to the village. Luckily that day she didn’t have to 
worry about being surprised by Gilbert’s gang, who 
controlled the side of the cliff where she lived. Gilbert 
and his terrible dog, William the Conqueror, were in 
London, visiting an uncle.

Minerva celebrated her freedom with a series 
of cartwheels and then started running again. Her 
red locks danced in the wind as if they, too, were 
celebrating the beautiful day. 

Lizard Manor, Minerva’s home, sat atop Admiral 
Rock, a cliff with an amazing view of the turquoise-
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Rock, a cliff with an amazing view of the turquoise-
green sea and Cornwall’s coast. It was an ancient 
mansion with more than fifty rooms. The windows 
seemed to peer out at the world, and the whole house 
had a mysterious air surrounding it. People in town 
said that the mansion had been built by smugglers or 
pirates. After all, its position on top of the cliff was 
ideal for spotting the approaching English navy or a 
fleet of Spanish ships full of gold coins. 

Minerva was supposed to meet Ravi and 
Thomasina at the Pembrose post office on Plum Tree 
Avenue, the town’s main road. Plum Tree Avenue was 
also the site of the Fishbone Inn (the only place to 
stay in the village), one gray stone church, the Misses 
Bartholomew’s fancy clothing shop, and Dr. Gerald’s 
clinic.

The village was filled with excitement because the 
Sea Festival was coming up. The festival celebrated 
everything that was important in Cornwall: legends, 
food, music, and dancing. It was also the official start 
of Pembrose’s tourist season, when camera-toting 

green sea and Cornwall’s coast. It was an ancient 
mansion with more than fifty rooms. The windows 
seemed to peer out at the world and the whole house 
had a mysterious air surrounding it. People in town 
said that the mansion had been built by smugglers or 
pirates. After all, its position on top of the cliff was 
ideal for spotting the approaching English navy or a 
fleet of Spanish ships full of gold coins. 

Minerva was supposed to meet Ravi and 
Thomasina at the Pembrose post office on Plum Tree 
Avenue, the town’s main road. Plum Tree Avenue was 
also the site of the Fishbone Inn (the only place to 
stay in the village), one grey stone church, the Misses 
Bartholomew’s fancy clothing shop and Dr Gerald’s 
clinic.

The village was filled with excitement because the 
Sea Festival was coming up. The festival celebrated 
everything that was important in Cornwall: legends, 
food, music and dancing. It was also the official start 
of Pembrose’s tourist season, when camera-toting 
tourists invaded the sleepy, narrow, stone roads. 
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tourists invaded the sleepy, narrow, stone roads. 
Some of the tourists stayed in villagers’ homes, while 
others lodged at the Fishbone Inn.

A tiny stream of green smoke floated out of the 
chimney at the Fishbone Inn. Timothy, the owner, 
was already awake. He was cooking his infamous 
pepper cod soup, which filled the air with a horrible 
smell.

Down by the port, on the small beach full of fish-
ing nets, ropes, and lobster pots, fishermen prepared 
their stands for the fish market.

Ravi was already waiting outside the post office 
with his hands in his pockets. He looked anxious, and 
he kept trying to blow his long hair out of his eyes.

Minerva huffed and puffed as she finally arrived. 
She’d run all the way there, and now she could barely 
breathe. She bent over and tried to catch her breath. 
Once she felt better, she glanced up and noticed that 
there were three bicycles lying against the wall. She 
looked at her friend with a puzzled expression.

“These are for you and Thomasina,” Ravi explained, 

Some of the tourists stayed in villagers’ homes, while 
others lodged at the Fishbone Inn.

A tiny stream of green smoke floated out of the 
chimney at the Fishbone Inn. Timothy, the owner, 
was already awake. He was cooking his infamous 
pepper cod soup, which filled the air with a horrible 
smell.

Down by the port, on the small beach full of 
fishing nets, ropes and lobster pots, fishermen 
prepared their stands for the fish market.

Ravi was already waiting outside the post office 
with his hands in his pockets. He looked anxious and 
he kept trying to blow his long hair out of his eyes.

Minerva huffed and puffed as she finally arrived. 
She’d run all the way there and now she could barely 
breathe. She bent over and tried to catch her breath. 
Once she felt better, she glanced up and noticed that 
there were three bicycles leaning against the wall. 
She looked at her friend with a puzzled expression.

“These are for you and Thomasina,” Ravi explained, 
pointing at the two nicer bicycles. His was a piece of 


