
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    The Mystery of the Secret Lake 
 
    The Mystery Series – Book No. 13 
 
      
 
    By Paul Moxham 
 
      
 
      
 
    Copyright 2020 Paul Moxham 
 
      
 
      
 
    Version Updated: 24th October 2020 
 
      
 
      
 
    
     Are you an avid reader of Paul’s books? 
 
     Do you like giveaways? Crossword Puzzles?  
 
     Word Searches? Jigsaw Puzzles? 
 
     Then go to www.paulmoxham.com for these  
 
     things and much more 
 
       
 
     If you want to be notified whenever  
 
     Paul releases a new book, click here 
 
       
 
     If you want to ask Paul a question, email him 
 
     at paulmoxham@zoho.com 
 
       
 
     If you’re on Goodreads, check out Paul M Fan Group 
 
      If you’re on Facebook, follow Paul here  
 
       
 
   
 
      
 
      
 
    All rights reserved, without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means  without the prior written permission of the copyright owner of this book. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. 
 
      
 
      
 
    THE MYSTERY SERIES 
 
    This adventure series set in 1950’s Britain will delight children of all ages.  
 
    ~*~*~ 
 
    Summer Holidays: 
 
    The Mystery of Smugglers Cove 
 
    The Mystery of the Missing Money 
 
    The Mystery of the Missing Gnomes 
 
    The Mystery of Adventure Island 
 
    The Mystery of the Mysterious Man 
 
    The Mystery of the Strange Notebook 
 
    The Mystery of Hidden Valley 
 
    ~ 
 
    Winter Holidays: 
 
    The Mystery of Claw Mountain 
 
    The Mystery of the Golden Elephant 
 
    The Mystery of the Red Balloon 
 
    The Mystery of the Golden Dragons 
 
    The Mystery of the Howling Dog 
 
    The Mystery of the Hidden Suitcase 
 
    The Mystery of Treasure Island 
 
    ~ 
 
    Easter Holidays: 
 
    The Mystery of Four Towers 
 
    The Mystery of the Burning Plane 
 
    The Mystery of the Russian Spy 
 
    The Mystery of Ghost Island 
 
    The Mystery of the Perfect Thief  
 
    The Mystery of the Underwater Car 
 
    The Mystery of the Crown Jewels 
 
    ~ 
 
    Summer Holidays: 
 
    The Mystery of the Amphibious Jeep 
 
    The Mystery of the Escaped Prisoner 
 
    The Mystery of the Bermuda Triangle 
 
    The Mystery of the Runaway King 
 
    The Mystery of the Secret Lake 
 
    The Mystery of Crocodile Island 
 
    ~ 
 
    Box Set: 
 
    The Mystery Series Collection (Short Stories 1-4) 
 
    The Mystery Series Collection (Short Stories 5-8) 
 
    The Mystery Series Collection (Short Stories 9-12) 
 
    The Mystery Series Collection (Books 1-3) 
 
    The Mystery Series Collection (Books 4-6) 
 
    The Mystery Series Collection (Books 7-9) 
 
    The Mystery Series Collection (Books 10-12) 
 
    ~ 
 
    Worldwide Adventures: 
 
    International Spy 
 
    ~ 
 
    Choose Your Own Way: 
 
    Danger in Monrovia 
 
    Lost in the Bermuda Triangle 
 
    Escape From Sylvania 
 
    ~ 
 
    Standalone Short Story: 
 
    The Mystery of Santa Claus 
 
    ~ 
 
    Interactive Fiction: 
 
    Earthquake 
 
    Outer Space 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PRAISE FOR THE MYSTERY SERIES 
 
      
 
    “I was drawn in by the fast-paced plot. I enjoyed reading the book and couldn’t wait to see how things turned out.” --- Smashwords Reviewer  
 
      
 
    “Paul Moxham takes the reader on a whirlwind of chase scenarios that up the ante with each narrow escape.” --- Amazon USA Reviewer  
  
 
    “I love this book, could not put it down and I felt as if I was standing beside the characters.” --- Shelfari Reviewer 
  
 
    “This is an entertaining adventure story that would make pleasurable holiday reading for 7 to 10 year olds.” --- Amazon UK Reviewer 
  
 
      
 
    NOTE: 
 
    This can be read as a stand alone story, but if you want to have full knowledge of the characters, I suggest that you read The Mystery of Smugglers Cove, the first book in The Mystery Series.  
 
    ----------- 
 
    This story is set in 1950’s Britain and is written in British English - not American English - so bear this in mind regarding the spelling of some words.  
 
    ----------- 
 
    This story is set after the events in The Mystery of the Runaway King. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Table of Contents 
 
    Chapter 1: A Smashing Invitation 
 
    Chapter 2: Seacrest 
 
    Chapter 3: An Interesting Morning 
 
    Chapter 4: Kidnapped! 
 
    Chapter 5: Stormy Seas 
 
    Chapter 6: The Message 
 
    Chapter 7: Where Is Will? 
 
    Chapter 8: It Doesn’t Make Sense! 
 
    Chapter 9: A Clue 
 
    Chapter 10: The Pyrenees 
 
    Chapter 11: Toledo Valley 
 
    Chapter 12: Some News At Last 
 
    Chapter 13: The Museum Heist 
 
    Chapter 14: Darkness 
 
    Chapter 15: On The Right Track 
 
    Chapter 16: Labyrinth 
 
    Chapter 17: Change Of Plans 
 
    Chapter 18: Wildfire! 
 
    Chapter 19: Hostages 
 
    Chapter 20: Mr Octopus 
 
    Chapter 21: Midnight Swim 
 
    Chapter 22: Reunited 
 
    
 
   


  
 


 
     
 
    Chapter 1: A Smashing Invitation 
 
    Only one week had elapsed since the four children had returned from Zakova and, although Joe enjoyed swimming at the beach at Smugglers Cove, cycling through the woods and climbing the tower at Brackness Castle, he longed to be doing something more exciting. 
 
    While his sisters, Amy and Sarah, weren’t so keen on adventures, his best friend Will loved them just as much as he did.  
 
    Joe had just finished breakfast when the telephone rang. Assuming that it was some friend of his mothers, he ignored it and followed his sisters into the living room.  
 
    However, he had only been in there for a few seconds when Mrs Mitchell popped her head in and called out. “It’s Colin Peterson. He wants to talk to you.” 
 
    Sarah’s green eyes shone. “I wonder what he wants.” 
 
    “I’ll go and see,” Joe offered, rushing out of the room. Like his siblings, he had no idea why the boy would be telephoning them. They had only met him once, when he and the others had rescued the boy from kidnappers. However, recently, Joe had read quite a bit about his father in the newspapers since he was an actor. 
 
    Joe picked up the receiver and spoke to the boy. “Hi Colin, it’s Joe. What’s your news?” 
 
    “I’ve got something to ask you,” Colin replied, excitedly. “As you know, my father is an actor and, since we last saw, you he’s been getting a number of small parts in films. He was recently contacted by a film director who wants him to play the lead role in a film being shot in the Pyrenees.” 
 
    “That’s exciting,” Joe said.  
 
    “Yes, it is,” Colin replied. “However, the reason I’m ringing is to ask if you and your sisters, as well as Will, would like to come with us. Dad thought it would be a way to thank you for what you did last summer. It’s the perfect place to go camping. So, since you love—” 
 
    “Yes, I love camping,” Joe interrupted. “And I’ve never been to the Pyrenees. I’m sure Will and the girls will say yes, but I’m not sure about our parents. Can I ring you back later to confirm?” 
 
    “Of course,” Colin replied. “We’re not going until Saturday morning, so there’s no hurry to give me an answer.”  
 
    Joe quickly wrote down the telephone number that the boy had given him before hanging up. He then went into the living room and told the girls the exciting news.  
 
    They were as thrilled as Joe was and, as soon as Mrs Mitchell had given them permission to go, the three children decided to cycle over to Will’s to tell him the news in person. 
 
    Fortunately, they were just in time to catch him before he and his father left to visit his grandmother. Mr Spencer was loading a suitcase into his car. He waved to the three children. “Hello! Come to see us off?” 
 
    Joe nodded. “Yes, but also to see if Will wants to come to the Pyrenees with us at the weekend.” 
 
    Mr Spencer looked surprised. “The Pyrenees? Are you three going to the Pyrenees?” 
 
    “Who’s going to the Pyrenees?” Will yelled as he locked the front door and rushed up to the car. 
 
    As briefly as they could, the three children told their red headed friend about the phone call. Once they had finished talking, Will turned to his father. “Can I go to the Pyrenees? Please?” 
 
    Mr Spencer nodded. “I don’t see why not. We’re only going to be gone for two days, and the plane isn’t departing until the weekend—” 
 
    “Great!” Will turned to the others. “We can talk more when I get back.” 
 
    Mr Spencer waved and started the engine. As he drove down the driveway, Sarah yelled out. “Have a good time at your grandmothers!” 
 
    “Wish her a happy birthday from me!” Amy shouted. 
 
    “Goodbye!” Joe called out. 
 
    As the car headed down the road, the children fell silent. Joe turned to his sisters. “It’s a good thing the flight to the Pyrenees wasn’t tomorrow, otherwise Will wouldn’t have been able to go with us unless he missed his grandmother’s birthday.” 
 
    Amy nodded. “Yes, that was fortunate. I’m sure his grandmother will enjoy seeing him. I’d love to see our grandparents again soon. It seems ages since we last visited them.” 
 
    “Yes, it’s been a while since we were in Scotland,” Joe said. “Maybe we can go and visit them during the winter holidays.” 
 
    “What shall we do today?” Sarah asked. 
 
    Suddenly, a cloud scudded in front of the sun. As the children peered upwards, they noticed a steady stream of dark clouds moving across the sky.  
 
    Joe frowned. “It doesn’t look as though it will be good weather for outdoors stuff. Maybe we should do something indoors, at least for a while.” 
 
    Amy nodded. “I could clean up my bedroom. I haven’t done that for a while.” 
 
    “Well, why don’t we have a race to see how fast we can clean our bedrooms?” Joe suggested. “The winner can decide what activity to do next.” 
 
    Since the girls agreed with this suggestion, they cycled back up the coastal road, stopping for a minute to admire the view.   
 
    A few moments later, they pulled up outside Rose Cottage, which was perched on top of the cliff. With its dazzling whitewashed walls and rose bushes climbing up the veranda posts, the two storey thatched roof cottage looked like a picture postcard. 
 
    After greeting their mother, they bounded upstairs to their rooms and the race began. Even though Sarah and Amy shared a bedroom, the room was larger than Joe’s, so the competition seemed relatively even. When they had finished, Mrs Mitchell was called up to inspect their work and decide who had done the best job. The girls were named the winners and so they got to choose the next activity.  
 
    They decided that they’d like to do some painting and so, after getting their paints and paper, they sat down at the kitchen table and got to work. Sarah painted a beautiful rainbow, Amy painted a bunch of flowers, and Joe painted a mountain scene. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2: Seacrest 
 
    By the time they had finished, the weather was looking a lot brighter, so they decided to cycle to Darby’s and buy some ice creams. They had just ordered when their friend Quigley entered the cafe. The retired fisherman had a longish white beard and dazzling blue eyes.  
 
    “Hello, Quigley!” Joe called out. 
 
    Quigley walked over. “Hello, there. And what might you lot be up to today?” 
 
    Amy smiled. “We’re going to go for a ride along the cliff path near Brackness Castle.” 
 
    “What are your plans for tomorrow?” Quigley asked. 
 
    “Nothing yet,” Joe replied. “Will has gone to visit his grandmother and won’t be back until tomorrow evening. Why do you ask?” 
 
    Quigley’s blue eyes twinkled. “I’m taking the bus to Seacrest tomorrow morning to pick up a boat that I’m buying from an old friend, then I plan to sail her back to Smugglers Cove. I’m wondering if you’d care to come along with me?” 
 
    “Would we ever!” Joe exclaimed.  
 
    “Oh yes, that would be fun,” Sarah piped up, her green eyes sparkling. “I do hope mother will agree.” 
 
    “What made you decide to buy a boat?” Amy asked.  
 
    The old man stroked his beard. “Well, I missed going out on the water and my friend, Murphy, offered me his boat at a price I could afford. It will need a new coat of paint but, if you’d like to help me with that, you’ll be welcome to come out with me whenever you feel like it.” 
 
    “That would be super,” Joe said. “And I’m sure Will would love to as well.” 
 
    “What are you going to call your boat?” Sarah asked. 
 
    “Well, Murphy named her The Blue Dolphin, so until I come up with a better name, that name will stay,” Quigley replied.  
 
    “Isn’t Seacrest the village that’s near Adventure Island?” Joe asked. 
 
    Quigley nodded. “Yes. It’s also the village that I grew up in. It’s quite an interesting place. It’s even got a ruined castle.” 
 
    Joe’s eyes lit up. “Is it as big as Brackness Castle?” 
 
    “Oh, I’d say so,” Quigley replied. “Anyways, I’ll be catching the nine o’clock bus, so if you want to come with me, make sure to be at the bus stop by then.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s go and ask Mother now,” Joe said. 
 
    The three children waved goodbye to the fisherman and cycled back to Rose Cottage. Mrs Mitchell said she was quite happy for the children to accompany Quigley to Seacrest. In fact, she decided that she would come along for an outing. She hadn’t been to Seacrest before and thought that it would be something different to do, and give her a chance to take a look at the local shops. However, unlike the children, she decided that she would return to Smugglers Cove on the bus as she didn’t want to get seasick.  
 
    The rest of the day seemed to pass quickly and, before the children knew it, they were eating dinner and getting ready for bed. After a quick telephone call to Will, to tell him they were going to Seacrest with Quigley to pick up The Blue Dolphin, they climbed into their respective beds. 
 
    ~ 
 
    The following morning, as the sun shone through the bedroom windows, the three children bounded down the staircase and into the kitchen, eager to eat their breakfast. It was a beautiful looking day and they didn’t want to miss a single second of it.  
 
    By the time nine o’clock came, the three children, along with Mrs Mitchell, were waiting at the bus stop. Quigley, as well as one other prospective passenger, stood next to them. 
 
    The red double-decker bus was right on time. The children hadn’t been on a bus for quite a while and the inland route that the bus was going to take to Seacrest meant that they were heading off the beaten track and going to places they wouldn’t normally see. On the way, the bus was going to stop at a number of rural and seaside villages that dotted the landscape.  
 
    The journey was quite entertaining since the roads were extremely narrow and winding and, more than once, a driver coming towards them had to frantically reverse until the road widened out.  
 
    As the children came in sight of the small fishing village, they saw that the buildings looked much older than those in Smugglers Cove. It almost seemed as though they had stepped back in time. 
 
    As the driver slowly drove the bus down the steep hill, a red sedan seemed to appear out of nowhere. The man slammed his hand on the horn and put his foot on the brake.  
 
    Luckily, as the bus screeched to a stop, the sedan swerved past, narrowly missing them. As the group climbed out of the vehicle, Mrs Mitchell let out the breath that she had been holding in. “You know, I think I might take the train back to Smugglers Cove. I don’t fancy another hair-raising trip like that.” 
 
    Suddenly, someone shouted out. “Quigley!” 
 
    Everyone turned around and saw a jovial looking man with a ruddy complexion and a shock of white hair hurrying towards them. Quigley greeted the man warmly and introduced him to the group. After exchanging a few words, they followed Murphy through the narrow and winding streets of the small village, passing a variety of small shops. Before long, they reached the sheltered harbour and Murphy pointed to the blue cabin cruiser tied up at the end of the pier. 
 
    The boat needed a new coat of paint but, apart from that, it was a decent looking vessel. The inside needed a good scrub since it hadn’t been used for some time but, overall, even Mrs Mitchell thought that Quigley had managed to get a bargain. 
 
    Since the two men wanted to talk about old times, Quigley suggested that Mrs Mitchell and the children meet him outside The Spotted Dog Inn in three hours time.  
 
    Splitting up, the children and their mother headed back to the main street to explore the quaint shops. There was a delicious aroma wafting from the bakery and, since it was some hours since they had eaten, Mrs Mitchell suggested they buy some pies.  
 
    After purchasing them, they found a seat that fronted the beach and they gazed out at the happy scene below them. Children were building sandcastles and paddling in the shallow water while their mothers and fathers sat in colourful, striped deckchairs.  
 
    Suddenly, one of the seagulls that had been circling overhead, dived down and grabbed the paper bag on Sarah’s lap. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3: An Interesting Morning 
 
    “My pie!” Sarah yelled. “Stop him!”  
 
    Joe waved his arms furiously and screamed at the gull who, startled by the boy’s outburst, dropped the bag and flew away. Fortunately, the pie was still intact in the bag.  
 
    After they had finished eating, they walked along the cliff path that led to an abandoned lighthouse. Since the door was partially open, they climbed up the steps.  
 
    Once at the top, they had a magnificent view of the surrounding area. From here, Joe could see the ruined castle with its sole tower rising up through the trees. It looked bigger than Brackness Castle.  
 
    “That must be the castle that Quigley mentioned,” Joe said. “We should explore it with Will one time.” 
 
    Amy nodded, brushing her long brown hair away from her face as a breeze started to blow. “Maybe. How about we walk along the beach?” 
 
    “Look at all those dogs!” Sarah exclaimed, pointing. 
 
    Joe peered in the direction in which his sister was pointing and saw a couple walking along the cliff path. Beside them, were six dogs. 
 
    “Let’s go and see them,” Amy said. “I love dogs.” 
 
    The group hurried down the narrow steps and were just in time to see the couple heading towards the small sandy cove. Eager to see the dogs, as well as explore the cove, the children and Mrs Mitchell followed them down onto the beach. 
 
    It wasn’t long before the dogs, which were various sizes and breeds, rushed up to them. While the children patted the friendly animals, Mrs Mitchell chatted to the middle aged couple, who introduced themselves as Mr and Mrs Bird. They had recently moved to the area and, since they loved animals, they had bought a large property on an isolated part of the coast, and were now taking care of stray animals. 
 
    Wanting to learn more about some of the dogs that were now tearing back and forth along the sand, the children and Mrs Mitchell sat down on the beach and chatted to the couple. 
 
    ~ 
 
    Since Stonehaven, where Will’s grandmother lived, was quite a long way from Smugglers Cove, Mr Spencer and Will departed soon after breakfast. As Mr Spencer drove, the two talked about the birthday party which had occurred the previous day.  
 
    After travelling for two hours, Will caught sight of a sign announcing that they had reached the village of Greenwood. He turned to his father. “Hey! Isn’t that the village we lived in before we moved to London?” 
 
    Mr Spencer nodded. “Yes, it is. If you want, we could stop here and eat the sandwiches that Grandma made for us.” 
 
    “Does this village have a park next to the river?” Will asked. 
 
    Mrs Spencer nodded. “Yes, it does. I’m surprised you remember that.” 
 
    “Well, we came here when mum was sick,” Will said. “I wasn’t all that young then.” 
 
    “Yes, we did.” Mr Spencer was silent for a few moments. “It was just before she passed away.” 
 
    After navigating their way towards the park, Mr Spencer found a parking spot and the two of them climbed out. They took the sandwiches out of the car and strolled down the path. 
 
    As he walked, Will thought about his mother who had died quite a long time ago. He’d been very young, but he could still remember her beautiful smile. He wasn’t one to cry very often but, as he followed his father down the path, he couldn’t help feeling sad as he thought about all the happy times he had shared with his mother.  
 
    More than anything in the world, he wished that he could have spent more time with her. He was just thankful that he still had memories of her, memories that would last a lifetime. Memories that would be with him forever. 
 
    As they walked along the path, Mr Spencer suddenly frowned as he caught sight of a well dressed woman sitting on the park bench. She had shoulder length red hair and wore a green skirt and cardigan. “If I’m not mistaken, that’s Alice Wentworth.” 
 
    “Who is she?” Will asked. 
 
    “I used to go to school with her,” Mr Spencer replied. “I haven’t seen her for ages, must be at least fifteen years, but she looks the same as when I last saw her.” He walked up to the woman and called out. “Alice!” 
 
    The woman’s face was expressionless as she looked up and gazed into Mr Spencer’s eyes. “I’m afraid you’re mistaken. My name’s not Alice.” 
 
    Mr Spencer was stunned. “But you looked up when I called your name. I’m Arthur Spencer, remember? We went to the same school together.” 
 
    The woman shook her head. “No, I’m afraid you have the wrong person.” She quickly walked back down the path. 
 
    Mr Spencer stared after her. “I could have sworn she was the girl who always sat in the front row during math class.” 
 
    “Well, you must have been mistaken,” Will said.  
 
    Mr Spencer watched the retreating figure of the woman, and then suddenly started walking after her. “I just thought of something that will prove whether or not she is my former classmate.” 
 
    “What?” Will asked. 
 
    “Well, the person I knew had a small scar on her left cheek,” Mr Spencer replied. “I particularly remember it because I was there when she tripped over and cut her face.” 
 
    The woman wasn’t walking too fast, so it was fairly easy for Mr Spencer and Will to catch up to her. 
 
    “What do you want?” the woman questioned as Mr Spencer quickly stood in front of her, forcing her to come to a stop. 
 
    “I just want to see something.” Mr Spencer peered towards her left cheek and smiled as he saw the scar. “So! You are Alice Wentworth.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4: Kidnapped! 
 
    “No, I’m not!” the woman insisted, striding away.  
 
    Mr Spencer frowned. “I don’t get it. I’m sure she’s Alice.” As he hurried after her, two men dressed in dark clothes approached the woman. One was short with a moustache and sunglasses, while the other had broad shoulders, a shaven head, and towered over the other one.  
 
    The short man held out his hand. “I’m Sergey, and this is my partner Lazlo. We’re from a detective firm investigating—” 
 
    “What do you want?” the woman questioned. 
 
    “Are you Helen Gaskin who lives at 24 Hoddle Street, Greenwood?” Sergey asked. 
 
    The woman nodded. “Yes, what do you want with me?” 
 
    “You’re wanted for questioning regarding a jewel robbery,” Sergey replied. “So, if you will please come along with us—” 
 
    “Can you show me your credentials?” Helen interrupted.  
 
    Sergey quickly pulled out his wallet and flashed her a card. “Satisfied?” 
 
    Helen shook her head. “I don’t think…” She paused as a police siren wailed in the distance.  
 
    “I’ve had enough of this, grab the woman,” Sergey muttered. 
 
    Lazlo stepped towards Helen and grabbed her arm. “Come on.” 
 
    “Hey! Get your hands off her!” Mr Spencer yelled. “She’s done nothing wrong.” 
 
    Sergey glared at Will’s father. “Who are you?” 
 
    “That’s none of your business,” Mr Spencer said. “I’m going to report you to the police for assault if you don’t—” 
 
    Sergey roughly grabbed hold of Will’s arm. “This your kid?” 
 
    As the red haired boy attempted to free himself from the man’s grasp, Mr Spencer nodded. “If you don’t let him go immediately, I’ll scream for the police.” 
 
    Sergey smiled and pulled a pistol from his pocket. “I wouldn’t make a sound if I were you unless you want your son to get hurt.” He turned to his companion. “Head for the boat.” 
 
    As Lazlo pushed Helen down the path, Sergey turned to Mr Spencer. “I don’t know how you’re connected with all of this but, if you don’t follow me quietly, your son will get hurt.” 
 
    Mr Spencer frowned. “Why do you want the woman?” 
 
    “You’ll soon find out,” Sergey replied. “Come on.” 
 
    Because of the pistol that the man was carrying, Mr Spencer and his son followed Sergey down the path without attempting to escape.  
 
    It wasn’t long before Will caught sight of the small motorboat that was moored beside a pier. As Lazlo sat beside the outboard motor, Will and his father climbed into the boat. 
 
    Suddenly, a policeman appeared on the path, running towards them. “Stop!” 
 
    Sergey shouted at Lazlo and the motorboat roared down the river.  
 
    Will had no idea what was going on, but he was glad his father was with him since he had no idea what was going to happen to them. 
 
    “Where are you taking us?” Mr Spencer asked. 
 
    “No talking,” Sergey snarled. “You’ll have plenty of time to do that later.” 
 
    Half an hour later, the craft suddenly slowed down and came to a stop beside a pier. As Will looked at his surroundings, he saw it was a desolate looking area, which meant there was no hope of being rescued anytime soon. The group left the boat and walked down a path that soon joined with a road and, after walking alongside it for a few minutes, they reached the entrance to a rural airfield. There were two hangars and, parked beside one of them, was a small aircraft, capable of carrying six people.  
 
    Sergey glanced around and, apparently satisfied, waved the rest of the group forward as he hurried on and opened the door to the aircraft. As he climbed into the cockpit, Will realized that the men either owned the aircraft or they were stealing it. It didn’t really matter which one it was because, either way, this meant they intended to take them to a place that was probably far away.  
 
    As he sat down, the engine roared to life and the plane taxied down the runway. A few seconds later, a man in overalls ran out of a hangar and waved them down. He shouted something, but it was impossible to hear what it was since he was too far away.  
 
    However, this was enough to convince Will that the plane hadn’t belonged to the men and they were stealing it. 
 
    As the plane veered up into the air, Mr Spencer put his arm around Will and held him tight. “Don’t you worry. I know things look a bit grim now, but we’ll get out of this mess one way or the other.” 
 
    Since the two men were in the cockpit and some distance away, Mr Spencer leaned over to Helen and spoke in a low voice. “I think it’s time you told us what you’ve got yourself mixed up in.” 
 
    “Why did you follow me?” Helen questioned. “If you hadn’t followed me, the men wouldn’t have kidnapped you as well.” 
 
    “I was worried about you,” Mr Spencer replied. “I don’t like seeing anyone treated unfairly and…” He paused as Sergey left the cockpit and walked down the aisle.  
 
    “Where are the jewels?” Sergey asked. 
 
    Helen frowned. “Jewels? What jewels?” 
 
    “The ones that were stolen from a museum in Madrid last month,” Sergey replied. 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Helen replied. “I’m a reporter and—” 
 
    “Don’t tell lies!” Sergey reached into his pocket and pulled out a notebook. After flicking past the first couple of pages, he resumed talking. “Let me refresh your memory. Cathy Summers, Melissa Siddle, Lisa Andrews.” 
 
    “Am I supposed to recognise those names?” Helen asked.  
 
    “Those are your aliases,” Sergey stated. “Ones you used to steal from rich old men. Need I go on?” 
 
    “Okay, so you know all about me,” Helen admitted. “So why aren’t you taking me to the police?” 
 
    “Because we want the Brodsky Jewels, and you’re the only person who knows where they are since Harry Evans died.” 
 
    Helen looked up in surprise, but said nothing. Sergey noticed her reaction and resumed talking. “We know you were the last person to talk to Harry, and we know he told you where he hid the jewels. So, all you have to do is tell us what he told you.” 
 
    “He didn’t say,” Helen asked. “We just talked about our plans for the future.” 
 
    “So you won’t tell?” Sergey asked. 
 
    “I don’t know anything,” Helen replied. 
 
    “Well, maybe you’ll change your tune when we arrive in Toledo,” Sergey muttered. 
 
    As the man walked back down the aisle to the cockpit, Will turned to his father. “I wonder where Toledo is.” 
 
    “I have no idea,” Mr Spencer replied. “Hopefully, it’s somewhere close.” He turned to Helen. “Is there anything else you want to tell us?” 
 
    Helen shook her head. “Not really, but I didn’t want to drag you or your son into this mess—” 
 
    “Well, like it or not, we’re in this up to our necks because of you,” Mr Spencer muttered. “So pray that everything turns out okay.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5: Stormy Seas 
 
    Since it was time to meet Quigley, Mrs Mitchell and the children said goodbye to the couple and headed back up the cliff path, past the lighthouse, and towards The Spotted Dog.  
 
    Quigley arrived a few minutes after they reached the inn and, after learning that they had already eaten, suggested they go into the inn and have some drinks. And so, while the children drank lemonade, the adults had tea. After looking at the train schedule, Mrs Mitchell decided to take the next train back, which was leaving in ten minutes, since the train after that didn’t leave for several hours. 
 
    After walking to the railway station and saying goodbye to their mother, the children and Quigley headed back to the harbour.  
 
    Without further ado, they climbed aboard The Blue Dolphin and were soon chugging away from the harbour.   
 
    ~ 
 
    As the aircraft reached the coast, Will peered out and noticed that the weather was taking a turn for the worse. While it had been sunny in Greenwood, there was now a big blanket of dark cloud stretching as far as the eye could see.  
 
    Within half an hour, rain was pelting the windows and thunder rumbled in the distance. Suddenly, as the aircraft flew over the water, it decreased in altitude. Will wondered if they were going to land somewhere. “What’s going on?”  
 
    “I’ve no idea,” Mr Spencer admitted. “Maybe they’re trying to avoid the storm.” He stood up and walked towards the cockpit.  
 
    Lazlo turned around. “What do you want?” 
 
    Mr Spencer didn’t want to antagonize him, so he called out. “Why are we flying lower? If you’re not careful, you might hit something.” 
 
    “Get back to your seat and mind your own business,” Lazlo snarled. 
 
    “But I just—” Mr Spencer protested. 
 
    “Get back to your son!” Lazlo interrupted. 
 
    Mr Spencer sighed and shook his head in disbelief as he walked back to his seat. 
 
    ~ 
 
    As The Blue Dolphin motored along, the weather turned cool and storm clouds suddenly appeared overhead. As the sea began to get choppy and rain started falling, Joe left the railing and hurried into the wheelhouse where the others were. The rain lashed the window and the wind howled past, making Joe feel thankful that they had a dry cabin to shelter in. 
 
    After half an hour, the storm had increased in ferocity. Suddenly, Quigley turned to the children. “The rain is coming down so fast it’s making it hard to see where the coastline is. I don’t want to go too far out into the channel because the waves will be bigger, so I think it may be best to anchor at Adventure Island and ride the storm out. It should be coming up on our left very shortly.” 
 
    “Yes, we should be fairly close,” Joe said, thinking about the island that they had previously camped at.   
 
    Quigley manoeuvred the craft in the direction of the island and it wasn’t long before it came into view.  
 
    Amy wasn’t sure how they were going to navigate their way past the treacherous rocks which surrounded the island, but the old fisherman seemed to know the area like the back of his hand, which wasn’t surprising since he’d visited Adventure Island many times. 
 
    Once The Blue Dolphin was safely in the sheltered cove, Quigley switched off the engine and left the wheelhouse to toss the anchor overboard. Once he’d done so, he hurried back to the others. “Now we just have to ride out the storm.” 
 
    The children retreated to the small cabin to talk amongst themselves.  
 
    ~ 
 
    As the rain continued to lash the windows of the plane, Will wondered how bad the storm was going to get. However, as the minutes passed, the storm began to ease up and visibility began to improve. Was it a lull in the storm or was the worst part of the storm over? 
 
    Suddenly, the plane swerved to one side as a lighthouse appeared right in front of them. As the tall structure whipped past, Will wondered for a brief moment if it was the lighthouse on Adventure Island. As he peered down, he caught sight of a blue cabin cruiser in the distance. As they approached the vessel, he wondered if it was anyone he knew. 
 
    ~ 
 
    As the storm became less intense, Joe walked over to the porthole and looked up. The wind was still howling and the rain was still falling, but it wasn’t as ferocious as earlier. 
 
    Joe frowned as he caught sight of a small plane heading directly towards them. He turned to the others. “It’s a plane! And it’s going to be flying right over us!” 
 
    “What?” Amy exclaimed. 
 
    Joe raced out of the cabin, the others hot on his heels. As they stood on the deck, the plane flew almost directly over them. They had never seen a plane flying so low. It was mainly blue with a few stripes of white and could probably seat six people. 
 
    A few minutes later, the plane vanished from view as it disappeared into the storm. 
 
    “I wonder why the pilot is flying so low,” Sarah questioned. 
 
    “Well, maybe he thought that by flying low he would escape the storm,” Amy suggested. 
 
    ~ 
 
    Will was shocked. He was almost sure he had just seen Joe and his sisters standing by the railing of the blue cabin cruiser that they had just passed over. But how was this possible? He then recalled the phone call from Joe about him and his sisters travelling to Seacrest and sailing back on The Blue Dolphin.  
 
    A few minutes later, the plane suddenly dipped even lower. Will felt sure that the men must be crazy. They were literally only twenty meters or so from the pounding waves. 
 
    As the plane sped along and the turbulence decreased, Will wondered if this was how his life was going to end.  
 
    Then, suddenly, the plane began to descend and land came into view. As Will studied the barren landscape, he wondered if it was Windswept Island. 
 
    “Hold on! It may be a rough landing,” Sergey yelled out. 
 
    The three passengers held on for dear life as the aircraft made contact with the rocky ground.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6: The Message 
 
    Fortunately, the plane came to a stop without any harm to the passengers or to the plane.  
 
    As the rain continued to lash at the windows, Sergey switched off the engine. He then stood up and walked down the aisle using this time to stretch his legs.  
 
    As the man walked back to the cockpit, Will peered through the windscreen. He was sure it was Windswept Island. If only there were people camping nearby. Will turned to his father. “There could be people on this island.” 
 
    “Unlikely,” Mr Spencer said. 
 
    As the rain continued to batter the island, Will gazed out of the plane window, wondering if there was anyone else nearby. He had to get out of the plane. However, would the men let him leave? There was only one thing that he could think of, and that was if he were to tell the men that he needed to go to the bathroom. And so, he did just that.  
 
    A second later, Lazlo opened the door and ushered him out. As the door closed behind him, Will sprinted as fast as he could to the nearest tree. As he reached it, he took a moment to gaze around. 
 
    Due to the heavy rain that was still falling, it was impossible to see far. Fortunately, he recognized the island as Windswept Island and, thus, he was able to navigate his way towards the sandy beach. Will felt sure that, if there was anyone else on the island, their boat would be anchored in the cove. 
 
    He soon reached the water and glanced around. There was not a single vessel to be seen. Disappointed, he turned around and headed back to the plane. As he did so, he realized he had to leave some clue behind.  
 
    He suddenly remembered Sergey mentioning the name Toledo, so that was probably the name of the village they were flying to. As he gazed down at the stones and the small rocks, he realized that if he had enough of them he could spell out the letters. He wasn’t too confident that he could spell the word correctly since it was a foreign sounding word, but he did his best and then, after taking one last glance at it to make sure the name was recognizable, he hurried back to the plane.  
 
    When he arrived back at the aircraft, Lazlo was peering around. As he caught sight of the boy, he snarled. “What took you so long?” 
 
    Will didn’t know what to say, so he just remained silent. As he sat down beside his father, he wanted to tell him what he had done. However, he couldn’t risk the men overhearing the discussion, so he just smiled at him, put his head on the man’s shoulder, and closed his eyes. He had done all that he could do, and now it was just up to the others. Hopefully, one of them, or someone else, would put two and two together and work out what was going on.  
 
    As soon as the wind began to die down, Sergey started the engine and the plane veered upwards. However, for some unknown reason, he kept the plane at a very low altitude. 
 
    Will had no idea why he was choosing to fly this way, all he could hope was that they didn’t hit anything. Though the storm had died down, visibility was still poor and an accident could easily occur. 
 
    ~ 
 
    Quigley stood by the railing and surveyed the scene. Satisfied that the storm had died down sufficiently, he pulled up the anchor and started the engine. Soon, the cabin cruiser was on its way back to Smugglers Cove. 
 
    After waving goodbye to Quigley, the children walked back to Rose Cottage. Mrs Mitchell had been busy cooking and, after she had heard all about their trip on The Blue Dolphin, she served up a delicious roast dinner.  
 
    ~ 
 
    As the plane journey continued into the night, Will started to get tired, and it wasn’t long before he fell asleep.  
 
    The next thing he knew was his father shaking him awake. “We’ve landed.” 
 
    Will quickly looked around. He couldn’t see much since it was dark, so he turned to his father. “Where are we?” 
 
    “Somewhere in Europe I’m guessing,” Mr Spencer replied. 
 
    Sergey ordered everyone to leave the aircraft. As the men switched on their torches, Will peered around and saw that the plane had landed in a grassy field next to some trees. He had no idea how remote it was since it was impossible to see much in the torchlight. All he could see were trees. 
 
    After they had been walking for five to ten minutes, the land began to slope downwards and they soon came to a narrow valley. Since there was a full moon, Will was able to see that there were some very tall mountains in the distance.  
 
    He then caught sight of a log cabin built up against the side of a cliff and, a few minutes later, they were entering the building. 
 
    It was evident to Will that no one had been in the cabin for some time. Since the place wasn’t big, Will wasn’t sure where they were going to sleep. Fortunately, there were two bunk beds available in one of the small bedrooms, so Sergey told them they could sleep there.  
 
    While Helen took the top one, Will and his father took the bottom one. The men then went into the other room and prepared some food. As they did so, Will quickly told his father about the clue that he’d left using the stones.  
 
    “That was smart of you,” Mr Spencer said. “However, I wouldn’t be surprised if no one saw it for some time, and even if they did find it, we have no idea if that place is near here.” 
 
    Will sighed. “No, we don’t. I suppose we’ll just have to wait and see what morning brings.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7: Where Is Will? 
 
    The next morning, Joe and his two sisters were eating breakfast in Rose Cottage when they heard something on the radio that caught their attention. Mrs Mitchell had just turned it on to hear the news and there was a report about a stolen plane.  
 
    “There is still no sign of the small plane that was stolen from Portdale airport yesterday afternoon. There’s speculation that the aircraft crashed in stormy weather while it was over the English Channel since it was spotted heading in that direction. If anyone has any information about a possible sighting of the small white plane that disappeared, please contact your local police station.” 
 
    Joe turned to his sisters in excitement. “The plane that flew over us yesterday could have been the one that was stolen.” 
 
    Amy nodded. “Yes, it did fit that description. But, I’m sure there are quite a lot of small—”  
 
    “Yes, there are,” Joe interrupted. “But how many would be flying over the English Channel?” 
 
    “Probably not many,” Amy said. 
 
    Joe nodded. “Let’s go down to the police station and tell Constable Biggens what we saw.” 
 
    “What about Will?” Sarah questioned. 
 
    “I’ll tell him to meet us there.” Joe quickly hurried to the telephone and dialled Will’s number. However, no one answered. He walked back to the others. “They’re still not home. We’ll pop by his house after we leave the police station.” 
 
    After the three children had finished eating, they ran down the garden path of Rose Cottage and climbed on their bicycles. It didn’t take them long to go down the hill and reach the main street of the seaside village.  
 
    They were soon speaking to Constable Biggens, the local constable in charge of Smugglers Cove and the surrounding area. “What can I do for you today?” 
 
    Joe and the girls told him about their thoughts in regard to the missing plane. The constable took out a notepad and wrote down several things. Once the children had finished speaking, he nodded. “You are not the first to report seeing this plane.” 
 
    “So, you think it is the same one?” Amy questioned. 
 
    The constable nodded. “Yes, I believe it is. Based on what others have said, and also the report that the aircraft disappeared from radar shortly after it started crossing the channel, I would say it crashed somewhere along the coast. If that’s the case, I’m sure we’ll find something since there are numerous officers and police launches out in the channel right now looking for the wreckage.” 
 
    “How many people were on board the plane?” Sarah asked. 
 
    “Five people,” Constable Biggens replied. “I don’t have the exact descriptions of them, but I do know there were three men, one woman and a boy.” 
 
    “Well, I hope they’re found alive,” Amy said. 
 
    “We’ll do our best,” Constable Biggens assured the girl. “And thanks for telling me what you saw. Every little bit counts.” 
 
    The children nodded and, after saying goodbye, they left the police station. They then cycled over to Will’s house and knocked on the door. No one answered. 
 
    “Well, since the car’s not in the driveway and no one is answering the door, I’d say they’re still not back,” Joe said. 
 
    Amy thought for a moment. “They must have decided to stay another night. Let’s ring his grandmother and ask when he’s coming back, that way we can make plans.” 
 
    Joe nodded. “Yes, that’s a good idea. Let’s go back to Rose Cottage and get her number.” 
 
    “Yes, let’s do that,” Amy replied. 
 
    The three children cycled back to Rose Cottage and it didn’t take long to find the phone number. After two rings, the phone was answered by an elderly woman. While the girls waited in the living room, Joe spoke to her. It wasn’t long before he returned to the girls with a sombre look on his face. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Amy said. 
 
    “Will wasn’t there,” Joe replied. 
 
    “Oh, good. So, they’re on their way back,” Amy said. 
 
    Joe shook his head. “No, they’re not. In fact, I have no idea where they are.” 
 
    Sarah frowned. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “According to Will’s grandma, they left yesterday morning,” Joe said. 
 
    A confused look came over Amy’s face. “They must have driven somewhere else.” 
 
    Joe nodded. “Will’s grandma mentioned they might have since Mr Spencer had talked to her about Greenwood, which was where Will and he lived before moving to London. But she didn’t think they would stop overnight there.” 
 
    “So what could have happened to them?” Sarah questioned. 
 
    “I have an idea…” Joe suddenly made his way to the bookcase. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Sarah questioned. 
 
    “I’m looking for that big map of England that Dad bought last year,” Joe replied. “Ah, here it is.” He quickly brought the map over to the table and studied the coastline for a few moments before pointing to a location on the map. “This is Greenwood.” 
 
    Amy nodded. “Yes, what about it?” 
 
    “Well, it’s just as I feared.” Joe pointed to the very next town. “This is Portdale.” 
 
    “So?” Sarah questioned. “What about it?” 
 
    “Portdale is where the plane went missing,” Joe replied. 
 
    “The plane? Oh, I see what you mean,” Amy said. “You think that, since Portdale is next to Greenwood, Will could be the boy who was on the missing plane.” 
 
    Joe nodded. “I know we don’t have any solid evidence, but I believe something must have happened to Will and his father. Otherwise, they would have returned to Smugglers Cove yesterday evening. But, they didn’t, and now it’s noon and they still haven’t returned. So something bad must have happened to them.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8: It Doesn’t Make Sense! 
 
    “What’s this I hear about something happening to Will and his father?” Mrs Mitchell said as she entered the living room. 
 
    Joe quickly told his mother about his suspicions. 
 
    “I see.” Mrs Mitchell thought for a few seconds. “I think I’d better ring the police station and ask them if they can get a detailed description of the people on the plane. If the description doesn’t fit Will and his father, something else must have happened to them.” She left the room to make the call and soon returned. “Constable Biggens doesn’t know if the boy was Will or not since he doesn’t have an exact description of the people, but he’s going to make some enquires and he’ll get back to us as soon as he has an answer. Now, while we wait, how about I make some lunch?” 
 
    “Good idea,” Amy said. “I’ll help you.” 
 
    “Me too,” Sarah offered. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, the telephone rang. As Mrs Mitchell went to answer it, Joe turned to the girls. “Now we’ll know if Will was on the plane.” 
 
    Amy nodded. “Well, I’ve been thinking and I think you must be right. I don’t know how and I don’t know why, but it would explain why Will hasn’t returned.”  
 
    “But why would they get in a stolen plane?” Sarah asked. 
 
    “I’ve no idea,” Joe admitted. “But, if I had to guess, I would say that they were forced to.” 
 
    “But why would anyone force them to get on a plane? It doesn’t make any sense!” Sarah exclaimed.  
 
    “Well, I suppose we’ll just have to wait…” Joe paused as his mother entered the room. 
 
    Mrs Mitchell sighed. “It’s bad news, I’m afraid. The boy who was seen entering the aircraft matched the description of Will. And, not only that, but one of the men, matched the description of Mr Spencer.” 
 
    Even though the children had known that this was a distinct possibility, they were all dismayed by the news, especially since they now knew that the plane was missing. 
 
    Finally, Amy spoke up. “So, what are we going to do?” 
 
    “There’s nothing we can do.” Mrs Mitchell sat down beside the children and did her best to comfort them. “I have no idea what’s going on, but Constable Biggens has assured me that every police officer in the area is out searching for the aircraft.” 
 
    “I know, let’s help!” Joe suggested. 
 
    “But your boat is too small,” Mrs Mitchell replied. 
 
    “I don’t mean the Whispering Wind, that would be too slow,” Joe replied. “However, we could speak to Quigley. I’m sure he’d be happy for us to search in The Blue Dolphin.” 
 
    “Yes, let’s do that!” Sarah shouted. 
 
    “Can we, please?” Amy joined in. 
 
    Mrs Mitchell thought for a moment. “Well, I suppose so, as long as you promise to be careful. I don’t want you to disappear like Will and his father.” 
 
    “We won’t,” Joe assured her. “Come on, let’s go and see Quigley now.” 
 
    Without further ado, the children got ready to leave and, as they got their shoes on, Mrs Mitchell quickly put some apples in a bag. “Here, take these in case you get hungry.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Joe replied. “Bye!” 
 
    The children hurried to their bicycles and were soon cycling as fast as they could to Quigley’s house. Fortunately, he was home and was more than happy to help with the search. An hour later they were on board The Blue Dolphin. 
 
    “So, where shall we start searching?” Quigley asked. 
 
    “Well, let’s look at the map and assume that the plane was heading in a straight line, and then sail along that line towards France,” Joe replied. 
 
    The plan was quickly set in motion. As the vessel sailed along, the children took turns peering through the binoculars that they had borrowed from Quigley. 
 
    Even though they hated the thought of finding wreckage in the sea, at least it would be something to go on. Even if the aircraft had crashed, it wouldn’t necessarily mean that there were no survivors. However, they found nothing and it seemed as though the police searchers had found nothing either.  
 
    It wasn’t until Amy was having another look at the map that she suddenly yelled to the others. “Hey! What if, for some reason or another, the plane decided to land somewhere remote, which is why no one has spotted it?” 
 
    Joe nodded. “Yes, that might have happened, but I think someone would have heard it if it had landed somewhere along the coast.” 
 
    Sarah studied the map for a moment. “You don’t suppose they landed on Windswept Island, do you?” 
 
    Joe thought for a moment and then smiled. “You know what? I think that’s a possibility. They might have landed on Windswept Island, and that would explain why no one has seen the plane.” 
 
    “But the plane can’t be there now,” Amy said. “Otherwise, someone would have seen it. I’m sure the police have aircraft searching the area.” 
 
    The smile on Joe’s face froze for a moment. “But what if it had only stayed on the island until the storm had died down and then it had flown somewhere else, but it flew so low that it avoided radar?” 
 
    “Yes, that could be the case,” Amy said. “But what about people? If it had flown over the French coast, surely someone would have heard it. And if so—” 
 
    “But if the plane had flown over in the evening, they wouldn’t have made the connection between that plane and the stolen plane since the newspaper article mentioned the plane going missing in the morning,” Joe interrupted.  
 
    “Yes, but even if that happened, the plane isn’t still going to be on the island, so how does that help us?” Amy questioned. 
 
    “Well, if we were to go there, we could see if a plane had landed there recently since there’s no way that someone could remove the tire marks of a plane,” Joe stated. 
 
    “Well, we did have a storm last night,” Sarah pointed out. “So the marks might have got washed away.” 
 
    “I know that,” Joe said. “However, I am assuming that the plane, if it had landed on Windswept Island, would have stayed there until the storm had passed. Therefore, when they took off, the tracks wouldn’t have been wiped away since it would no longer be raining. However, this is all guesswork, which is why we need to head for the island to search. Come on, let’s talk to Quigley and see what he has to say.” 
 
    They walked into the wheelhouse and told the man about their theory. It didn’t take long for Quigley to agree to the new plan and the cabin cruiser was soon heading towards Windswept Island.  
 
    Once they had reached it, Quigley steered the boat into the cove and came to a stop beside some rocks. After tying a rope around one of the rocks, Joe climbed out and ran towards the middle of the island, quickly followed by the others. 
 
    Since the island was fairly narrow, there weren’t many possible landing locations, especially since there were clusters of trees at the far end of the island. 
 
    Even though it had rained the night before, the ground was now dry. As the three children slowly walked, keeping their eyes on the ground in an effort to see any wheel marks, Joe realized that, due to the shortness of the grass, it was going to be very hard to see anything. If the grass had been long, the wheels may have flattened some of the grass. Unfortunately, this wasn’t the case. After searching for ten minutes, no one could find anything that resembled a wheel mark. Even Quigley, who had now joined them, could find nothing. Disappointed, they headed back to The Blue Dolphin. 
 
    As Joe followed the others, he wondered if there was any use searching some of the other islands since there was always a possibility that the plane had touched down one of them.  
 
    Suddenly, he heard Amy yell out. “Look what I’ve found!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9: A Clue 
 
    Eager to see what his sister had found, Joe raced over to the sandy part of the beach that they hadn’t yet explored.  
 
    Joe saw nothing had first and then, as he peered down, he realized that someone had taken a number of rocks and arranged them on the sand to spell out a word. 
 
    “Toledo. What does that mean?” Sarah questioned. 
 
    “I have no idea,” Joe replied. 
 
    “Maybe it’s the name of a town!” Amy turned to Quigley. “Have you heard of a town called that?” 
 
    Quigley shook his head. “No, I’m afraid I haven’t. However, if I were to guess, I would say it could be a town in Spain since it sounds Spanish. But these rocks could have been placed here by anyone who sailed to the island.” 
 
    Joe sombrely nodded. “Yes, that’s true. There’s no indication that Will left that message. But I still think it’s worth mentioning it to the police.” 
 
    Quigley nodded. “Yes, well, let’s make sure there aren’t any other words around here and then we’ll head back to Smugglers Cove.” 
 
    Unfortunately, there weren’t any other words and The Blue Dolphin was soon whipping along in the water.  
 
    By the time they arrived back, it was late afternoon, so the children quickly said goodbye to Quigley before collecting their bicycles from the harbour and making their way to the small brick building that was the police station. Once they were inside, they spoke to Constable Biggens and told him what they had found.  
 
    The constable wrote the name on a piece of paper. He thought for a moment and then glanced at the children. “I’ll have a look at the map and contact some people and see if this name means anything to anyone. I’ll telephone you at Rose Cottage when I have some news to share.” 
 
    “Okay, thanks,” Joe replied. 
 
    The three children left the police station and, after climbing on their bicycles, decided to make sure that Will and his father had not returned. They hadn’t, so the children sadly left the house and headed up the steep hill towards Rose Cottage. 
 
    ~ 
 
    It was evening when Constable Biggens telephoned. Mrs Mitchell answered the phone and, after speaking for a few minutes, she put the receiver back down. She then turned to the children who were anxiously awaiting her news. 
 
    “Have they found a place of that name?” Joe asked. 
 
    “I’m afraid there’s no town nearby with that name,” Mrs Mitchell replied. “However, there’s one place in Spain, but the constable assumed that someone from that town must have camped at Windswept Island and placed those rocks as a sign that they were from there. However, he will attempt to contact the local police in that town just in case they have seen any sign of the stolen plane.” 
 
    “Well, I suppose that’s that,” Sarah said, disappointed. 
 
    Mrs Mitchell attempted to cheer the children up. “Don’t you worry, I’m sure nothing bad has happened to them. Come and help me with dinner.” 
 
    The children, unable to think about anything else besides Will, did just that. They were soon busy chopping up vegetables, but Joe couldn’t stop thinking about his friend and how he needed to help him. There had to be something he could do. But what? 
 
    Half an hour later, they had just finished eating when the telephone rang. Mr Mitchell answered it and, after talking for a minute or two, he called out to the children. “It’s Colin!” 
 
    Joe frowned. “Colin?” He suddenly remembered the invitation and realised that they hadn’t replied to the boy.  
 
    He hurried over to the telephone and was soon speaking to his friend. After apologising for not getting back to him, he told Colin what had happened in the last twenty four hours. 
 
    “Oh, that’s awful,” Colin said. “I hope you find Will. I read about the stolen plane, but I didn’t think for one second that any of you would be affected. The only thin I was thinking of was how much fun it would be camping in Toledo Valley and swim—” 
 
    “Toledo Valley?” Joe interrupted. “Where is that?” 
 
    “That’s a valley close to where the film is being shot,” Colin replied. “It has a lake and—” 
 
    “So it’s in the Pyrenees?” Joe asked. 
 
    “Yes, why all the questions?” Colin questioned. 
 
    Joe quickly told him about the pebbles that they had found on Windswept Island. “I thought it must have referred to a town, but it’s quite possible it could have been the name of a valley.” 
 
    “Yes, it could be,” Colin said. “I think you should talk to the police and see what they say.” 
 
    Joe nodded. “I’ll do that, thanks. Bye!” 
 
    Since the others had heard only half of the conversation between the boys, Joe filled them in.  
 
    Mrs Mitchell smoothed back her brown hair. “It’s interesting that there is a Toledo Valley, but not that unexpected. It’s not such an uncommon name.” 
 
    Mr Mitchell agreed with his wife. “No, it’s not that uncommon, but there is still a chance that the police might find some connection between the stolen plane and the valley.” 
 
    While Amy and Sarah helped their mother wash the dishes, Joe went into the hallway to make the call. He returned to the kitchen before his sisters had time to dry all the dishes.  
 
    “What’s the news?” Amy asked. 
 
    Joe sighed. “Constable Biggens is attending the scene of a car accident, so I wasn’t able to talk with him—” 
 
    “Did you leave your details with the officer in charge?” Sarah interrupted.  
 
    Joe shook his head. “No, I didn’t.” 
 
    “But I thought—” Amy said. 
 
    “They’re no longer working on the case,” Joe interrupted.  
 
    Mrs Mitchell frowned. “What? Why?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Joe admitted, leaning against the kitchen sink. “The officer couldn’t give me many details, he just said that Inspector Price had telephoned them and the other police stations in his district to tell them that another department was taking charge of the missing plane case and that they were to concentrate on their own local cases.” 
 
    “That sounds unusual,” Mr Mitchell said, peering up from the newspaper that he was reading. “It’s almost as though they don’t want to find the plane.” 
 
    “Or maybe they have found the plane and that’s why everyone is being told to stop searching,” Mrs Mitchell suggested. 
 
    Joe sat down at the kitchen table and put his head in his hands. “I don’t know what to think. I wish more than anything that Will and his father could be found alive and well, but—” 
 
    “Well, maybe they have been,” Amy said. “Regardless, if the police aren’t going to help, there’s nothing we can do.” 
 
    Joe shook his head. “No. Will is my best friend and I can’t sit by and do nothing.” 
 
    Sarah sighed. “But what can we do?” 
 
    “We could…” Joe suddenly turned to his father. “Can we go to the Pyrenees with Colin?” 
 
    “I don’t see why not.” Mr Mitchell turned to his wife. “What do you think?” 
 
    “You still think Will left that message on Windswept Island, don’t you?” Mrs Mitchell said, turning to Joe. 
 
    Joe nodded. “It’s the only lead we have and, if the police have already found Will and we go to the Pyrenees, then we can still enjoy the trip. But, if Will is still missing and, for whatever reason, he’s in Toledo Valley, then I want to find him.” 
 
    “You mean you want us to find him,” Amy said. 
 
    “I’m coming too,” Sarah piped up.   
 
    Joe nodded. “Yes, I want us to find him. So, can we go?”  
 
    Mrs Mitchell nodded. “Yes, but you’d better telephone Colin to confirm when the plane is leaving?” 
 
    Joe nodded. “I’ll do that right now.” 
 
    Without delay, he raced over to the telephone and was soon talking once more with Colin, who told him that the plane was departing Rockford Airport at eight the following morning. 
 
    Since there wasn’t going to be much time to pack in the morning, the children bounded upstairs to do just that, before having an early night. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10: The Pyrenees 
 
    As the morning light shone into the children’s bedrooms, they awoke and got dressed, eager to have a hearty breakfast before leaving on the long plane trip. Then, after packing their stuff into the car, Mr Mitchell drove them to the airport. Since they were only planning to be away for a week, they didn’t need to take much, especially since Colin’s father was taking care of the camping supplies. 
 
    The flight was quite long and the children were glad to arrive in Barcelona. After leaving the plane, they climbed into a taxi and headed for a hotel, where they were going to be spending the night.  
 
    Sarah’s green eyes shone with excitement as she peered out of the car window at the bustling city of Barcelona. “I never thought I’d be here.” 
 
    Amy nodded. “It will be fun to explore the city, but I wish Will was with us.” 
 
    Joe hugged his sister. “Me too. But, hopefully, he’ll be in Toledo Valley.” He turned to Colin’s father. “How long until we reach the valley?” 
 
    “Well, we’ll be staying in Barcelona for the night and then we’ll drive towards the Pyrenees, which is where Toledo Valley is,” Mr Peterson replied. “I don’t know if you know this, but the Pyrenees is the name of the mountain range that separates the Iberian Peninsula from the rest of Europe. It’s not as big as the Alps, but larger than any mountain range in England.” 
 
    Joe shook his head. “No, I didn’t know that. That’s pretty big. Much bigger than the hills around Smugglers Cove.” 
 
    Mr Peterson laughed. “Yes, much bigger.” 
 
    ~ 
 
    The children enjoyed the bustling streets of Barcelona that evening, but were tired from their flight and so they had an early night.  
 
    It felt different waking up the next day in a foreign hotel. Unlike their bedrooms in Smugglers Cove, which overlooked the countryside, this hotel was in the heart of the city and, as the three children peered out through the large windows, they saw the city come to life in front of their eyes. As the sun slowly rose, street sellers, tourists, workers, children, and everyone else, emerged from the nearby buildings and began their daily routine.  
 
    Mr Peterson let them know that breakfast was ready and that they would be leaving straight after they had eaten. 
 
    The children thoroughly enjoyed the hotel buffet breakfast because they could choose whatever they liked and there were so many things to choose from. After Joe had consumed more than his fair share of toast, he and the girls raced back to their room to get ready to leave. 
 
    Before long, a procession of vans and cars left the bustling city of Barcelona and headed towards the mountains. During the drive, Colin’s father explained that the place where the movie was being filmed was in one of the most desolate parts of the mountain range. There was only one road in, and one road out. Because of this, only a few tourists came to this particular region, though it was one of the most scenic.  
 
    It wasn’t long before the mountains came into view, but it was early evening before the vans and cars finally came to a stop beside a meadow. 
 
    It was with some relief that the children climbed out of the car. The past hour or two had been very bumpy as the road had been uneven for the last part of the journey and they were feeling very stiff. They stretched their arms and legs, thankful to have finally reached their destination. 
 
    As the crew began pulling out their equipment and setting up large tents, the children gazed around at their surroundings. 
 
    Tall, rugged looking mountains greeted them in every direction. Directly in front of them lay a meadow which seemed to go on forever.  
 
    Sarah smiled, her green eyes shining. “This is certainly a beautiful place.” 
 
    Colin nodded. “It looks just the way my father described it to me.” 
 
    “I just wish we weren’t seeing it under these circumstances,” Amy said. “It’s not the same without Will.” 
 
    “Well, if he’s in Toledo Valley, we’ll find him,” Colin promised. “I’m not filming my scenes with my father until later this week, so we’ll have plenty of time to search the surrounding area.” 
 
    Joe nodded. “Good. Well, why don’t we do a bit of exploring now? I imagine we’ve got an hour or so before darkness arrives.” 
 
    Colin nodded. “Yes, let’s do that.” 
 
    For the next hour, the children walked around the valley. It was steep in some places, barren of trees in others, and rocky in most places. The vegetation was quite different from what the children had ever seen.  
 
    Wanting to set up their tents before it got dark, they headed back to the film set. When this had been done, Colin’s father helped the boys build a fire while the girls gathered wood.   
 
    Once the fire was roaring, the children baked potatoes in the coals before toasting crumpets and marshmallows over the flames. While they ate, Colin told Joe and the girls about all of the countries he and his father had travelled to in the last year. The list was quite long and included places such as Canada, Germany, Norway and Egypt. 
 
    “Which place was your favourite?” Sarah asked. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” Colin confessed. “They were all interesting.” 
 
    “And now you’re also an actor,” Joe said. 
 
    Colin nodded, smiling. “I don’t do much. But, if it all goes to plan, I’ll be like my dad when I’m older.” 
 
    Joe glanced at his watch. “Well, if we want to get an early start tomorrow, I say we head to bed now.” 
 
    Colin nodded as he yawned and stood up. “I’ll see you in the morning. Goodnight!” 
 
    As the boy walked away, Joe and the girls put the fire out and washed up their dishes. It wasn’t long before the two girls were sound asleep in their sleeping bags. However, Joe tossed and turned for some time, which was very unusual for him. He kept thinking about Will and how things just wouldn’t be the same until he was found.  
 
    As the half moon rose above the treetops, he finally dozed off.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11: Toledo Valley 
 
    The next morning, all three children were up bright and early, eager to start searching Toledo Valley. However, it wasn’t long before bad news was brought to them by Colin.  
 
    “Ready to go searching?” Joe asked. 
 
    Colin shook his head. “I can’t. I’m filming my scenes today.” 
 
    “But you told us you were doing that later this week and—” Amy said. 
 
    “The director has changed the filming schedule,” Colin interrupted. “According to the latest weather forecast, a storm is going to cross the Pyrenees in a day or two and might linger for the rest of the week. So, just in case that happens, he wants to film the most crucial scenes first.”  
 
    Sarah frowned. “But what about Will?” 
 
    “Yes, what about our search?” Amy said. “Don’t tell us we have to wait until you’ve finished your scenes before going to Toledo Valley.” 
 
    Colin shook his head. “There’s no reason why you can’t search by yourselves. I’ve talked it over with my father and he’s had a talk with the director and explained the situation. So, when you’re ready, a helicopter pilot will fly you to Toledo Valley and pick you up after you’ve finished.” 
 
    “Is the helicopter the only way into the valley?” Amy asked. 
 
    “No,” Colin replied. “You could walk, but that would take too long. If you follow the trail, it takes a few hours.” 
 
    “I’d be too worn out to explore the valley if I did that,” Sarah said. 
 
    Joe nodded. “So would I, so let’s have breakfast and then get going.”  
 
    The four children made their way over to where the film crew had set up a makeshift kitchen and they were soon tucking into some toast and jam. 
 
    Then, after getting a rucksack and filling it with some snacks, their bathers and a towel, as well as a torch and binoculars, they followed Colin to the helicopter. After greeting the cheery fellow, they said goodbye to their friend and climbed into the aircraft. 
 
    After the pilot checked that they were strapped in, he started the engine and lifted up off the ground. As the helicopter flew towards the valley, the children peered down, hoping to see some sign of Will. But there was no one to be seen. 
 
    It wasn’t long before they arrived at the valley. After asking the pilot to fly up and down the entire length of it so they could decide where they wanted to start exploring, they chose a spot near some old buildings, which were near a lake.  
 
    As the pilot switched off the engine, Amy turned to him. “Does anyone live in these buildings?” 
 
    “No,” the pilot replied. “This used to be a farmhouse at one stage. But that was quite a long time ago, very long ago in fact. So you’d better be careful if you walk inside any of those sheds. They’re liable to collapse at any time. When do you want me to pick you up?” 
 
    Joe looked at his watch. “I think around four.” He turned to his sisters. “What do you think?” 
 
    “Three should be fine,” Amy said. “That will give us time to have a swim in the lake.” 
 
    The pilot nodded. “Okay. See you then.” 
 
    As the helicopter flew off, Joe turned the girls. “Let’s spend some time searching, and then we can have a swim when it’s a bit warmer.” 
 
    Amy nodded as she glanced up at the cloudless sky. “Yes, it should be quite warm this afternoon.” 
 
    The children set off towards the lake. There was no path to speak of, just grass that was ankle deep and quite a number of bushes and trees here and there. Even though it seemed as though the helicopter had landed quite close to the lake, the children were starting to get a bit hot by the time they arrived. 
 
    “Phew! I could do with a swim now,” Sarah muttered. 
 
    “Well, let’s just sit down and take off our shoes and socks and put our feet in the water,” Amy suggested. “The coolness will do us good.” 
 
    Agreeing that this was an excellent idea, the three children did just that. It was while they there doing this that Joe suddenly frowned. He had caught sight of a movement near the shoreline of the lake. Was it an animal? Will? Or someone else? 
 
    As the figure emerged from the bushes, Joe saw that it was a man. “Look!” 
 
    As both girls gazed towards the man, he caught sight of them. He paused for a moment and then resumed walking, heading in their direction. “What are you three doing here?” 
 
    “Hiking,” Joe said. “We got a bit hot so we took our—” 
 
    “Who else is with you?” the man asked.  
 
    “No one,” Joe replied. 
 
    The man frowned. “Aren’t you a bit young to be going hiking by yourself?” 
 
    Joe shook his head. “No, we’ve done this lots of times. Besides, the helicopter will be back here at three.” 
 
    “Helicopter? What helicopter?” the man questioned. 
 
    “The helicopter that is with the film crew,” Amy explained. “They’re set up in another valley not too far from here.” 
 
    “I see,” the man muttered. “So, you’re with them. Have you been here long?” 
 
    “No,” Joe replied. “In fact, we just got here.” 
 
    “So you haven’t seen anyone else, such as a woman with shoulder length red hair?” 
 
    Joe shook his head. “No. Why, is that who you’re searching for?” 
 
    The man nodded. “Yes. If you do catch sight of her, stay away. She’s a thief.” The man walked off, not bothering to say goodbye.  
 
    Once he was out of hearing range, Sarah turned to her sister. “He seemed a bit strange.” 
 
    Amy sighed. “I know what you mean. I know you shouldn’t judge a book by its cover, but he didn’t seem like a nice man.” 
 
    “I wonder how he got here.” Joe stood up and peered towards the man, who was now making his way in a straight line in the opposite direction from which the helicopter had come. 
 
    “I don’t think he could have come by helicopter,” Amy said. “Otherwise, he would have said so. So he must have walked.” 
 
    “Walked from where?” Sarah asked. 
 
    Joe frowned. “I don’t know, but let’s follow him.” 
 
    As Amy watched her brother dry his feet and put his shoes and socks on, she twirled a lock of brown hair between her fingers. “Do you think the man is connected with Will going missing?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Joe admitted. “However, what I do know is that we came here to find Will and following that man is as good a start as any. But, if you want to stay here, then—” 
 
    “No! We’ll come with you,” Sarah said, quickly drying her feet as well. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12: Some News At Last 
 
    The three children had to hurry since the man was now quite some distance away. However, since he stopped from time to time and glanced around, it wasn’t long before the children were able to reduce the distance between them. As the man walked towards the end of the valley, the terrain became steeper and steeper. 
 
    After a while, Sarah started to complain. “I didn’t know we were going to be following this man forever.” 
 
    “It’s not forever,” Joe said. “We haven’t been following him for that long.” 
 
    Amy looked at her watch. “Well, it’s been more than half an hour.” 
 
    “But, we’re not even at the end of the valley,” Joe said. “Besides, we were going to search the valley, and this is a way of doing it.” 
 
    “I suppose so, but it’s so hot,” Amy said. “If only the clouds would come and make it cooler.” 
 
    Sarah nodded. “It always seems cooler when clouds are covering the sun.” 
 
    The children continued following the man but, as the terrain became even steeper, the children soon got left behind and, before long, he was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    Amy sighed. “Let’s head back now. “There’s no point going any further.” 
 
    “Well, if we were to reach the top, we could get a good view of Toledo Valley,” Joe pointed out. 
 
    “Then you go up, but I don’t want to go any further,” Sarah groaned as she sat on a flat rock and put her head in her hands. 
 
    “I’ll stay here as well,” Amy said. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll be back soon.” Joe gave them a wave and continued walking, taking his time as he did so since there were many loose rocks on the ground and he didn’t want to slip.  
 
    He also didn’t want to get too close to the man, though he doubted he was anywhere near him at the moment. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, he decided to stop as he reached a plateau. While it wasn’t the very top of the mountain, it was quite high up and, as he put the binoculars to his eyes and scanned his surroundings, he could see most of the valley including the lake and the buildings. 
 
    As he peered down, he suddenly caught sight of someone swimming in the lake. He couldn’t believe his eyes when he saw it was a woman. Could it be the same woman that the man was after, the one who was a thief? It was impossible to tell what the woman looked like from up here, but Joe felt that there was a very good chance she was the thief. 
 
    He frowned, unsure of what to do. He wondered if he should tell the girls and hurry back to the lake to talk to the woman. He was just deciding what to do when he suddenly heard voices.  
 
    He recognized one. It was the man who had spoken earlier. But, this time, there was another voice, and this man had a deeper sounding voice. However, it was what they were saying that caught Joe’s attention, and so he quickly rushed over to the nearest bush and hid while the two men walked out onto the flat piece of rock and glanced around. 
 
    “The boss isn’t going to be too pleased with us stuffing this up,” the first man said. 
 
    The second man shook his head. “I just can’t understand where the woman went to.” 
 
    Joe watched on as one of the men looked through a pair of binoculars that had been hanging around his neck. 
 
    Annoyed, Joe realised that the man was going to spot the woman in the lake. However, this didn’t happen. The man just muttered something about not seeing any sign of the woman.  
 
    Joe couldn’t understand it. She had been at the lake just a few moments earlier. He then realized that she must have climbed out of the water in the time between him hearing the men and the men looking down at the lake. 
 
    “I wish we could call the helicopter,” the second man stated. 
 
    “Only the boss can get one here,” the first man replied. “But, even if one did come, it would take twenty four hours to come.”  
 
    “Well, time is on our side,” the second man said. 
 
    “I wouldn’t be so sure about that,” the first man said. “After all, that boy and his father could cause us problems.” 
 
    “Only if they escape,” the second man said. “Anyway, let’s follow that path we saw earlier and climb up to that peak. It should give us a better view.” 
 
    As the two men resumed walking, Joe waited until they were far enough away before he hurried down to the girls. He was excited to tell them his news because he was sure the two men had been talking about Will and Mr Spencer. From what they had said, it seemed as though the others were being held prisoner somewhere nearby. As soon as Joe reached the girls, he quickly relayed this conversation to them.  
 
    After he’d told them everything, Amy looked puzzled. “So, where does the woman fit into all of this?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Joe admitted. “However, she must be the third person who was kidnapped along with Will and his father and, if the men kidnapped her, then obviously she’s on our side.” 
 
    “So let’s go and talk to her!” Sarah piped up. “She can come with us to the film set.” 
 
    Joe nodded. “Yes, that’s a great idea! And then she could tell us where the men are holding Will.” 
 
    Amy nodded. “But what if the men moved Will and his father after the woman escaped?” 
 
    Joe shook his head. “I don’t think there would be many suitable places around here, so I don’t think that is much of a possibility. Anyway, let’s go and see if we can find the woman but we need to try and stay close to the trees so the men don’t spot us.” 
 
    The girls nodded and followed Joe down the slope.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13: The Museum Heist  
 
    It took them so long to reach the lake that Joe wondered if the woman would still be there. However, they were in luck. As they reached the lake, they caught sight of the woman who had shoulder length red hair.  
 
    She looked startled as she saw the three children. She then walked towards them, glancing around as she did so. “Where did you three spring from?” 
 
    “We flew in by helicopter,” Amy replied. “What about yourself?” 
 
    “I hiked in,” the woman replied. “I don’t suppose you’ve seen anyone else, have you?” 
 
    “We saw two men up at the other end of the valley,” Joe pointed out. “The same two men who you escaped from.” 
 
    The woman looked flustered. “Escaped? Whatever are you talking about?” 
 
    “There’s no point lying to us,” Joe pointed out. “I was hiding in the bushes and I heard everything that the men said. One of the men also told me that you were a thief. And I believe that you are one of the three people who were kidnapped from Portdale a few days ago.” 
 
    “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” the woman said as she slowly put on her shoes. 
 
    “We know about Will and Mr Spencer,” Sarah piped up. 
 
    This took the woman by surprise. She frowned. “You’re Joe, Amy and Sarah, aren’t you?” 
 
    Amy nodded. “I suppose Will told you all about us.” 
 
    The woman nodded. “Yes, oh, I’m Helen by the way. I didn’t think it was possible that anyone could find us but, after Will spelled out the name of this valley with stones on the island, he said he hoped you three would find it—” 
 
    “Which we did,” Amy interrupted. 
 
    “I realize that now,” Helen said. “However, I didn’t think it was possible.” 
 
    “Which I suppose is why you escaped.” Joe frowned. “But why are you searching the lake? Why aren’t you trying to find the nearest village or house so you can inform the police about what’s happening?” 
 
    “It’s a long story,” Helen stated. “You see, the men who kidnapped me believe that I know the location of some jewels which was stolen recently.” 
 
    “But why did they kidnap Will and his father?” Joe asked. 
 
    “Because they were with me at the time and the men didn’t want any witnesses,” Helen replied. “Anyway, I’m a reporter and I was in the middle of an investigation into a museum heist in Madrid when I got a call from a mysterious man. The line was so static I couldn’t hear much, but I believe it was one of the men who had taken part in the robbery. He wanted my help so that he would get a reduced sentence. Apparently, he had split up from the others and wanted to turn over a new leaf.” 
 
    “But how did he get your number?” Joe asked. 
 
    “I don’t know, but maybe he contacted the paper where I work,” Helen replied. “Anyway, he was in trouble and needed my help. I said I would only help him if he told me where the jewels were hidden.” 
 
    “So that’s why you’re searching the lake!” Sarah exclaimed. “You want to find the jewels.” 
 
    Helen nodded. “Yes, which I can then take to the police. However, there weren’t many words that I could make out, which is why I’m having a hard time finding the jewels.” 
 
    “What were the words?’ Joe questioned.  
 
    “Toledo Valley, lake, waterfall, tree, and triangle,” Helen replied. “Then I think he mentioned lake again. However, I’ve swum nearly the entire length of the lake and can’t find anything.” 
 
    Joe glanced around. As he spotted a small waterfall at the far end of the lake, he nodded. There must be something that connects everything. You know, I read a mystery story once in which a man had hidden a bag of loot at the bottom of a lake. Wanting to recall the spot later on, he wrote down the three objects that he could see from the place where he had left the treasure.” 
 
    Helen thought for a few moments and then she nodded. “I see what you mean. You think there might be a spot where you can see a waterfall, a triangle, and a tree, presumably from some spot on the lake?” 
 
    Joe nodded. “Exactly.” 
 
    “Goodness, I never thought of that,” Helen said. “That could be possible.” She looked around. “Where did you say you last saw the men?” 
 
    “Near that peak,” Joe pointed. “Here, have a look through these binoculars. You might be able to see them.” 
 
    “Thanks.” Helen took the binoculars from Joe and put them to her eyes. She shook her head a few seconds later. “I can’t see anyone.” 
 
    “Maybe they’ve gone to another valley,” Amy suggested. 
 
    “Maybe,” Helen said. “Or maybe they’re heading towards us.” 
 
    “Why don’t we walk back in the direction of the film set and get help?” Sarah suggested. 
 
    Amy nodded. “I’m sure the director will be able to contact the police.” 
 
    Helen shook her head. “I need to find the treasure. That’s the only way we’re going to rescue your friends. Otherwise, if the men catch sight of the police, they will use your friends as hostages and escape.” 
 
    “I suppose so,” Amy agreed. 
 
    “Let’s start searching the lake,” Joe said. “With all four of us, I’m sure we’ll see something.” 
 
    Helen nodded as she took off her shoes again. “Okay, but only if you’re good swimmers. I wouldn’t want you helping out if you can’t swim.” 
 
    “We’ve been swimming lots,” Amy assured her. 
 
    The children quickly put on their swimsuits and were soon swimming in the lake. Fortunately, by this time it was afternoon and the weather had warmed up quite a bit. It took a while to swim up and down the lake but, finally, after half an hour of searching, everyone was convinced that, if the treasure was in the lake they weren’t going to find it by this method. 
 
    Even though they didn’t know what kind of tree they were looking for, it was the triangle that really stumped them. All Joe could think of was that there was some kind of stone or maybe two trees growing close together that looked like a triangle.  
 
    As the children lay in the sun and got warm, the woman quickly dried herself off. “Thanks for your help, but I’m afraid it didn’t do any good.” 
 
    “Where are you going to search next?” Joe asked. 
 
    “The old buildings,” Helen replied. “I don’t think the jewels are there, but it’s worth a look. I did have a brief look earlier but couldn’t find anything. However, since I’m stumped about where they could be, every place deserves a second look.” 
 
    Joe nodded. “We’ll join you when we’ve dried off a bit.” 
 
    “Okay, see you then,” Helen replied. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14: Darkness 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, after the children had dried off and were ready to resume searching, they walked towards the old farmhouse. As they reached the barn and looked around, they could see no sign of Helen. 
 
    Joe was cautious as he stepped inside. Since it was so dark, he had to take his torch from his rucksack and, as he shone it around, it was clear that the woman wasn’t there. 
 
    “Helen! Where are you?” Amy yelled. 
 
    There was no answer. Sarah called out a few moments later. “Helen!” 
 
    There was still no answer.  
 
    “I wonder where she could be,” Joe muttered. 
 
    They walked towards the farmhouse and peered through the windows. There was no one in sight. They then walked around the entire length of the buildings and then, when they still didn’t see anything, Joe put his binoculars to his eyes and glanced around, wondering where she could be.  
 
    He frowned as he caught sight of Helen walking along the section of the valley that they had explored earlier. He couldn’t understand what was going on, and then he saw two men walking beside her.  
 
    It all became clear to him. She hadn’t gone of her own free will. It had been because of the men. He called out to his sisters and let them use the binoculars in order to see what was going on. 
 
    A few moments later, Amy handed the binoculars back to her brother. “I wonder where they’re taking her.” 
 
    “The only way we’ll be able to find out is if we follow them,” Joe replied. 
 
    “But what about Will?” Sarah asked. 
 
    “What about him?” Joe questioned. 
 
    “I think we should go to the film set and talk to Colin’s father,” Amy said. “I’m sure he can help.” 
 
    Joe shook his head. “No, that would take too long. Anyway, since the helicopter is coming back to pick us up soon, it would probably be best to go back with him. So, in the meantime, let’s follow the men and see what happens, and then we can return here and speak to the pilot when he comes to pick us up.” 
 
    Amy slowly nodded. “I suppose that’s the best plan.” 
 
    “Come on, let’s hurry then before they are out of sight,” Joe said. 
 
    The children had been following Helen and the two men for just over fifteen minutes when they suddenly entered a cluster of trees and disappeared from sight. Not wanting to lose them, the children hurried forward. By the time they reached the trees, no one was in sight. 
 
    Joe paused. “Which way do you think they’ve gone?” 
 
    “Maybe straight ahead,” Sarah suggested. 
 
    Amy nodded. “I would think so. If they had turned left or right, we would have seen them.” 
 
    The children resumed walking. However, a few minutes later, Sarah suddenly got a shock as someone grabbed her arm. As she spun around, she saw that one of the men had emerged from the bushes where he had apparently been hiding. In his other hand, he clutched a pistol. “Why are you following us?” the man questioned. 
 
    Joe didn’t know what to say. He didn’t want to tell the truth, but then he wasn’t sure what he could say to make the man let them go. He didn’t like the look of the pistol in the man’s hand, so he said nothing.  
 
    The man called out. “Lazlo! Bring Helen down.” 
 
    The three children waited for a minute and then they saw the other man emerge from the trees with Helen by his side. “See, Sergey, I told you someone was following us.” 
 
    Sergey nodded. “Yes, you were right.” He turned to Helen. “Now, let’s get to the bottom of this. “I didn’t believe for one second that the jewels were hidden at the top of the mountain, I was just interested to see what you were going to say when we got there. However, now that these children are here, I think we can persuade you to tell the truth.” 
 
    “Leave the children alone!” Helen shouted. “They have nothing to do with this!” 
 
    Lazlo smiled as he yanked Sarah’s arm and she cried out in pain. “Well, now they do. So, tell us what we want to hear or someone might have an unfortunate accident.” 
 
    Helen was silent for a moment as she digested everything that the man had said, and then she began talking. “Okay, I’ll talk. You’re right, I did get a phone call from someone who told me where the jewels were. But, due to a storm, the connection was bad and I couldn’t hear much. However, I did hear the man mention the words Toledo Valley, lake, waterfall, triangle and tree. And then he mentioned lake again.” 
 
    Lazlo turned to his companion. “Do you think she’s telling the truth?” 
 
    Sergey walked over to Amy and put his hands on her shoulders. “I think she is. After all, if an accident were to occur, she would know that it was her fault, and I doubt she would want that on her conscience.” 
 
    “Now that you know everything, let the children go,” Helen demanded. 
 
    Sergey shook his head. “No, I’m afraid that’s out of the question. You see, while I believe you, I could be wrong. And I can’t afford to be wrong. So we just have to make sure you don’t go anywhere while we search.” 
 
    “What about the farmhouse?” Lazlo said. “We could tie them up there.” 
 
    “But we don’t have enough rope,” Sergey muttered. “I know, let’s dump them in the mineshaft we passed earlier.” 
 
    Joe frowned. “Mineshaft?” 
 
    Sergey nodded. “Yes, it will be the perfect place for you. Come on, follow me. Lazlo, you take the rear.” 
 
    The group walked down the hill until they reached the small hole in the hillside. Sergey reached into his rucksack, pulled out a rope and tied it around a nearby tree. He then tossed the rope down into the dark hole. He turned to the children. “Climb down.” 
 
    “But it will be dark!” Sarah cried. “And what about all the creepy crawlies—” 
 
    “Then close your eyes and you won’t see anything,” Sergey replied. “Come on, we don’t have time to waste.” 
 
    “When will you come back?” Amy asked. 
 
    “Once we’ve finished searching,” Sergey said. 
 
    Helen and the three children had no choice but to obey the man with the gun and climb down. Once they had all reached the bottom, Lazlo pulled the rope up. 
 
    As they walked away, Joe took a moment to study the area. It was dark in the tunnel, as was to be expected, and the only light came from up above, which looked awfully high up. 
 
    “I don’t like the dark,” Sarah moaned. 
 
    “Well, it’s a good thing I brought a torch.” Joe reached into his rucksack and pulled it out. 
 
    “Of course! I’d forgotten about that,” Amy said, letting out a small smile. 
 
    Joe switched on the torch and glanced around. “I suppose we’ll have to wait here until the men return.” 
 
    Helen shook her head. “We can’t let the men get the jewels. Besides, we have no idea when they’ll return. We should see if there’s a way out of here.” 
 
    After the children had agreed to this suggestion, Joe shone the torch to the left and then to the right. “So, which way are we going to head?” 
 
    “Well, want to head away from the mountain,” Helen said. “Therefore, if we head to the right that should give us our best chance since going left is heading deeper into the mountain.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s go then,” Joe said and, without further delay, all four made their way down the tunnel. 
 
    Luckily, the roof of the tunnel wasn’t low, so it was fairly easy to walk along. However, it was the uncertainty about everything that was the worst. Did the tunnel lead anywhere? Was there another entrance to the mine and, if so, how far away was it? Since the mine had obviously been closed many years ago, any number of things could have happened.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15: On The Right Track 
 
    After walking for a while, Joe frowned and glanced at the others. “Do you hear that?” 
 
    “I hear something, but I’m not sure what it is,” Amy admitted. 
 
    “It sounds like water,” Helen stated. “Maybe an underground river?” 
 
    “Possibly,” Joe replied. 
 
    “Let’s hurry up and see what it is,” Sarah said. 
 
    The group continued walking and, two minutes later, all was revealed as they rounded a corner and saw light at the other end.  
 
    “Yes!” Sarah cried out, delighted. 
 
    The group hurried forward and, as they did, they saw that there was a stream of water falling down over the entrance. 
 
    “We’re at the back of a waterfall!” Amy exclaimed. 
 
    “I assume it’s the one we saw earlier,” Joe said. “However, there is only way one to be certain.” 
 
    The others followed Joe through the stream of water and were soon standing on a rocky section overlooking the valley. Ahead of them was the lake in which they had swum earlier. 
 
    “Hey, look! The two men are by the edge of the lake!” Amy shouted 
 
    Helen nodded. “Yes, well, let’s hide so that they—” 
 
    “Oh, no! Blow! That’s torn it.” Joe sighed as one of the men looked in their direction. As he told his companion, he turned to the others. “We need to move immediately unless we want to be captured again.”  
 
    Distraught, Sarah turned to her brother. “But where can we go?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Joe admitted. “The helicopter isn’t going to land for some time.” 
 
    “Well, let’s head back behind the waterfall and see if there’s another tunnel where we can hide while we think of what to do next,” Amy suggested. 
 
    “Good idea,” Helen said. 
 
    The children followed her as she led the way back behind the stream of water. It didn’t take long to ascertain that there was in fact an intersection.  
 
    Helen turned to the children. “I suppose we can head down this new one and hope that the men go the other way.” 
 
    Joe nodded as he shone the torchlight around. “I suppose so, though we don’t know which way the men will…” He suddenly paused as he saw something. He quickly went over to the rock and knelt down to make sure that his eyes weren’t deceiving him.  
 
    He grinned as he saw that someone had carved a triangle in the wall of the rock. “Look at this!”  
 
    As the others came over, Amy smiled. “Of course! This is what we’ve been searching for.” 
 
    Sarah frowned. “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Don’t you see?” Amy exclaimed. “Lake, waterfall, triangle and tree are markers. It’s like a treasure map. We have to find one before we find the other. So we had to go to the lake first, then go to the waterfall, then find this triangle—” 
 
    “And then we’ll see some carving of a tree, and then of a lake,” Joe interrupted.  
 
    Helen nodded. “It does sound like we’re on the right track, but there’s no telling how long that triangle has been there. It could have been made by someone else.” 
 
    Joe touched the triangle with his hand. As his fingers rubbed across the etching, he nodded. “It doesn’t seem as though it’s been here for too long. However, I’m no expert. But, since this mark is etched in the tunnel that we haven’t been down, I say we head down it and see what we find. We don’t have anything to lose.” 
 
    Agreeing, the others followed Joe down the new tunnel and soon arrived at another intersection. 
 
    “What do we do now?” Sarah asked. 
 
    “Let’s see if we can find a carving of a tree—” Joe said. 
 
    “There it is!” Amy yelled, pointing to a particular spot on the wall. 
 
    Joe nodded as he aimed his torchlight at the precise location. “Yes, therefore, we need to head down this tunnel.” 
 
    The group continued on. However, this time the tunnel was much lower than before, and as they continued walking, it became clear that it was getting narrower by the minute. Unlike the others, which appeared to have been used by the mine, this didn’t seem like a man made tunnel, and it wasn’t long before the children and Helen had to walk in single file. They even had to bend their heads in various places. 
 
    “I wonder how much longer we’ll have to walk for,” Sarah questioned. 
 
    “I have no idea,” Joe said. “However, it’s better than being captured by those men.” 
 
    Amy nodded. “I hope we get to the next sign soon.” 
 
    “Isn’t that the lake sign?” Sarah asked. 
 
    “It should be,” Helen said. “However, I could have easily missed another word due to the bad reception.” 
 
    The group continued walking, this time in silence. Finally, after another ten minutes, the tunnel widened out into a massive cave. In front of them were stalactites and stalagmites and, in the middle, was a lake. The pool of water was unmoving and as black as water could be. 
 
    “Gosh! It’s an actual lake, not a carving,” Joe said. 
 
    Helen nodded as she glanced around. “It’s an underground lake. The perfect place to hide jewels.” 
 
     “Yes,” Amy said. “A secret lake, hidden in the depths of a mountain. I’m sure not too many people would know about this spot.” 
 
    “I wonder how the person who hid the jewels knew about this lake,” Sarah said. 
 
    “Maybe he stumbled on it like we did,” Helen said. “Regardless, that doesn’t matter now. Let’s start searching.”  
 
    The group split up and began the search. As luck would have it, five minutes later Amy yelled out. “I found it!”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16: Labyrinth  
 
    As the others rushed over, Amy pulled out a rucksack from amongst the rocks. “I have no idea if this is the one or not, but it’s mighty heavy, so the jewels could be in it.” 
 
    The rucksack was quickly thrust open and, as everyone leaned forward to see what was inside it, Helen reached in and pulled out a necklace. As it gleamed in the torchlight, Joe realized that this was definitely the rucksack which they had been searching for.  
 
    “This stuff must be worth a fortune!” Sarah exclaimed, examining the necklaces, rings, and jewels. 
 
    Helen nodded. “Yes, it is worth quite a bit. That’s why I was so anxious to retrieve it. I didn’t want…” She paused and turned in the direction of the tunnel entrance. “I think I hear voices.” 
 
    “It must be the men!” Amy groaned. 
 
    Joe nodded. “We need to get away from here before they see us.” 
 
    “But where can we go?” Sarah asked.  
 
    “There must be another tunnel somewhere in this large cave,” Helen said. “Let’s head to the other side of the lake and see if we can spot one.” 
 
    As soon as the treasure was in the rucksack, the group hurried around the outside of the lake. Suddenly, they heard Lazlo yell out. “Stop!” 
 
    No one paid any attention to the man, they just continued hurrying towards the other end of the cave, searching desperately for a way out. As Joe caught sight of two tunnels, he slowed down and turned to the others. “Which one?” 
 
    “Either one!” Helen said. 
 
    As the woman headed for the one on the left, the children followed suit as one of the men yelled out again.  
 
    Suddenly, the sound of a gunshot rang out. 
 
    Joe had no idea if the men were shooting in an effort to frighten them, but their strategy misfired as a stalactite fell from the roof. A few moments later, another one crashed down. As there was a cascade of stalactites and other rocks falling, the group continued down the tunnel, but they soon slowed down as they realised no one was following them.  
 
    Amy turned to Joe. “The entrance must be blocked.” 
 
    Joe nodded. “Yes, I would presume so. However, since we saw another tunnel, I assume the men would have headed down that one and, since we have no idea if the tunnels cross, we had still better hurry and keep quiet.” 
 
    “Yes, I agree,” Helen said. “No talking unless you have something important to say.” 
 
    The group resumed walking down the narrow tunnel, this time Helen was leading the way. As the tunnel wound this way and that, the children wondered where they were going to end up.  
 
    Five minutes later, the tunnel split into two. Helen shone the torch around. “Both ways look the same to me.” 
 
    Amy nodded. “Yes, they do look the same.” 
 
    “Then let’s go left,” Sarah said. 
 
    “Okay.” Helen resumed the trek down the tunnel, the others following her. 
 
    As the minutes crept by, the group wondered if they had made the right decision. By now, everyone was getting cold since they had been in the mountain for some time.  
 
    Sarah was the most anxious to get out, she hated the cold and the darkness, so she was the first to smile as the group caught sight of a light at the far end of the tunnel. 
 
    “Yes! We’re out!” Amy yelled. 
 
    “Finally!” Sarah exclaimed.  
 
    “I wonder where we’ll be,” Joe said. 
 
    Within half a minute or so, the group had reached the end of the tunnel. As they emerged, they realised they were on a small plateau. They gazed around. They were above a valley.  
 
    Joe had no idea where they were. He just knew this wasn’t Toledo Valley. “I assume this is in the next valley.” 
 
    “But where are the men?” Amy asked. 
 
    “Let’s listen for a moment and see if we can hear them,” Helen suggested. 
 
    Joe nodded. He and his sisters took a moment to listen, hoping that they wouldn’t hear anything. 
 
    After a minute had passed and there was still no sound coming from the tunnel, Joe relaxed. “It seems as though they took the other tunnel.” 
 
    “Yes, hopefully, that’s the case,” Amy said. “But who knows where the other tunnel ended up. For all we know, it could be somewhere close by, so we shouldn’t stand here for too long.” 
 
    Joe nodded. “Well, we should make our way back to the helicopter which will be coming to pick us up soon, but the only way to get there is if we go over the mountain since we can’t go back the way we came.” 
 
    Amy peered upwards. “We don’t how long it will take to get back to Toledo Valley since we don’t know our exact location. We don’t even know which way to head.” 
 
    Joe turned to Helen. “You should know the area better than us. Do you recognise anything?” 
 
    Helen took a moment to glance around once more. She suddenly smiled. “I think I know where we are. This valley adjoins Toledo Valley and, at the far end of this, is the cabin where your friend and his father are being held prisoner.” 
 
    “It is?” Sarah’s green eyes lit up. “Then let’s rescue them!” 
 
    “Yes, now would be the perfect time!” Joe exclaimed. “Since both men are in the mountain, no one will be guarding the cabin.” 
 
    “But what if the men show up after we arrive at the cabin?” Amy said. “Do you really think it’s a good idea for all of us to go there? Shouldn’t one of us try to get help?” 
 
    “Yes, you’re right,” Joe said, agreeing with his sister. “Why don’t you three go and rescue Will while I walk back to Toledo Valley in order to meet the helicopter pilot. If we split up one of us should reach our objective. Then, no matter what happens, one of us will succeed. But, if we stick together, there’s a chance that we’ll all be captured by the men.” 
 
    “Okay. Take care. See you soon.” Amy hugged her brother as did Sarah, and then the two girls followed Helen down the slope.  
 
    Joe waited for a moment, and then he gazed upwards. It was a steep climb, not so steep that he could not do it, but it was going to take some time. However, after glancing at his watch, he realized he had enough time, which was something to be thankful for. So, setting off at a steady pace, he started climbing. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17: Change Of Plans 
 
    As the two girls, along with Helen, began to hike across the valley floor, they noticed a change in the weather. Storm clouds were building and thunder rumbled in the distance.  
 
    Suddenly, a streak of lightning lit up the area.  
 
    Amy was surprised since the sky didn’t look too dark and then, as she glanced around and noticed that there wasn’t any rain falling, she realized it was a dry thunderstorm, one that produced thunder and lightning but not any rain because the rain evaporated before reaching the ground. She had never experienced one in real life, but she remembered reading about them while studying for a test on weather conditions earlier in the year.  
 
    As the thunder continued to rumble and the lightning lit up the area, the three made their way as fast as possible towards the cabin. 
 
    “Are you sure this is the right way?” Amy said after some time had passed and there was still no sign of the building. 
 
    Helen nodded. “Yes. However, the cabin is hidden amongst a few trees, so it’s hard to see unless you’re really close.” 
 
    “I wonder how Joe is getting on,” Sarah said. “Do you think he would have reached the place where the helicopter will land by now?” 
 
    Amy glanced at her watch. “I think he should be close. It might depend on how tricky the descent down into the valley is.” 
 
    ~ 
 
    Joe was in trouble. He had been climbing up the mountain and glancing occasionally in the direction in which the girls had walked when movement below caught his eye.  
 
    It was the two men, Sergey and Lazlo.  
 
    He didn’t know where they had come from, but he assumed that, whatever tunnel they had gone down, they had emerged on this side of the mountain. 
 
    Since they were quite a distance away and since he was higher up, he didn’t think the men could see him, so he took a moment to peer through his binoculars to see what they were doing.  
 
    Unfortunately, it was at this very moment that the men were also looking through their binoculars and, as Joe realized that he had been seen, he quickly ducked down. Resisting the urge to take another peek, he hurried away. 
 
    After a minute of walking, he realized that he had to have another look. And so, emerging from the trees, he had another look at where the two men had been. The spot where they had been standing earlier was now empty. He quickly whipped the binoculars around, trying in vain to see where they had gone, but he couldn’t. Annoyed, he had no idea where the men were, which meant he had to make his way to the landing spot as quickly as possible. 
 
    Joe continued walking along the ridgeline. As he reached a spot where he could see the lake, he took a moment to glance around. Satisfied that the men weren’t in sight, he started walking down the mountain. 
 
    He had only been doing this for a matter of minutes when he saw a figure walking past the lake. As Joe brought his binoculars to his eyes, he saw that it was Lazlo.  
 
    Dismayed, Joe realised that the man was heading towards the spot where the helicopter was going to land. Wanting to stay out of sight for the time being, he hurried back up to the ridgeline.  
 
    He walked along the ridgeline until he’d got far enough along so that he was directly opposite the spot where the helicopter had landed earlier in the day. He put his binoculars to his eyes and glanced around. He didn’t see anyone at first and then he saw Lazlo leaning against a big fir tree. 
 
    Joe realised there was no point waiting for the helicopter since there was no way he was going to reach the pilot before Lazlo. He had no idea what Lazlo was planning to do with the pilot, but that didn’t matter. He was sure it wasn’t going to be in his best interests.  
 
    There was only one thing to do, and that was to hike to the valley where the film crew were camped. He knew it would take some time, but it was the only way to ensure that help would arrive. But would it be too late?  
 
     He had no idea.  
 
    ~ 
 
    It took longer than expected but, finally, Helen and the two girls came in sight of the small wooden cabin that was tucked up against an almost sheer cliff face.  
 
    As Amy cautiously approached, she turned to Helen. “We had better look through one of the windows first. Imagine if we found that one of the men had returned.” 
 
    Helen nodded. “Yes, that would be bad luck. Okay, just stay here by this pine tree while I have a peek and confirm that they’re not in the cabin.” 
 
    The children waited by a fir tree as Helen crept towards the small log cabin.  
 
    Amy smiled as she waved a few moments later. As she and her sister hurried forward, the woman opened the door. Amy heard Will’s voice before she saw him and yelled out. “Will!” 
 
    Will’s voice took on a surprised tone as he yelled out. “Amy? Is that you?” 
 
    “And me!” Sarah shouted. 
 
    As the two girls entered the cabin, they caught sight of Will and his father tied to separate chairs. They were looking a bit dishevelled, but in good spirits.  
 
    As Helen started untying the ropes, Amy and Sarah hurried forward, eager to help. As the three helped untie the prisoners, Will turned to his friends. 
 
    “I can’t believe you’re here!” Will exclaimed.  
 
    “Yes, it’s lucky,” Amy stated. “We found your message though, at the time, we didn’t think it was the name of a valley—” 
 
    “So how did you find us?” Mr Spencer asked. 
 
    “Colin mentioned that we could go swimming in Toledo Valley if we came with him to the Pyrenees, so we wondered if this was the place you meant,” Amy replied.  
 
    “So that’s where we are,” Will said. “I did think we were somewhere remote, but I didn’t think we had travelled this far south.” 
 
    “Well, it’s a good thing you came when you did,” Mr Spencer stated as he stood up and stretched his arms and legs. “I have no idea how long those men were going to keep us imprisoned since they were getting angry about not having found the jewels yet. Hey, what’s that smell?” He quickly hurried to the window and gazed out. “It’s a fire!” 
 
    “What?” Amy questioned. 
 
    “Impossible!” Helen exclaimed.  
 
    The children followed the woman to the window and gazed out. As they saw smoke, they realised it was a wildfire. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18: Wildfire! 
 
    “The lightning must have set fire to a tree,” Will said. 
 
    Mr Spencer nodded. “Yes, that’s what must have happened. Come on, let’s get out of here before it grows too big!” 
 
    Mr Spencer led the way out of the cabin and hurried across the grass, eager to escape. However, at this point, the valley was quite narrow and it didn’t take long for the fire to race across the grass and cover the ground from left to right. 
 
    “I don’t like the look of this.” Mr Spencer held his handkerchief up and tested the direction of the wind. “It’s quite windy, so I don’t think it’s going to take long for the fire to rush up the slope of the valley.” 
 
    “Which means we need to hurry,” Will said. 
 
    Mr Spencer nodded. “Yes, we do, but we don’t want to have an accident by going too fast.” He took a moment to gaze at the wildfire which had quickly increased in size. 
 
    Since the wind was now blowing towards them, the air was becoming thick with smoke, which was making it difficult to breathe. 
 
    “I don’t think we should try escaping by heading up this way,” Mr Spencer said. “I know it’s not as steep as the area behind the cabin, but our bodies will quickly feel the effects of the fire if we’re this close to the smoke.” 
 
    Agreeing with Mr Spencer, the group made their way back to the cabin and towards the steep cliff face.  
 
    While it wasn’t vertical, it was going to be difficult climbing up especially since there weren’t many bushes to hold onto. 
 
    “This looks impossible!” Sarah sighed.  
 
    “Yes, I think we’d better go back,” Amy said. 
 
    Mr Spencer shook his head. “No, we just need a rope, and there’s one in the cabin.” 
 
    “I’ll go and get it,” Will offered. 
 
    “Thanks, I’ll look for the best route up.” As Mr Spencer studied the rocky cliff, the girls watched the fire. It was heading in their direction. They didn’t have a second to lose. 
 
    Luckily, Will returned a few moments later with a coil of rope. “This is all I could find, but it should be enough.”  
 
    Mr Spencer nodded. “That will be plenty. The good thing about this cliff is that it’s not too steep for long. Once we get past that bush up there, the one past the square shaped rock, it levels out, Which means I can climb up and tie the rope around a rock and throw the other end down to you.” 
 
    Without further delay, Mr Spencer began climbing. The children looked on in trepidation, hoping that he wouldn’t fall. If he did, there wouldn’t be anything to stop him from falling all the way down. While it wouldn’t be a life threatening injury, it would certainly prevent him from climbing. 
 
    Will suddenly noticed that the sky was becoming darker. This was due to the smoke drifting upwards and blocking out the sun’s rays. The smell of smoke was also stronger as the fire grew bigger. 
 
    The next few minutes seemed like an eternity as the three children, along with Helen, watched Mr Spencer inch his way up.  
 
    Will breathed a sigh of relief as his father reached the flatter section. “Phew!” 
 
    Amy glanced behind her. “The fire seems to be getting closer, so we need to hurry.” 
 
    As Mr Spencer tied the rope to the bush and then around another tree trunk, Will ran up to the cabin to get a better look at the fire. As he reached it, the heat of the fire hit him like nothing he’d experienced before. As he peered around the corner of the log cabin a terrifying sight met his eyes.  
 
    There was a massive line of fire and it was heading directly for the cabin. He quickly realised that, once the cabin caught on fire, the blaze would certainly grow bigger and provide enough fuel for the fire to race across the grass to the cliff.  
 
    They needed to hurry. Time was not on their side. 
 
    ~ 
 
    Joe hadn’t walked far before he heard the sound of a helicopter. Convinced that it was the one that was coming to pick them up, he ran out into the open and waved his hands to and fro.  
 
    A few moments later, the helicopter flew overhead. However, it quickly became clear to him that the pilot hadn’t seen him since it continued on its way.  
 
    Disappointed, Joe could do nothing but resume walking. However, before he did so, he took a moment to glance behind him. As he saw smoke rising up into the sky, he realized something was amiss. There was a wildfire and, from the looks of it, it was quite a big one. Were his sister’s okay? What about Will? Mr Spencer? Was anyone or everyone in the path of the fire?  
 
    He had no idea. 
 
    Annoyed, but knowing that there was nothing he could do except reach the film set, he sprinted as fast as he could for a few minutes and then decided he had to take a more conservative approach and jog. 
 
    By maintaining a steady pace, he realized that he would reach the film set sooner if he ran half the way and then collapsed.  
 
    At least, that was the plan. 
 
    ~ 
 
    Will hurried back to the others and saw Amy scrambling up the cliff face, holding onto the rope with her hands while she used her legs to climb up.  
 
    Thankfully, it didn’t take her too long to get to the top, and then it was Sarah’s turn. Seconds seemed to turn into minutes as Sarah inched her way up, slower than Amy, but soon she was also at the top. 
 
    Since Helen offered to go last, Will climbed up. As he did so, there was a massive roar. He glanced backwards as the cabin erupted in flames. This encouraged him to go faster, and he was soon beside the girls. 
 
    Now it was Helen’s turn. As the smoke drifted towards them, the children began coughing. Even Helen was not immune to the smoke, and Will wondered if she would be able to make it to the top.  
 
    Thankfully, she did and, as the smoke drifted upwards, Will suddenly heard a noise. He peered upwards but, due to the smoke, he couldn’t see anything. “I think I can hear a helicopter.” 
 
    “Maybe it’s someone who has seen the fire and has come to help,” Amy suggested. 
 
    “Let’s go up and see,” Will said. 
 
    The group hurried up the rest of the slope as fast as they could and headed in the direction of the sound. As they reached an open section, Amy saw a stationary plane and realized that it was the one belonging to the kidnappers. 
 
    However, this didn’t concern her at the moment because she was more interested in the helicopter that was about to land, especially when she recognised it. “It’s the helicopter belonging to the film crew!” 
 
    She and the others yelled out and waved their hands to and fro. As the helicopter landed, they waited until the rotor blades had stopped spinning before hurrying forward. 
 
    As two men exited the aircraft, the children got an unwelcome surprise. It was Sergey and Lazlo. 
 
    “Blow!” Will glanced around, as though searching for a way out. 
 
    “Run!” Amy yelled. 
 
    However, before any of the group could move, Sergey pulled a pistol from his pocket. “Stay where you are!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19: Hostages 
 
    The group had no choice other than to obey.  
 
    As the men walked up, Sergey stared at Helen. “Do you have the jewels?” 
 
    Helen nodded. “Yes, they’re in the rucksack.” 
 
    “Hand it over,” Sergey ordered. 
 
    Helen shook her head. “No.” 
 
    Sergey waved his pistol to and fro. “I’m the one giving the orders—” 
 
    “Take me to Mr Octopus,” Helen interrupted. 
 
    “How do you know he’s our boss?” Lazlo questioned. 
 
    “She’s just guessing,” Sergey stated. 
 
    Helen shook her head. “I’m sure Mr Octopus can decide if I’m worthy or not of joining your team.” 
 
    “You want to join our team?” Lazlo spluttered.  
 
    Sergey frowned. “I think you’re serious.” 
 
    Helen nodded. “You know I am. I’ve had my fill of stealing from old men. I want to take part in something big.” 
 
    Lazlo turned to his companion. “She’s crazy. Let’s just get the jewels and—” 
 
    “I’ll let the boss decide,” Sergey interrupted. “If he doesn’t like…” He paused as a noise was heard in the sky. It quickly became clear that it was the sound of two helicopters. 
 
    As they emerged from the smoky haze, Sarah caught sight of the police markings on the side of the helicopters. “It’s the police!” 
 
    “Come on, let’s get out here!” Lazlo yelled. 
 
    “Not without hostages,” Sergey said. “That way, the police won’t dare follow us.” The man reached forward and grabbed Amy’s arm. 
 
    “Hey, what do you think you’re doing?” Mr Spencer strode forward. He didn’t get far as Sergey, who had evidently been a boxer at some time in his life, delivered an uppercut to Mr Spencer’s jaw.  
 
    As Will saw his father collapse to the ground, he rushed over. “Dad!” 
 
    Lazlo grabbed Sarah’s arm and followed Sergey to the plane. Helen followed the two men without a word. 
 
    Will could only watch, horrified, as the two girls struggled with the men, not wanting to go into the plane. But the two men were much stronger than they were. 
 
    Since Will had no desire to be treated like his father he didn’t dare do anything. Besides, he had nothing except his bare hands and he knew that they wouldn’t be enough to free the others.  
 
    As the police helicopters landed beside the other helicopter, Will rushed over and yelled out. “They’re getting away and they’ve got two hostages!” 
 
    As two police officers leapt out, they ran towards the plane. However, they had to dive out of the way as the plane taxied across the ground and took off. 
 
    As Will saw the plane disappear from sight he wondered if this was going to be the last time he was going to see Amy and Sarah. 
 
    ~ 
 
    Joe didn’t know how long it took him, but, finally, the small lake at the end of the valley where the film crew was camped came into view. He didn’t see anyone at first, and then he saw that they were huddled around a number of tents.  
 
    As he ran up, he caught sight of Colin’s father. “Help!” 
 
    Colin’s father took one look at the state that Joe was in and rushed over. Joe didn’t have to explain too much since the wildfire had grown so big that the smoke was visible from this valley. Fortunately, the police and fire brigade had already been called and help was already on its way 
 
    As Joe sat in a tent and was handed a cooling drink of lemonade, all he could do was wait for news of the others. Hopefully, it would be good news, but only time would tell. 
 
    Thankfully, he didn’t have to wait too long as there soon came the sound of a helicopter. He rushed outside and, as he saw it was a police helicopter, he hoped that the others would be on board. 
 
    As soon as the rotor blades stopped spinning, he ran up and was excited to see Will and Mr Spencer, but he frowned as he realised that his sisters, nor Helen, were with them. “Where are Amy and Sarah?” 
 
    “The men took them,” Will replied, a sombre look on his face. 
 
    “What? Why?” Joe questioned. 
 
    “They didn’t want the police to follow them, so they took the girls,” Mr Spencer replied. “The police are tracking them on radar and they do have a helicopter in the sky, but they’re afraid to get too close in case they’re seen.” 
 
    Joe sighed. “Well, hopefully, they can catch them when they land. What about Helen?” 
 
    “She asked to go with them,” Mr Spencer said. 
 
    “What?” Joe exclaimed. “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “I don’t understand either,” Mr Spencer admitted. “But I will admit that I was wrong. She can’t be who I thought she was. And, now that I think about it, I suppose lots of people can have a scar on their cheek. What I do know now is that she is a thief and someone who doesn’t care about helping others.” 
 
    Disappointed, the group walked back to the tents, wondering what was going to happen to Amy and Sarah.  
 
    ~ 
 
    As the plane droned on across the Pyrenees, Amy and Sarah were wondering the same thing. However, no one would speak to them, not even Helen. It was a very weird and uncomfortable situation.  
 
    To make matters worse, they encountered a raging storm. Not only did it make the flight turbulent, it meant that there was no hope of anyone following them.  
 
    As darkness swept across the sky a few hours later, the Mediterranean Sea came into view. As lights appeared all along the coast, the plane flew along the coastline for another half an hour before it veered inland and landed on a grassy field. 
 
    After being ordered to follow Sergey, the group followed the man through the darkness with only the torchlight to navigate. Since Lazlo brought up the rear, there was no chance to escape, especially since there was no sign of anyone else. 
 
    As the girls reached the beach and looked around, they caught sight of some distant lights to the left of them. Amy assumed it was a town, one which was too far away to call for help. 
 
    They had no choice but to climb into the rowboat that was beached on the sand and watch on as Lazlo rowed away from the coastline.  
 
    Amy had no idea where they were heading, but she assumed it was to a boat. She was right. Roughly ten minutes later, she caught sight of some lights close together and realised they had reached their destination. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 20: Mr Octopus 
 
    As the rowboat got closer, Amy saw it was a large yacht. She had never seen a yacht as big as this before since it was far bigger than The Blue Dolphin.  
 
    As the rowboat came alongside the large vessel, they saw an image of a black octopus painted on the side of it. A few moments later, she and Sarah were led up the rope ladder and onto the deck. Lazlo led them to a door and, after going down some steps, they found themselves at the end of a hallway. They walked along it until they reached the second room, which was the one they were ordered to enter. 
 
    As the door was locked behind them, Amy glanced around. “Well, at least this room is better than some of the other places we’ve been locked up in.” 
 
    Sarah nodded as she looked at the queen size bed. “Yes, it is quite spacious, but I don’t know if I’m in the mood for sleeping.” 
 
    “Me neither,” Amy said. “I’d like to escape, but I don’t know if that’s possible.” She walked around and examined the other items in the room. There was a closet, however, when she opened it, all she saw was a life jacket. There was also a desk and a chest of drawers. However, there was nothing in them.  
 
    Amy walked towards the porthole. “I wonder if this is wide enough for us to climb out.” 
 
    “But where would we go?” Sarah questioned. “There’s no way we could swim back to the mainland. You saw how long it took for the men to row here.” 
 
    Amy nodded as she leaned forward and peered around. “Yes, it was a long way. If it was closer though, I would try it, because I think I could get my body through if I tried.” She suddenly heard footsteps, so she removed herself from the porthole and closed it, not wanting anyone to see what she had been contemplating. 
 
    A second later, the door was unlocked and a swarthy faced man with black hair and dressed totally in black entered the room. By his appearance, Amy was confident that this man was Mr Octopus, the boss of this organization. As the man took a cigar from his mouth, he gazed into the eyes of the girls. “I hope you’ll be comfortable in your room.” 
 
    “What do you plan to do with us?” Amy questioned. 
 
    “I’m not quite sure yet,” Mr Octopus coldly stated. “I’ll decide when I get to Portoferraio.” 
 
    Sarah frowned. “Where is that?” 
 
    “On the island of Elba,” Mr Octopus replied. “We’ll be there in the morning.” 
 
    “Can you please give us something to eat?” Sarah begged. “I’m starving.” 
 
    Mr Octopus took a moment to glance at his expensive watch before he replied. “I’ve finished dinner, but I’m sure my chef can find you something to eat.” 
 
    As the man left the room, Amy waited a moment and then hurried up to the door. She reached for the handle and, after confirming that he had, indeed, locked it again, sighed. “I have no idea how the others are going to find us when we’re in Portoferraio.” 
 
    “Me neither,” Sarah cried, sitting down on the bed. 
 
    As Amy saw tears trickle from her sister’s eyes, she hurried over and sat beside her. She tried to comfort her as best she could. But it was hard. In other situations like this, it was the four of them who had been locked up. And, together, they had been able to think of something. But now it was just the two of them. Despite the doubts that she was feeling, she didn’t want to further upset Sarah. “Don’t you worry. I’m sure I’ll think of something.” 
 
    “Like what?” Sarah murmured. 
 
    Amy was about to reply when there was a knock and the door swung open. A man dressed neatly in white entered holding a plate of food. “Did someone say they were hungry?” 
 
    “Yes, thanks,” Sarah said. 
 
    The man put the plate of food on the desk and then departed. Since the food was mainly finger food, the girls needed no cutlery. As they devoured the food, the engine rumbled and, after growling for a minute or two, the yacht began sailing away from the coastline. 
 
    As they finished off the last of the grapes, Amy glanced around the room. “I suppose the only way out is through the porthole.” 
 
    “But it’s too far to the mainland!” Sarah cried. 
 
    Amy nodded as she walked over and peered through the porthole once more. “I know, but…” She suddenly frowned. “Hey, come here for a moment. I think I see some trees. It must be the mainland.” Sarah hurried over and Amy pointed. “It’s a bit hard to see since there’s not much light but…” Amy let out a small smile as the clouds moved away from the moon and she was able to see that there was indeed a cluster of trees. “We should pass the closest point in a minute or so, which means we need to hurry.” She rushed to the closet and pulled out the life jacket. She handed it to Sarah. “Here, put it on.” 
 
    Sarah handed it back to Amy. “No, you take it. Even with the life jacket, I’m not sure if I could swim that far. Besides, if I’m wearing it, you won’t have one.” 
 
    “I’ll be fine,” Amy said, reassuring Sarah. “I’m a good swimmer.” 
 
    Sarah shook her head. “No. I really want to escape. But I don’t want either of us to drown. I don’t know how I would survive if I took the life jacket and something happened to you.” 
 
    “But I can—” Amy said. 
 
    “No! Just put the jacket on and get help,” Sarah ordered. “I’ll stay here and wait for you.” 
 
    Amy smiled as she put the life jacket on. She then hugged her sister. “Be brave. I’ll be back before you know it.” She opened the porthole and started to slide out. As she got stuck, she called out. “Can you hold my legs and give me a push when I say so?” 
 
    Sarah nodded and did exactly as her sister asked. Once Amy was in position, she yelled out, and Sarah obeyed. 
 
    As Amy hit the water, she sank underneath the waves, but quickly rose to the surface and started swimming towards the land.  
 
    Luckily, the moon was still out, and so it was fairly easy to see which direction she needed to swim in. She paddled like crazy, moving her legs and arms as hard as she could, desperate to reach the land as soon as possible. She didn’t have to worry about making noise because the yacht was quite a distance away by now. Unfortunately, due to the current, it took a bit longer than she had hoped to reach the land, and she was far more exhausted than she thought she would have been. However, she thankfully pulled herself up on the rocks a few minutes later and took in a number of deep breaths. 
 
    Once she had done so, she began to clamber up, wondering if it was an island or the mainland.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 21: Midnight Swim 
 
    Unfortunately, it was an island. And, not only that, it was a very small one. It only took her a minute to reach the other side. As she saw the lights of the town in the distance, she realised it was going to be an awfully long swim. Which meant that she would have to wait until she regained her energy before getting back into the water because there was no way that she could swim all the way to the mainland in the state that she was in. 
 
    However, thankfully, since the yacht was sailing towards Portoferraio and since the boss had told her that it would arrive in the morning, she realized that she had time to spare since she assumed it was around midnight. 
 
    Since the island was small and rocky, it was hard to find a good spot to rest, and so she had to be content with sitting on the pebbles. She closed her eyes and waited to get her breath back. She had no idea how long she had been there, but she suddenly realized that she had dozed off. She realized she had to get moving, so she hurried over to the part of the island that was nearest to the mainland and waded into the water. 
 
    It was cold. However, since her clothes were still wet, it didn’t seem as cold as before. She began swimming and soon realized that the current was an issue. 
 
    Since she had left the yacht, the waves had grown bigger. A storm was on the way. As it began to lightly rain, all Amy could do was hope that the storm would pass on by. It was hard enough to deal with the cresting waves right now, and she could imagine how hard it would be to swim to the mainland if the weather turned worse.   
 
    Time seemed to stand still as she paddled because, no matter how much time seemed to pass, the lights on the shoreline didn’t seem to get any closer. She knew this was impossible because the current wasn’t that strong, however, since it was night, it was hard to see what progress she was making.  
 
    But she wasn’t going to give up. Her parents had instilled in her that, no matter the situation and no matter how tough the odds seem to be, there’s always a way to succeed. Her parents had told her this in relation to schoolwork, but this could relate to anything in life and, as such, Amy wasn’t one to give up. And so, whenever she felt she couldn’t continue, she thought about Sarah all alone in the cabin, lying down in the bed in the darkness.  
 
    She couldn’t fail. She just couldn’t.  
 
    It wasn’t an option that she was willing to take. And so, whenever she got a little bit tired, she just stopped and waited until she felt strong enough to swim. Since she had a life jacket on, she wasn’t going to drown.  
 
    However, she was getting cold. In fact, she was the coldest she had been for some time. But the only way she was going to get warm was if she reached land, so she had no choice but to continue swimming. 
 
    She didn’t know how long she had been swimming for, but she suddenly realised there was land in front of her. A million emotions seemed to rush through her. 
 
    She had reached land! She swam as fast as she could and she soon felt the sand beneath her feet. As she waded out of the water she glanced around. All she saw were trees, bushes, and rocks. There were no lights of any kind. 
 
    Was this another island? She didn’t know, but she was determined to find out and so, even though she on the verge of collapsing, she thought about Sarah once more and walked up the small slope. As soon as she reached the top of it, her heart sunk.  
 
    In the distance were the lights of the town. However, between them and her was water. A lot of water.  
 
    She was on another island, not much bigger than the last one. Disappointed, she sank to the ground. She was cold, tired, and disheartened. 
 
    She had failed. She couldn’t help but go to sleep as a wave of exhaustion washed over her. 
 
    ~ 
 
    As dawn crept over the horizon, Amy lay on the grassy part of the island. She slept so soundly she didn’t hear the fishing vessel approach. 
 
    It wasn’t until the fisherman leapt into the shallow water and called out in a loud voice that she opened her eyes. 
 
    For a few moments, she could not recall where she was. Then it all came flooding back to her. She turned towards the man with the bushy beard. “I need to contact the police!’ 
 
    “The police? You want the police?” the man questioned, in a strong French accent. 
 
    Amy nodded. “My sister has been kidnapped.” 
 
    “Okay,” the man replied. “We go to the police.” 
 
    The man carried Amy to the fishing vessel and blankets and warm drinks were soon brought to her. She slowly began to get warm as the boat headed back to the mainland. 
 
    As the fishing vessel came to a stop beside a pier, she realized they had reached the town. Using as much energy as she could muster, she stood up and, with the friendly fisherman helping her, she walked across the gangplank and down the pier while another fisherman rushed ahead to notify the police. 
 
    Since it was quite early in the day, the police officer hadn’t started work and it was a while before his car came to a stop beside the harbour. Amy climbed into the policeman’s car and blurted out everything.  
 
    The young man was amazed, and as he scribbled down all the things that Amy was telling him, he kept on shaking his head in disbelief as though something like this never happened in his district. As soon as she had finished speaking, he put his arm on her shoulder. “Come and get some rest. We’ll get your sister back.” 
 
    Amy nodded and leaned back in the seat as the policeman started the engine and drove towards the police station. She closed her eyes, still tired from her long night. She had done everything that she could do, now she had to leave the rest to the police. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 22: Reunited 
 
    Sarah hadn’t slept at all. Even though the bed had been comfy, she had kept tossing and turning. Thoughts of what Amy was doing ran through her head.  
 
    As dawn came, she realized they would be approaching Portoferraio soon. She stood up and walked over to the porthole. No one had entered the cabin thus far, but she was sure that someone would do so before the yacht docked.  
 
    She had no idea what the boss would do to her once he realized that Amy was no longer on the boat, but whatever happened was out of her control since there was nothing she could do about it. 
 
    However, as the harbour of Portoferraio came into view, she realized that there actually was one thing she could do. She could open the porthole and climb out, just like her sister had done. That way, even if Amy hadn’t managed to get help, she would be free. 
 
    Deciding that she was going to do this, she waited until the yacht was just about to dock and then she leaned out of the porthole.  
 
    However, just as she was doing so, she caught sight of a figure. It was a man in uniform, and beside him was another man in uniform. They were hiding behind a wooden crate. She had no idea who they were, but she thought that maybe they were policemen.  
 
    As the boat came to a stop, one of them blew his whistle and she smiled in delight as more uniformed men swarmed the pier and leapt onto the yacht. 
 
    Sarah suddenly realised that Amy must have contacted the police. She had done it! There was no other explanation. She was so happy as sat lay on the bed and waited for help to arrive. 
 
    As the door was thrust open a few minutes later, she saw a friendly faced policeman. He smiled. “You must be Sarah.” 
 
    Sarah nodded. “Did Amy tell you about this boat?” 
 
    The policeman nodded. “Yes. We’ve been after these criminals for some time and, thanks to her, we’ve managed to catch them. Now, I imagine you’re eager to be reunited with your sister?” 
 
    Sarah nodded. “Yes, please.” 
 
    The policeman smiled. “Well, then let’s get off this boat and get to the airport. You’ve got a plane to catch.” 
 
    ~ 
 
    As the sun rose high in the sky, Joe paced up and down. “The helicopter should have arrived by now.” 
 
    “There’s no need to worry,” Will said. “Especially now that the fire is under control.” 
 
    Joe nodded as he gazed in the direction of the wildfire. Only a few puffs of smoke could now be seen. “Yes, it’s good that the water bombers were able to get to the fire quickly, otherwise we might have had to leave this valley and…” He paused as he heard a noise. He peered upwards, scanning the sky for any sign of a helicopter.  
 
    He didn’t see anything at first and thought for a moment that he had been mistaken, but then he caught sight of a police helicopter skimming over the treetops. “Yes! They’re here!” 
 
    Hearing Joe shout out, Mr Spencer emerged from one of the tents and hurried over to join the boys. They were smiling even before Amy and Sarah stepped out of the helicopter.  
 
    The girls yelled out in joy and rushed over. Everyone was smiling.  
 
    However, as they hugged one another, Joe’s smile froze as a woman also climbed out of the helicopter. 
 
    It was Helen.  
 
    Joe frowned. “What’s going on?” 
 
    Amy laughed. “You won’t believe the story she told us!” 
 
    Helen walked towards Will’s father and smiled. “You were right. My real name is Alice Wentworth. I’m sorry I had to deceive you.” 
 
    Mr Spencer looked puzzled. “I don’t understand.”  
 
    “I know! You’re an undercover policewoman!” Will yelled. 
 
    Helen smiled. “Yes, I am. Which meant that I couldn’t reveal my true identity to anyone, not even a former classmate.” 
 
    Mr Spencer chuckled, as though he still couldn’t Mr Spencer , puzzled. believe it. “You’re a really good actress. I really thought I had been mistaken. But I still don’t understand. When we were younger I recall a conversation in which you mentioned that your father was a police officer and that, if there was one job you didn’t want, it was that.” 
 
    Helen nodded. “I’m surprised you remember that conversation. Well, the main reason I said that was because I thought that, if it wasn’t for my dad being a police officer, he would have more spent more time with me. But, as I grew up, I realized how many people he had helped and, after he passed away, I realised I wanted to continue his legacy. For the first few years, I was a police officer like him, but then I got transferred to the undercover division. It wasn’t long before I was assigned to my first case.”  
 
    “Which is what you were doing when we met you,” Will said. 
 
    Helen nodded. “I was waiting to speak to my contact when you showed up. I tried to lose you, but then Sergey and Lazlo appeared. I wasn’t sure who they were at first, but then I connected the dots and realised they had been sent by Mr Octopus.” 
 
    “Mr Octopus?” Joe asked. “Who is he?” 
 
    “The wealthy boss of a gang of criminals who were targeting various museums all across Europe,” Helen replied. “None of the police departments had much information to go on, they just knew the nickname of the boss, which was Mr Octopus and that he never stayed in one place for long. We were at a loose end when we got a break with the recent jewel heist in Madrid.” 
 
    “What was the break?” Will asked. 
 
    “One of the criminals was captured, a man called Harry,” Helen explained. “However, he wouldn’t talk, so we decide to set up a prison break. I assumed an alias and pretended to be the getaway driver. As we drove to a hideout, I managed to gain his trust, which was aided by the fact that I happened to look like his divorced wife. Anyway, we hid in the woods and I tried to get him to take me to the location of the jewels, but he wouldn’t. Then a man showed up and ruined everything.” 
 
    “Was he also from Mr Octopus?” Mr Spencer asked. 
 
    “Yes, he was,” Helen said. “I attempted to prove to the new man that I was like him, a thief, but he wasn’t willing to take me along until he had spoken to Mr Octopus. So they left me in the woods. I didn’t know what to do and then the new man returned. He had a pistol. It seemed as though he didn’t trust me. I was scared since I had no idea what was going to happen to me. Then, before the man could do anything, Harry appeared and tackled his companion. There was a scuffle and several shots were fired.” The woman paused for a moment to gather her thoughts. 
 
    “What happened next?” Joe asked. 
 
    “It was tragic,” Helen said. “Both men had been shot. I tried to help them, but since we were in a desolate area, I couldn’t save them. Before Harry died, he attempted to tell me where the jewels were hidden. But I could only hear certain words.” 
 
    “Oh, so that’s where you heard Toledo Valley, lake, waterfall, triangle, and tree,” Sarah said. “But why did you tell us that the man had telephoned you?” 
 
    “Well, I couldn’t exactly tell you that I was a thief who had helped break someone out of prison,” Helen replied. 
 
    Sarah nodded. “I suppose not.” 
 
    “I believed every single word about that phone call,” Amy said. “But wasn’t it a bit risky going with the two men to meet Mr Octopus?” 
 
    Helen nodded. “Yes, it was risky, but I realised that the only way he was going to be captured was if someone saw his face. I hoped that with my fake alias, he would believe my cover about stealing from old men. Anyway, thanks to you, the police captured him before I could do anything.” She walked forward and hugged the two girls. “Thanks.” 
 
    Joe grinned. “Well, talk about truth being stranger than fiction. What you’ve just said is something that would happen in a movie. If I was…” He paused as Colin came running up.  
 
    “Are you coming to see me acting?” Colin yelled. “The director is almost ready to shoot.” 
 
    Joe nodded. “Of course! I forgot. We’ll come at once.” He turned to Helen. “So, what are your plans now? Off to some secret location under a different alias?” 
 
    Helen smiled. “No, I’ve got a few days off. And, because of that, as a way of saying thank you, I would like to treat you all to dinner tonight.” 
 
    “That would be wonderful,” Will said. 
 
    Helen turned to Mr Spencer. “You’re welcome to come along as well.” 
 
    Mr Spencer smiled. “Thanks, it would be good to talk about old times.” 
 
    “Come on, we’d better get going if we want to see Colin,” Will said. “We can talk afterwards.” 
 
    After saying goodbye to Helen and arranging to meet her in the small village later that evening, the group hurried off. 
 
    As Joe followed the others, he couldn’t help but smile. He and his sisters, along with his best friend Will, had managed to solve another mystery. He had no idea what the future held, but he suspected there would be many more mysteries to solve.  
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