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			Charlie Hitchcock had never slept in a magician’s house before. 

			It was disappointing. No unearthly moans. No rattling chains. No phantoms flitting through walls. Charlie would have welcomed them, and would have spent the rest of the night trying to solve the mystery of what they really were. He loved solving puzzles. 

			Charlie yawned and pulled the blanket to his chin. Counting ghosts would have been a lot more fun than lying there counting sheep. Instead, he listened to the rumbling of the thunderstorm outside and to the ticking of a grandfather clock. The clock faced the sofa on which he was trying to fall asleep. A flash of lightning lit up the dial. 
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			Almost three o’clock? he thought. Only four more hours! He groaned and rolled over, gazing around Brack’s sitting room.

			Brack — also known as Abracadabra, the legendary magician — was the founder and owner of the world-famous Abracadabra Hotel, the only hotel made by and for retired magicians, and Brack’s home was a special penthouse on the windy roof of the building. But Brack was not there. The old magician was missing.

			Groans came from the closet. 

			For a nanosecond, Charlie hoped it was a ghost, but he knew the sound was just old floorboards settling in the storm. 

			The boy glanced over at the magician’s big, wooden desk. The pile of books and papers covering the desk was the reason he was staying overnight. They had also led Charlie into his latest adventure, along with Tyler Yu. 

			The hotheaded Tyler was known at Blackstone Middle School for having enemies. But he and Charlie made a good team. They had solved a number of weird puzzles in the old hotel. This newest mystery was the weirdest. Brack was missing, and Tyler had also vanished.

			On the magician’s desk lay a clue that Charlie hoped would lead him to his friends. It was a sheet of paper that held an unusual list of words:
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			Charlie was convinced that “lily,” written in Brack’s spidery handwriting, referred to a flower in the hallway of the hotel’s fourteenth floor. A flower that stood out strangely from the rest of the old-fashioned wallpaper. 

			But it was the last entry in the list that bothered him the most. THE 12. Did that mean the twelfth floor? 

			Then why hadn’t Brack written it the way he wrote 13th floor just above it?

			Dnnng! Dnnng! Dnnng!

			Three o’clock. Charlie shifted on the sofa and pulled the blanket around himself more tightly. 

			What — or who — are the Twelve? he wondered. 

			There were twelve months in the year. Twelve numbers on a clock. Twelve days of Christmas. 

			Twelve signs of the Zzzzz…

			Brack’s sitting room soon echoed with the thunder-like rumbling of Charlie’s snores.

			And while the boy slept, a dark figure — waiting patiently in the shadows — slipped from the closet, made its way to the front door, and darted away from the magician’s house.


			* * *

            

            
			Four hours later, Charlie yawned and stepped off the elevator, shuffling through the vast lobby of the Abracadabra, which was also known as the Hocus Pocus Hotel to the staff and its guests.

			“Charlie! Over here!” came a voice.

			Charlie rubbed his eyes and saw Annie Solo waving furiously near the front desk. Another girl stood next to her.

			“Charlie,” said Annie, smiling widely. “This is Cozette. She’s new here. Just started a couple weeks ago.”

			The other girl held up a hand and said, “Hey.” She had thick dark hair and bright eyes, and wore pink shoes that matched her fingernail polish.

			“Cozette’s going to help us,” said Annie. “I figured two heads are better than one, and, well, three heads are better than two.”
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			Before Charlie could ask a question, Annie grabbed his hand and pulled him, along with Cozette, toward the hotel restaurant. “Come on, I’m starving,” she said.

			Tyler’s dad, Walter Yu, was the head chef of the Top Hat restaurant. He showed them to a table. “Breakfast is on the house,” he said. “Thanks to you, Annie, and your friend here, we can all keep our jobs. And the hotel is safe!” 

			Cozette looked puzzled, so Annie said, “I’ll explain it all later.”

			And she did, with help from Charlie, while the three of them dug into eggs, toast, bacon, and fruit. 

			Annie explained how the two of them, but mostly Charlie, had saved the hotel from falling into the hands of a magician known as Theopolis. 

			“That snake threatened to take away the Hocus Pocus if Mr. Brack didn’t pay the rent,” said Annie.

			“But Mr. Brack is missing,” said Cozette.

			Annie and Charlie nodded. Charlie had kept Theopolis from stealing the hotel, by threatening to reveal one of his most amazing magic tricks. But who knew how long that would keep the evil magician quiet? Charlie was afraid the man would come up with another awful plan. And soon.

			“That’s why we have to find Brack,” said Charlie.

			“And Tyler, too,” added Annie. “They’re both in trouble.”

			“We told Ty’s parents that he’s been helping us look for Brack,” said Charlie. “But if we don’t find him soon, Mrs. Yu’s going to get suspicious.

			“You should call the police,” said Cozette.

			“We will,” said Annie. “Tomorrow. If we still can’t find them by the end of the day. But we know they’re somewhere in the hotel.”

			“On the thirteenth floor,” said Charlie.

			“Thirteen?” said Cozette. Her eyes grew wide. “That seems unlucky.”

			“But we’ll go to the fourteenth floor first,” said Charlie.

			“Right,” said Annie. “The lily.”

			Cozette put down a forkful of eggs. “Lily who?”

			“No, it’s lily what,” said Annie. “A flower.”

			“But not really a flower,” said Charlie.

			Cozette sighed. “I don’t know why you talked me into this, Annie.”

			“Because we have to help Tyler,” said her friend.

			Cozette and Charlie shared a glance. They knew Annie liked Tyler. Really liked him.

			Cozette patted her lips with her napkin and then dropped it on the table. “Okay then,” she said. “Let’s go rescue Tyler.”

			When they got off the elevator at the fourteenth floor, Charlie led them to the hallway he and Annie had investigated the day before. Annie waved toward two doors, side by side. “That’s where the magicians are staying this week. Theopolis there, and Mr. Dragonstone there.”

			“David Dragonstone?” said Cozette. “He is so cute! Do you think he’ll come out if we knock on the door? Will he be wearing his cute white suit?”

			“We’re here to look for Tyler, remember?” said Annie.

			“Besides, David Dragonstone might be involved in this,” added Charlie.

			“Charlie figured out how Mr. Dragonstone did his magic tricks,” said Annie. “Figured it all out by himself. Except for one thing.”

			“What’s that?” asked Cozette.

			“The trick where he walks through a glass door down on the twelfth floor,” Annie said. “Charlie knows how he got through the glass. But he doesn’t know how he got to the twelfth floor in the first place.”

			Charlie walked down the hall. “Tyler stood at one end of that hallway. The solid glass door was at the other end. But somehow Dragonstone appeared in the middle,” he said.
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			“How?” asked Cozette.

			Charlie was staring carefully at the wall. “I think it has something to do with this.”

			The two girls rushed over to him.

			“That’s the lily!” said Annie. The dark wallpaper was covered with patterns of lilies. The flower Charlie was staring at, however, was not printed on the wallpaper. It was made of plaster and sat on top of the paper, in three dimensions, but blended in with the flowers around it. If a person hadn’t been looking for it, they would have overlooked it in the flowing pattern.

			“Brack’s writing,” said Charlie, referring to the paper he had found the day before, “had the words ‘turn lily there.’”

			“I figured out that part,” said Annie.

			“So, how do we turn it?” asked Cozette.

			“I’m not exactly sure,” said Charlie. He took a few steps back for a better view. On the floor beneath his shoes was a rectangle. It was the only shape in the otherwise plain, red carpet. A rectangle made of twisting lines of gold and emerald and cream. Charlie was sure that the two items that didn’t fit in, the rectangle and the flower, were parts of the same puzzle.

			Cozette shrugged. “Why don’t you just try turning it?” 

			She reached out and grabbed the plaster lily. With a small crunch, it turned in her grip like a doorknob.

			Something thudded in the hallway and shook the floor. Annie gasped. The rectangle in the carpet tilted downward, like a waterslide, into a dark rectangular space. The last things Charlie saw were Cozette’s pink shoes. 

			He fell through the floor, then rolled into something hard. With another thump, the carpet above him tilted back up and the light disappeared. 

			Charlie heard a wrenching sound, a scream, and then nothing. He was in darkness. 
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			True, deep darkness. 

			Charlie felt his heart pumping faster. He started breathing harder. 

			Then he heard something. 

			… beep… beep…

			“Ty, is that you?” he called.

			“Yeah, it’s my stupid beeper,” came Tyler’s familiar voice. “It’s gone off about a million times. If my parents had given me a phone, then maybe I could have called them and gotten out of this hole, but no, I’m not responsible enough. Even though I do all the work around here.”

			The darkness in front of Charlie’s eyes appeared to swirl. A shadow separated from the others. A silhouette. 

			“You’ve been on the thirteenth floor the whole time?” asked Charlie.

			“Yeah, and I’m not the only one, brainiac. Brack’s here too. But I think he’s hurt.”

			“You think? Don’t you know?”

			“I can’t see him,” said Ty. 

			Charlie’s heart began beating harder again. “There’s no lights in here?!” he said.

			“Well, there aren’t any windows on this floor, but there’s a few lights. But that’s not the problem. He’s locked behind a door and neither of us can open it. So I’ve been looking for a way out for hours!”

			Light burst above them. Charlie could see that he and Ty were sitting in a hall that resembled the others in the hotel. 

			The secret rectangular door had re-opened overhead and slanted toward them. Annie and Cozette ran down the carpeted ramp.

			“Tyler!” exclaimed Annie. “I’m so glad you’re all right.”

			“Yeah!” said Ty. “Now we can get out of here.”

			But as soon as the two girls stepped off the ramp, it sprang quickly back into place, and out of reach.

			“Don’t worry,” said Charlie. “I think I know how we can get out of here.”

			“You do?” said Ty. “Then why did you take so long? I’ve been starving!”

			“I waited so long because I just figured it out,” answered Charlie. 

			“We just figured it out,” said Cozette. “I was the one who turned that weirdo lily thing.”

			“We need to get Brack,” said Ty

			“I’ve got a phone,” said Cozette. She turned it on and its pale blue light helped guide them through the hallway.

            
			 
				[image: HPHtr_ThiMy_S14_pg139.psd]
			

            
			Tyler Yu looked the way he always did. Spiky black hair, jeans, boots, and a scowl on his face. He stopped before a door. “We have a slight problem,” he said.

			“Now what?” asked Annie.

			“It’s locked,” Ty said. “Brack’s inside.”

			“I have a passkey!” Charlie said. He pulled the keycard out of his pocket.

			Charlie heard a low moan from the other side of the door. “Brack!” he called. “It’s us!” Cozette’s phone light made it bright enough to see the door.

			Charlie looked at the door and then stopped. “Uh, where’s the slot for the passkey?” The old wooden door had a traditional lock and keyhole. 

			“These old doors don’t have the new electronic system,” said Annie. “We need an old-school metal key.”

			“And that’s probably been missing for fifty years,” said Charlie, groaning.

			“Now that you mention it,” said Annie, “there are some old keys hanging behind the desk.”

			“You mean these?” asked Cozette. She held out a small ring of dark metal keys.

			“How did you —?” Annie started.

			“I figured if we were going into the old part of the Hocus Pocus, we might need them,” said Cozette.

			“You’re smarter than you look,” said Ty.

			“Stand aside,” said Cozette. She tried a few of the keys in the lock. Finally, there was a click.

			The door opened, and in the phone’s blue light, they saw a closet door just inside.

			“Brack!” called Ty.

			A groan came from within the closet. Ty twisted a deadbolt knob on the door and opened it. The four companions saw an old man on the floor inside, his thin back against the wall, his wrinkled face stretched in a grimace of pain. 
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			“Master Hitchcock!” said the man in a tired, raspy voice. “And Master Yu. And Miss Solo.”

			“How are you, Brack?” asked Charlie.

			“Body and soul still together, young man,” said Brack, pushing himself into a better position. “And this charming young woman must be Miss Bailey.”

			Cozette stared. “You know who I am?” she said. “I’ve only worked here a few weeks.” 

			“We need to get you out of here,” said Ty. 

			“Carefully,” said Brack. “I think I may have sprained an ankle.”

			“Who did this to you?” said Charlie.

			“I have an idea,” said Brack. “But I don’t have any evidence, of course. It was dark when I woke up here. The last thing I remember was sitting in my house.”

			“With Theopolis!” said Charlie.

			Brack blinked, surprised. “Why, yes. At least, that’s who he turned out to be. He was wearing a disguise.”

			“A red beard,” said Annie.

			“Somebody better explain what’s been going on,” said Ty. “And I mean now.”

			 “First things first,” said Brack. He lifted a shaking hand and pointed. “I believe there’s a men’s room in that direction. I could hear the pipes through the wall.”

			Ty gently hoisted Brack to his feet and hunkered under one of the older man’s shoulders. Charlie and Annie supported him on the other side. Cozette raised her phone and a door loomed out of the darkness. While Ty helped Brack walk inside, the other three turned and gasped. 

			A hand reached out toward them. Icy white fingers. Annie screamed. Charlie couldn’t speak. Ty stepped out of the bathroom, closing the door behind him. “What’s going on?” he asked.

			Cozette pointed. The clutching white fingers hadn’t moved. They could see the hand was attached to a bare white arm that led to a naked shoulder.

			“Look out!” said Ty. As Cozette’s light traveled up the mysterious white shape, Ty saw another figure close behind. 

			Neither of the white shadows moved. “Who are you?” Ty demanded.

			The four companions jumped as something moved behind them. It was Brack, who had opened the bathroom door and was grasping the side of the doorway for balance. “I’m afraid he can’t answer you,” he said. “None of them can.” 

			Cozette lifted her light. They saw more and more figures crowded in front of them. 

			All pale, all frozen in place, all silent.

			“Statues,” said Charlie.

			Brack nodded. “They are the great secret of the thirteenth floor,” he said. “A secret I thought was a rumor until I saw them just now with my own eyes.”

			“Who are they?” asked Ty.

			“The Twelve,” said Brack.

			Charlie looked closer at the blurry, bluish shapes in the cellphone’s gleam. One of them brandished a sword. Another held a spear with three sharp prongs. A female figure wore an old-fashioned helmet and carried a shield.
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			I’ve seen them before, thought Charlie. He had a memory that held onto images like a computer hard drive. “Acute visual memory,” his teachers called it. Other people might call it a photographic memory. 

			Once Charlie saw a picture or a movie or a show, he never forgot it. For example, the photo he had seen in an old book at the library of some statues. The same statues he’d seen on a show on the History Channel.

			“The Twelve Olympians,” said Charlie.

			“You mean, like athletes?” asked Annie,

			Ty rolled his eyes. “Like the Greek gods,” he said. “Clash of the Titans, The Immortals, Percy Jackson.”

			“You read?” said Cozette in a quiet voice. 

			Ty ignored her. “That must be Ares,” he said, pointing at the statue with the sword.

			“And Poseidon and Athena,” said Charlie. He saw a statue of a beautiful woman with long hair, holding a stone apple in her cold marble hand. “That one is Aphrodite, the goddess of beauty.”

			“Yeah,” said Ty. “Some dude gave her that apple because she was the prettiest.”

			“The Twelve,” said Brack. “These statues were a gift to the hotel many, many years ago. They were the handiwork of a famous Spanish sculptor, Ernesto Endriago.”

			“One guy made them?” asked Cozette.

			“One very talented guy, yes,” said Brack. “He sent them to the hotel as a gift. He came from a long line of magicians — he was the only sculptor, and a disappointment to his father. But these magnificent statues were delivered here and then forgotten. I knew they had been sent, but never saw them. It was a very busy time. Deliverymen must have put them on this floor by mistake.”

			“Wow,” said Annie. “So, we’re like the first people to see them since Ernesto!”

			“Where were they supposed to go?” asked Charlie.

			“Endriago designed them to be installed on the roof,” said Brack. “The twelve gods of Greek mythology gazing down on humans from on high. Just as they once did from Mount Olympus.”

			“Awesome,” said Tyler.

			“Awesome indeed, but it wasn’t a good idea,” said Brack. “They’re far too valuable to be exposed to the elements.”

			“Um, how valuable?” said Charlie.

			“Endriago was killed in the Second World War,” Brack said. “These are the last — and the greatest — works from his hand. They must be priceless.”

			Charlie wondered how much a single statue would cost. A million? A hundred million? That would pay for the hotel a thousand times over. Brack would be able to pay for the whole thing, and Theopolis would be out of his life forever. 

			Charlie was too busy thinking about dollar signs to notice the shadowy figure moving beyond the circle of light cast from Cozette’s phone. It moved from the statue of Apollo to Hermes, and then hid behind Hades, the lord of the dead. Then it smiled.
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			Tyler sighed. “I’m starving here, people. And we need a doctor to look at Brack’s ankle.”

			Cozette turned to Charlie. “You said you knew a way out of here.”

			“Right,” said Charlie. “Let’s go back to the hall we first landed in.”

			It took longer to retrace their steps with the injured Brack, but soon they were back in the hallway.

			“See?” said Charlie, pointing to the floor. “I knew it was there.” In the glow of the phone they saw a familiar shape on the carpet. 

			“Aladdin’s magic carpet,” said Annie. “Or at least it looks like it.”

			“Just like the rectangle above us, on the fourteenth floor,” said Charlie.

			“You mean it was right there all the time?” said Ty.

			Charlie began running his hands along the wall, searching for another hidden switch. “I figured they’d be right on top of each other,” he said. “Ah, here it is.” His left hand touched a bumpy shape protruding from the wallpaper. 

			Another flower. This one was a sunflower. “Stand back,” he yelled. Then he twisted the plaster flower just as Cozette had twisted the lily.

			Something banged against the floor. Gears rattled and walls shook as the floor began to sag. Light shot up from below as the rectangle in the carpet slanted downward to reveal a lit hallway on the twelfth floor.

			Carefully, they helped Brack down the ramp. As soon as they all stepped into the lower hallway, the ramp snapped up like the end of a teeter-totter.

			“This is the hallway with the glass door,” said Ty. “This is where I went up. After you took off for the elevators, the ramp came down again.”

			“So why didn’t you just come back the same way?” asked Annie.

			“I didn’t know how it worked,” said Ty. 

			“Well, that’s how David Dragonstone got into the hallway without you seeing him enter it,” said Charlie. “Remember how you said you saw the black curtains dropping down over the glass door? That’s what clued me in to this secret ramp. The black curtains used in the magic trick moved from side to side, on a frame, like regular curtains. When you said you saw them drop down, from the far end of the hall where you were standing, I knew you must have seen something else dropping down.”

			“After you left the hall, I took one last look around,” said Ty. “And then, for no reason, the ceiling began to open up and the ramp came down. That’s when I went up to the thirteenth floor and got stuck. Hey, how many of those ramps are there?” he asked Brack.
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			“I don’t know,” said Brack. “I hired architects and builders who were magicians, you know. The hotel has magic built into the very walls. Even I don’t know all of the Abracadabra’s secrets.”

			They led Brack to the elevators on the twelfth floor and then descended to the main floor lobby. 

			“Ty!” shouted his mother as soon as they stepped into the lobby. Miranda Yu rushed over, her arms outspread. She gave Ty a hug, but he shrugged it off. 

			Mrs. Yu’s expression grew stern and she folded her arms. “Tyler Yu. Why have you been ignoring your beeper for the past twenty-four hours?” she demanded.

			Brack raised his hands. “I’m afraid that was my fault, Mrs. Yu. Tyler was busy rescuing me.”

			Once the magician explained how Tyler had been trying to help him, and how he had hurt his ankle during his abduction, Miranda Yu’s anger drained away. She ordered Brack to wait in the lobby while she phoned a doctor. 

			Brack settled into a plump, overstuffed chair. Meanwhile, Cozette peppered Annie with dozens of questions about David Dragonstone and whether they could go back upstairs for his autograph. A flash of lightning blazed through the vast lobby. It flickered on a forest of columns and a jungle of potted plants. 
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			“I thought that storm was over,” said Charlie.

			“We all make mistakes,” came a booming voice from the center of the room. A tall man in a swirling cape, with a black mustache and cruel eyes, appeared.

			“Theopolis!” said Ty.

			“I heard the wonderful news of your return, old friend,” said the man, bowing toward the seated Brack.

			“We just got here,” said Charlie. “How could you have heard anything?”

			Theopolis slowly shook his head. “Still doubting my mystical abilities, I see,” he said. “Well, Brack, I’m so glad you haven’t left us. For good, I mean. Oh, I was so worried.”

			“Did you really think I would leave this place?” asked Brack with a grim smile.

			“Never,” said Theopolis. “I know how much this stuffy old fleabag means to you. In fact, I know exactly how much.”

			Yeah. Down to the penny, I bet, thought Charlie.

			“And now that you’re back,” said Theopolis, “you must attend one of David Dragonstone’s performances. It would mean so much to the young man to have one of magic’s oldest practitioners in the audience.”

			“I have heard all about Dragonstone’s tricks from my young friends,” said Brack. 

			“Well,” said Theopolis, giving Charlie a sour smile. “Don’t believe everything you hear. Ah well, you’re here, these brats are here, and everything is back to normal. Charming. I must talk to my partner about his next show. We’re planning something really big.”

			“I can’t wait,” said Brack.

			Theopolis swirled his cape and strode toward the elevators. “How can Brack just sit there and not say anything to that weasel?” said Ty. “He didn’t even ask that creep for an apology for locking him in that room.”

			Charlie straightened his shirt. “Like Brack said, he doesn’t have any evidence against Theopolis,” he said. “I mean, Brack didn’t exactly see who trapped him on the thirteenth floor.”

			“Then we’re gonna find evidence,” said Ty. “Yeah, that’s it. I know how to catch him red-handed.” Ty looked down at Charlie. “Come on, Hitchcock. We’re going back to the thirteenth floor.”

			“What?” squawked Charlie.

			“The Twelve,” said Ty. “Those statues. You heard Brack say they were priceless. I’ll bet that’s what Theopolis is up to. He’s gonna steal them and make millions. But we’re gonna sit in that room and grab him as soon as he makes his move.”
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			This time they brought flashlights. Annie had to help Mrs. Yu in the office with some paperwork, so Charlie, Ty, and Cozette returned to the fourteenth floor, to the hallway outside Dragonstone and Theopolis’s bedrooms. 

			After fiddling with the plaster lily a few dozen times, they were able to keep the ramp stuck in a diagonal position. 

			Once they stepped down to the thirteenth floor, they did the same with the sunflower and the second ramp. Now both ramps were stuck in the “down” position, and light flooded into the old, hidden hallway from above and below.

			“The door’s over there, around the corner,” said Ty. “Room 1308.”

			Their flashlights were able to pick out more details of the fantastic statues. 

			“Who’s the lady in the helmet?” asked Cozette. 

			Charlie joined her. “That’s Athena. Also called Minerva. The goddess of wisdom.”

			“Why would a smart woman need a helmet and a shield?” asked Cozette.

			“Because she was smart,” said Ty. “There were a lot of crazy, scary dudes back in the Greek days.”
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            “And who’s this with the wings on his feet?” she asked.

			“He’s one of my favorites,” said Charlie. “He’s Hermes, the messenger of the gods. The wings helped him travel back and forth between Mount Olympus and Earth.”

			“Hitchcock has a favorite Greek god?” Tyler said, smirking. “Nerd alert.”

			“He looks cute,” said Cozette.

			“Hitchcock?!” said Ty.

			Cozette’s face flushed deep red. “No! The messenger guy.”

			Charlie’s face felt hot. He quickly tried changing the subject by pointing at the statue of a tall male holding a bow. A quiver of arrows hung at his back, and a small sun beamed from his brow. “That’s Apollo. He’s supposed to be the god of the sun and beauty and —”

			“And who’s this creepy guy with the frown?” asked Ty.

			Charlie and Cozette walked over to the statue Ty was facing. In the small space with all the statues’ bodies jammed together, it was hard to see them all at once.

			“I’m not sure,” said Charlie. “But I think he’s Hades. The god of the underworld.”

			Cozette shivered. “You mean, like dead people and stuff? I’m getting out of here.”

			Ty turned to her. “I thought you wanted to help us guard this place.”

			“You guys guard it. I have work to do,” said Cozette. “Besides, these statues aren’t going anywhere. They weigh a ton.”

			To prove her wrong, Ty bent his knees, grasped Hades, and tried straightening up. He strained and grunted, and did manage to shift the statue from its base slightly.

			“See? No sweat,” said Tyler, wiping his forehead.

			“Like I said, they weigh a ton,” replied Cozette.

			“Wait a minute, Cozette,” said Charlie. “So, Ty, what exactly is your plan? What do you want us to do?”

			Tyler stared at Charlie as if he had just arrived on the planet. “Stand. Guard. Over. The. Statues,” he said. “And catch that creep Theopolis when he comes in to steal them.”

			“Stay up here?” said Cozette.

			“We’ll take turns,” said Ty. “You wimps go do your work, or read more books, or talk about your favorite gods. And I’ll stay up here, with the door locked. Then you come back in an hour, and Charlie takes over. Bring plenty to eat. See if you can get my dad to make a pizza.”

			Tyler hurried him out of the room. A moment later, Cozette was also rushed into the hall, the door closing behind her.  She turned, as if to re-enter, but the doorknob jiggled uselessly in her hand.

			Cozette sighed. “Let’s go back to the elevators and…” She hesitated. Charlie guessed she was thinking about the fourteenth floor, and how close they were to David Dragonstone’s room.

			“Did you hear something?” asked Cozette. “Like a thump or something?”

			Charlie tried the knob, but the door was locked. The two of them pounded on the door. “Let us in!” shouted Charlie.

			Not a sound came from the room of statues. 
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			Cozette handed Charlie her set of keys while she used her phone to call for help. 

			“The key’s not working, Cozette,” said Charlie. 

			“Tyler must have turned the deadbolt,” said Cozette. “I don’t see a keyhole for that.”

			“I hope someone comes soon,” Charlie said.

			Annie and Rocky were the first to arrive.Rocky Brown was a teenage boy with long blond hair who also worked at the front desk. Charlie quickly explained what happened.

			 “Stand back,” said Rocky. He rammed the door with his shoulder. It wouldn’t give. 

			“That only works on TV,” said Cozette.

			“I just need a little more momentum,” said Rocky. “Now, look out. I don’t want you guys to get hurt.” He took several steps back, drew in a deep breath, and then ran toward the door. His shoulder slammed into the wood like a linebacker tackling a tight end. The frame shattered, and splinters flew into the hall.  “I broke my shoulder!” Rocky screamed.

			Charlie and Cozette beamed their flashlights into the darkness.

			“Tyler!” cried Annie.

			Just inside the room, on the floor, lay the motionless body of Tyler Yu.

			“Could someone call a doctor?” asked Rocky. He sat out in the hall, holding his left shoulder.

			Then, things became even more confusing. Over Rocky’s groans and Annie’s cries, Charlie heard more people arriving. Walter and Miranda Yu shoved their way to the door. Brack hobbled in on a cane. Theopolis and David Dragonstone, obviously alerted by the noises drifting up to their rooms through the open ramp, joined the crowd. Charlie heard some of the hotel’s residents as well, ex-magicians and performers like Mr. Madagascar, Dottie Drake, and the reclusive juggler Mr. Thursday, who had just moved into the hotel the week before. 
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            Charlie found himself in the room, kneeling over Tyler, although he didn’t remember how he got there. And as he glanced up, he saw more and more onlookers stepping through the broken doorframe and entering the dark room that had been unused for fifty years.

			 “Oh my dear, is that Tyler?”

			“Is he alive?”

			“What are all these statues doing here?”

			“What is this place?”

			“He’s breathing. He’s breathing!”

			“I think I’m going to faint. Do you think the floor is clean enough?” That was Dottie Drake, at one time a famous magician’s assistant. Her silver hair was swept up in a tall pile and she clutched her throat in terror. “Oh, that poor boy,” she said. “The poor boy. I really do feel faint.”

			“Everyone move back!” yelled Miranda Yu. Even in an emergency she looked cool and professional. “And no fainting!” she said. “We don’t have time for that. Someone call a doctor. The rest of you, wait outside.”

			Out in the hall, the scene reminded Charlie of a dentist’s waiting room. Except for the crying. Annie was weeping softly as Dottie Drake hugged her. Rocky was weeping rather loudly. 

			Charlie stared at Theopolis, but the magician would not meet his gaze.

			I know he has something to do with this, thought Charlie. But I need evidence. How did he do it? How did he get into a locked room with Ty, when Cozette and I were standing right outside the door? And — more importantly — how did he get back out? 

			Wait! 

			Charlie stood up. He grabbed his flashlight and headed back inside the room. Mrs. Yu was sitting on the floor, gently rubbing Tyler’s back. Her head snapped up. “Outside, Charlie,” she ordered.

			“But I have to look at something —”

			“Out,” she repeated.

			Charlie had learned early on not to mess with the Yus. They all meant business, each in their own way. He stood for a moment, gripping his flashlight, not saying a word. He simply looked at Tyler’s motionless body. 

			He had never seen the boy so quiet, so vulnerable. It was like looking at a fallen soldier. Above Ty’s body stood the statue of Ares with his outstretched sword.

			Then Charlie turned and walked out, just as the ambulance team was hurrying in with their bags and a stretcher. 


			
	
		
             
			  [image: 7: No Way Out]
			


			
            
			Once Tyler and Rocky had been taken away on stretchers by the EMTs, the hallway emptied quickly. 

			A half hour later, the last ones remaining were Charlie, Brack, and Mr. Yu, who frowned, examining the splintered door frame. “I can’t leave it like this,” he muttered. “What a terrible accident.”

			“I don’t believe it was an accident at all,” said Brack. “Do you still have your flashlight, Charlie?”

			Charlie nodded. He didn’t need to hear another word from the old magician. He turned on his light and stepped into the room. Back and forth, he swung the flashlight’s beam. 

			It was a single open room, a large hotel room with only ancient gods and spiderwebs for guests. He saw the statues. He saw the door to the bathroom that Brack and Tyler had both used. He saw a few pieces of old furniture. He saw an open space that was probably supposed to have been a closet but never had a door attached to it. The one thing that Charlie did not see in the glare of his flashlight: another door or window. 

			“Do you see what’s missing?” whispered Brack.

			“Yeah,” said Charlie. “No way out.”

			“That’s not what I meant,” said Brack. “Something else.”

			Charlie swung the light some more. What else was not there that should have been? Did Brack mean — no, it was impossible. 

			Charlie used the flashlight as a spotlight on each of the Twelve. Zeus, Hera, Poseidon, Ares, Hermes, Apollo, Athena, Hades, Artemis, Demeter, Hephestus, and…

			Where was the beautiful woman holding the apple? He counted them a second time. 

			“Aphrodite is missing,” Charlie said. “But, Brack, how could that be? I saw Aphrodite when we first came in to get you.”

			“I saw her too, Charlie,” he replied. “But someone got to her.”

			Charlie shut his eyes. He tried to think back. When he first entered the room, he had seen all of the Twelve, even if he saw a few only out of the corner of his eye. He could count them all. 

			And then he pictured the second time he came back, with Ty and Cozette. He remembered how crowded it had felt, walking through the forest of frozen figures in the stuffy room. But, yes, he had counted then, too. 

			There had been twelve gods and goddesses of stone. He was sure of it. They sometimes seemed to twitch and blink in the moving beams of light from the flashlights and Cozette’s phone. The muscles in their fingers flexed, the veins in their necks pulsed. But there had been the Twelve.
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			Where was the goddess of beauty? She couldn’t walk out on her carved stone feet. 

			Or could she? Maybe that sculptor, Ernesto Endriago, was a magician after all. Maybe he possessed some genius skill for building stone figures that moved on their own. 

			But that still didn’t solve the bigger mystery. How did Ty’s attacker — and the goddess Aphrodite — leave the room while it was locked from the inside? And while Charlie and Cozette stood guard outside? 

			“My stupid ankle!” cried Brack. “If only I hadn’t hurt it, this wouldn’t have happened! The statue would still be here.”

			“You don’t think it was alive too, do you?” whispered Charlie. But Brack didn’t answer. He just stared at the statues.

			Mr. Yu was standing outside by the broken door frame. Charlie could hear him on his phone trying to get a carpenter and a locksmith to the hotel as quickly as possible. 

			Then he heard him talking to his wife, telling her that he would soon join her at the hospital.

			“You don’t, do you?” repeated Charlie. “Think it was alive?”

			A stone cold shiver ran down Charlie’s spine. The air in the dark room grew darker. He thought the statues were shuffling closer. 

			Brack smiled. “Magic can always be explained,” he said. “You’ve proven that before, Master Hitchcock, time and again. And this can be explained too. I know that you’ll solve this mystery, just as you have the others.”

			I’m not so sure about that, thought Charlie. He looked into Brack’s eyes, and the feeling that the statues crowded in on him faded away. But his doubts remained. There was only one thing he was sure about. He couldn’t let his friends down. 
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			How does a human get into a locked room? Charlie asked himself. With a key. A light went on in Charlie’s brain. 

			Key! 

			He needed to ask Cozette about her ring of keys, and why they didn’t work when he tried unlocking the door to help Tyler.

			Charlie imagined Tyler, lying in a hospital room. The last time he’d seen Tyler, the other boy was trying to lift the Hades statue. And he did, sort of. It was heavy, but not impossible to lift. If you had help.

			“Brack,” said Charlie. “How did those statues get here in the first place? I mean, they’re heavy.”

			Brack paused, both hands gripping the top of his cane. “Well, I’m sure Endriago had them shipped here from Spain.”

			Charlie shook his head. “I mean, here. This floor. Those statues are heavy.”

			“Most of the heavy objects, like furniture for the guests rooms, were hauled up on the freight elevator at the rear of the hotel,” Brack explained.

			Charlie knew that the hotel’s elevators didn’t stop at the thirteenth floor. 

			But he wasn’t so sure about the freight elevators. He hadn’t seen them or used them before. That reminded him of the blueprints he’d found while looking for clues. They showed every part of the hotel. Charlie slipped his backpack off his shoulder and dug inside.

			“Recognize these?” he said proudly to Brack, pulling out the big roll of paper.

			“My blueprints!” the old man exclaimed. 

			“I found them in the magicians’ dressing room backstage,” said Charlie. He had discovered them the day before while searching for clues to Brack’s disappearance. 

			Charlie pulled out the huge sheet that showed the 3-D version of the entire Abracadabra Hotel. Each floor of the hotel was outlined in faint white lines against a blue background. Every hall, every room could be seen. 
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            “Here’s where we are now,” Charlie said, pointing to the page.

			“And here are the freight elevators in back,” said Brack, indicating a tall vertical tube at the back of the hotel.

			Charlie cried out, “Yes! The freight elevators do stop at this floor!” Without waiting for his friend, he ran down the dark halls, shooting his flashlight’s beam ahead of him. 

			After several minutes of searching, however, he ran his fingers through his rust-colored hair in frustration. “Where are they?”

			Brack slowly padded around the corner on his cane. Charlie turned to him. “They’re not here,” Charlie said. “According to the blueprint, they should be…” He trained his flashlight on a wide panel of sunflower wallpaper. “…Right there!”

			Brack tilted his head. “I hear something rumbling,” he said.

			Charlie put his ear to the wall. “The elevator?”

			The boy scanned the flowers on the wallpaper. Maybe there was a plaster knob like the two that controlled the ramps to the thirteenth floor. 

			“Yes, yes!” said Charlie. He found a sunflower whose dark brown head, inside its yellow petals, was sunk at least a quarter of an inch deeper into the wall. A button.

			Charlie pressed the button and the flower immediately lit up. “Cool!” he cried. Within a minute a panel, covered in wallpaper, slid soundlessly up and into the ceiling, revealing the freight elevator.

			“And look there!” said Charlie. He aimed his flashlight at a far corner of the elevator. The light picked out an orange metal trolley. Thick canvas straps lay at its wheels. 

			“That would be really useful for moving a statue,” said Charlie.

			They entered the elevator and Charlie pushed the button for the first floor. With a rumble, the door slid shut. There was no light inside the elevator, so Charlie kept the flashlight on. He did not want to be trapped in the dark again. When the elevator finally jerked to a stop, the  back wall opened up, revealing the alley behind the hotel. 

			The loading docks, thought Charlie.

			The storm was gone. Overhead, they could see gray clouds moving in the narrow stretch of sky between old, brick buildings. A cool breeze blew into Charlie’s face. 

			A truck delivering bread was backed up to another door alongside them. “This has to be where the crook took the Aphrodite statue,” said Charlie. “This is how he got it downstairs. Now we just have to figure out how he got it out of that room, while Tyler was locked inside!”

	
		
             
			  [image: 9: Shadow Man]
			


			
            
			Charlie saw a frown of pain flash across Brack’s face. 

			“I think some rest and recuperation is needed,” Brack whispered to Charlie.

			The boy helped the limping magician back to his house on the roof. Charlie made him lie down on his sofa in the sitting room. Then he waited with his friend while two hours passed across the face of the grandfather clock. 

			“Hand me that phone,” said Brack. “I’m going to see what’s holding up that doctor. And you have been wasting far too much time with me.” He waved the boy out of the house. “Go! Go investigate!” 

			Charlie grinned and went looking for Annie at the front desk. Annie smiled when she saw him. “Two words,” said Charlie. “Surveillance. Camera.”

			“You sound just like Tyler,” said Annie, leading him into the security room behind. “He’s better, by the way. Mrs. Yu called and said he has a slight concussion. And why do you need to see the surveillance camera?”

			“I need to see the tapes from today,” Charlie said. “By the way, where’s Cozette?”

			“She said she had a family emergency.”

			“Oh,” said Charlie. “I was going to ask her about those old keys.”

			“She still has them,” said Annie. “At least, I don’t see them here at the desk.”

			She still has them? thought Charlie. Weird.

			“Which tapes do you need to see?” asked Annie. 

			“The ones from the loading docks.”

			“Something happened back there, too?” said Annie. 

			Charlie explained how he and Brack had discovered that the freight elevator stopped at the thirteenth floor. 

			It took Annie a while to find the right tapes. Charlie thought he’d go crazy while she typed commands into the computer. 

			Finally, Annie found the right files and played them back on one of the screens. She asked, “What are you looking for?”

			“That!” said Charlie. 

			The computer screen showed a perfect view of the loading dock next to the freight elevator. A man, dressed all in black, with a black ski mask, was struggling with a heavy object strapped to a trolley, draped in black.

			“Who is it?” asked Annie. They both stared closer at the screen.

			Charlie frowned. “I can’t tell.”

			They watched the shadowy figure lug the shrouded statue into the back of an SUV. Then the man — they assumed it was a man — closed the loading dock doors, locked the SUV, and walked back into the hotel.

			“Now where’s he going?” said Annie.

			“To get another statue?” said Charlie.

			“But that’s when we were all upstairs,” said Annie. “Look at the time.” She pointed to a digital display on the videotape. 12:00. “We got the call from Cozette at 12:30.”

			“12:30? Are you sure?” said Charlie.

			Annie nodded. “I looked at the clock over the front counter when the call came. Then I told a guest who was checking in that I had an emergency and would be right back.”

			Charlie was confused. “If Ty was attacked right before she called, say 12:29, that means the statue was stolen fifteen minutes before that! But that’s impossible! All twelve statues were in the room before Ty pushed us out and locked the door. I saw it!” 

			At least, I thought I did. I counted twelve statues. Twelve white figures in the darkness.

			“I wish we could see who that guy was under all those black clothes,” said Annie, staring at the screen again while she replayed the theft. “He was smart to cover up the statue, too,” she added. “That way no one could tell what he was moving.”

			They stared at the frozen image on the screen. The white statue hidden under the black cloth. That’s not a cloth, Charlie realized. It’s a cape! 

			“What’s up, you two?” Cozette walked in the room.

			 “Cozy, I thought you were with your family,” said Annie.

			Cozette dismissed it with a wave. “Oh, it was a big deal about nothing. It’s fine.”

			“Do you remember what time you called us about Ty?” said Annie.

			Cozette pulled out her phone and checked. “It was 12:30. Why?”

			“That’s what I told Charlie.”

			Cozette’s expression changed. “Um, now that things are a little quieter,” she said, “do you think we could go get David Dragonstone’s autograph?”

			“Oh, Cozette…”

			“You could take a picture of me next to him,” said Cozette. She giggled.

			“Oh, that reminds me,” said Annie. “I have to send out his white suit to get cleaned before tonight’s magic show.”

			White? thought Charlie. White and black. Black and white. A black covering over the white statue… is that how it was done? 

			Twelve statues… but not really. 

			And there was Theopolis standing in the hall, next to Dragonstone, after Ty was attacked. And he would not meet Charlie’s gaze. Charlie knew that man would stop at nothing to get the hotel.

			Aha! thought Charlie. Now I know how he did it. 

			It was just another magician’s trick. And some magicians had assistants.
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			The twelve priceless statues of Enrico Endriago had been locked in Room 1308 for fifty years. They had been prisoners of the thirteenth floor. And if Charlie was right about who attacked Tyler and why, it all made sense. It explained why, after fifty years, the statues would now be the target of a shadowy figure.

			But how could Charlie get the evidence he needed? And how could he tell Annie who he suspected? She’d never believe him.

			Annie shook her head at her friend. “Oh, Cozette,” she said. “I just don’t think it’s a good — Tyler!” Annie screamed.

			Charlie looked up just as Tyler Yu walked through the door. He wore the same clothes he did when he was carried out on the stretcher four hours earlier. The only thing new about him was a bandage over one eye. Some of his hair was missing at the back of his head. “What are you wimps doing here?” he asked.

			“Charlie found the guy who attacked you,” said Annie.

			The taller boy smacked his hands together. “Yeah? Well, just give me the dude’s name. I’ll show him. That freak gave me six stitches.”

			Charlie showed Ty the tape. But Ty was not happy. His spiky hair seemed to grow angrier and spikier. “You can’t see who it is!”

			“But, uh, I think I might, uh —” said Charlie.

			“Hitchcock!” said Ty. “You solved it again?”

			“I think so,” Charlie said. “But I don’t have proof yet.”

			“Do you have evidence?” asked Cozette. She looked worried.

			“Forget proof,” said Ty. “Let’s go catch this guy!”

			“You need evidence,” said Cozette. “Otherwise it’s just your word against his.”

			 “Or hers,” added Annie.

			“It’s probably a guy,” said Cozette. “It usually is.”

			“Maybe you’re right, Ty,” said Charlie. “Maybe we do catch him. Or her. But first, we need a trap!”

			When Charlie explained his idea, Ty thought it was genius. The two girls were more skeptical, but it was the only way to get the evidence that Brack needed.

			Then they started to put the plan into action. First they printed out a special message on the computer. The message read:
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            The second step in the trap was to give copies of the message to several people in the hotel. They waited until dinnertime, when they knew people would be busy. Charlie didn’t want to meet anyone face to face. Also, preparations for that Saturday night’s performance would be in full swing. So they slid the copies under the doors of Dottie Drake, Mr. Madagascar, and Mr. Thursday. A copy was dropped off in the dressing room backstage. They even left one at the front desk so that Rocky would see it. Then Charlie made a few phone calls from the hotel office, spent a few minutes Googling on the computer, and made sure his flashlight batteries were working.

			“I think that’s everything,” said Charlie, when they all met back in the lobby.

			“Now’s the fun part,” said Ty, smacking his fist into his palm.

			“Do we have to do this?” asked Cozette, a nervous look on her face.

			Annie patted her friend’s shoulder. “We’ll all be together,” she said. “Besides, it will be fun!”

			Cozette lifted an eyebrow. “Really? Fun?”

			“Thrilling?” suggested Annie.

			“How about ‘terrifying’?” said Cozette.

			Charlie agreed. He wasn’t looking forward to this part of the plan. And less than twenty minutes later, as he stood in Room 1308 in pitch darkness, he had to force down panic. It bubbled up inside his chest and into his throat. I am not going to scream, he told himself. 

			Charlie was standing behind the statue of Hades, lord of the dead. The other three kids were hidden behind various statues. 
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            Charlie felt dizzy. He leaned against the statue. 

			“I hear something,” whispered Annie.

			They all froze. “I think that’s my heart pounding,” said Cozette. “I have something I need to confess.”

			Charlie’s mind rapidly pieced new clues together. Had he been wrong all this time? Was the criminal Cozette? She carried keys to the old rooms of the thirteenth floor. She had recently started working at the hotel, right before Brack disappeared. When she came out of Room 1308 when Tyler was hurt, she could easily had locked the room behind her. After she had knocked him out!

			And when Charlie tried to unlock it, and the key wouldn’t work, there was only one explanation. She had given him the wrong key on purpose.

			Cozette could have moved that statue by herself, too. She could have used the trolley. And when the thief was caught on videotape, where was she? 

			But why would she do it? 

			Charlie heard Cozette gasp. A flashlight beam, from outside the room, was traveling along the bottom edge of the door. Someone was standing just outside.

			Someone gripped the doorknob. Charlie heard a scrape, then a rustle. The lock was being fiddled with. Then — click!

			Charlie took a deep breath. He felt the hairs on the back of his neck prickling up like ant feelers. “Lights!” Charlie shouted. The four of them switched on their flashlights as one, aiming at the intruder.

			The figure lifted its arms. It tried to hide, but they could see exactly who it was.
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			“David Dragonstone!”

			The young magician lowered his arms and squinted into their flashlights. “What — what’s going on?”

			Tyler stepped out from behind a statue that held twin thunderbolts. Charlie thought his friend looked angry enough to start throwing thunderbolts of his own. “You’re the jerk who hit me!” Ty said.
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            “It was an accident,” cried Dragonstone.

			“It was no accident when you stole that statue of Aphrodite,” said Annie.

			“You kids are nuts,” said Dragonstone. He quickly turned to exit the room, but the door was locked. He rattled the knob, but it still wouldn’t open.

			“How do you like our magic trick?” said Ty.

			Dragonstone turned to face them. His eyes gleamed angrily. “What are you doing in here, anyway?” he demanded.

			“What are you doing here?” asked Annie.

			“He’s looking for that clue I supposedly remembered that would point to his guilt,” said Ty. “But there is no clue, Dragonstone. We just made that up.”

			“It’s a trap,” said Charlie. 

			A feeling of relief hit him like sunshine through an open door. He was glad his first hunch was right. Cozette was innocent. But then, what had she been close to confessing before Dragonstone arrived?

			Dragonstone laughed. “A trap? Don’t be stupid. I just came in here to take a look at these incredible sculptures.”

			“But you’ve seen them before,” said Charlie. “Plenty of times. Probably in old photographs that belonged to your grandfather. Or was it your uncle?”

			Dragonstone was silent.

			“I looked him up on the computer,” said Charlie. “Ernesto Endriago. Endriago means ‘dragon’ in Spanish. And that’s where you’re from. Spain.”

			“Anyone could have known about these statues,” said the magician.

			“Only Brack and Ernesto knew about them,” said Charlie. “They got delivered to the wrong floor and ended up locked in this room for years. Only those two men knew about them. Or whoever they told. And I thought it was weird that in all this time, after fifty years, that now is the time when someone actually tried to steal them. The first time you ever performed here.”

			“Pure coincidence,” said Dragonstone, folding his arms. “I have nothing to do with this.”

			“You just said it was an accident that you hit Tyler!” Annie pointed out.

			“Did I?” said Dragonstone. “I must have been shocked by the flashlights. I didn’t know what I was saying. Besides,” he added, “it’s my word against yours. You have no proof.”

			“We got plenty of proof, you creep,” said Ty. 

			Charlie noticed a bead of sweat forming on Dragonstone’s pale forehead. 

			“We have a videotape,” Charlie said. “It shows a man carrying a statue into an SUV.”

			“Does it really?” said Dragonstone. “Does it show me? Can you see my face?”

			“You know we can’t,” said Charlie. “Because you were wearing a mask. But we did see something. We saw the SUV. And we saw the license plate. We can give that number to the police and find out who owns it.”

			Suddenly, the door swung open. “We already have,” said Brack. Behind him stood three police officers. 

			The men crowded into the room. “We also found a pair of keys belonging to the SUV in your room, Mr. Dragonstone,” said one of the officers. “Right now we’re examining the SUV. We found it parked a few blocks away from the hotel.”

			“This is ridiculous,” said Dragonstone. “First of all, how could I possibly have been in this room, when your friend here got injured, when I was outside all the time?”

			Charlie smiled. “Because you weren’t outside. You were inside all the time!” Then he explained how the magician had managed his trick.

			Dragonstone had stolen the statue of Aphrodite, loading it off the dock and into his SUV. That was around 12:15. 

			Then he returned to the hotel. He planned to steal a second statue. Dragonstone was inside Room 1308 when Charlie, Ty, and Cozette entered. It was too late to find a hiding place, so Dragonstone stood off in a corner, frozen still. In the dim light of a flashlight, and wearing his trademark white suit, he would blend in with the statues. 

			Charlie had seen him out of the corner of his eyes, but mistook the magician for a statue. That’s why Charlie had thought all twelve of the statues were in the room at that time. Then, after Ty pushed Cozette and Charlie into the hall and locked the door, Dragonstone tried to find a better hiding place. But he was afraid Ty might see him. So he knocked him out.

			“I would never be so brutal,” cried Dragonstone.

			“That’s where you’re wrong,” came a voice from the doorway.

			“Theopolis!” cried Charlie.

			The evil magician, wearing his dark cape, looked angry and sad at the same time. He starred at his young partner. “You and I had coffee with Brack in his home the other night,” he said. “I was in disguise, because I know how Brack feels about me.”

			Brack was silent.

			“And then when he unmasked me,” continued Theopolis, “I left and returned to my room. But you stayed behind.” 

			He pointed to Dragonstone. “I found out that Brack had vanished the next day. I decided to use it to my advantage and finally take over this hotel. But I did not realize who had kidnapped Brack, until I saw this room today. Then I knew. You are the grandson of the famous Ernesto Endriago, and I knew he had sent the statues here. Brack had told me about them, many years ago. But I had forgotten all about them. Until today.”

			Theopolis turned to Brack. 

			“I am sorry about all this,” Theopolis said in a low voice. “I had no idea to what depths Ernesto’s grandson would sink!”

			“That still doesn’t explain how we saw Mr. Dragonstone come in from the hall after Tyler was attacked,” said Cozette. “How could he get out of the room?”

			“He never did!” said Charlie. “After hitting Ty, he hid beside the door, in the dark. He used the black cape that he covered up the statues with, to hide himself. To melt into the shadows. Then when Rocky broke down the door, everyone started crowding into the room. Dragonstone just joined the crowd. No one noticed how he got there. We were all too busy looking at Ty.”
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            “Look!” shouted Annie. She aimed her flashlight at a dark corner of the room near the door. “There’s the cape! It’s proof!”

			Then the room burst into chaos. 

			Dragonstone waved his hand and an explosion lit up the room like a firework. 

			People shouted and screamed and ran toward the door. And after all the pushing and shoving and jostling, a police officer cried, “Dragonstone! He’s gone!”

			The officers split up and ran down several hallways, searching for the magician.

			“It was flashpowder,” said Theopolis grimly. “An old trick.”

			“The old tricks are the best,” said Brack.

			Annie turned to her friend. “Cozy,” she said. “Remember earlier, when you said you had something to confess?”

			Cozette blushed. “I couldn’t take being in the room any longer. I had to tell you guys that I’m afraid of the dark!”

			“Just like brainiac here,” said Tyler, nodding toward Charlie.

			Theopolis cleared his throat loudly and then said, “I shall go and tell our audience there’s been a change of plans.”

			“Wait!” said Brack, holding up a hand. “A change, yes. But not a cancellation.”

			Theopolis stared at his former partner and frowned. “You mean —?”

			“We’ll go on instead,” said Brack. “You and I. I’m sure we can improvise a show. A good show, too.”

			“But what about Dragonstone?” asked Charlie.

			“Oh, I doubt if the police will find him this time,” said Brack. “He’s far too clever. But at least you and your friends foiled his plans. And saved the hotel from losing millions of dollars worth of art!”

			“What do we do now?” asked Tyler.

			Brack bowed to him over his cane. “You run downstairs and grab the best seat in the house, young man. For the show must go on!” 
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        DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

           
            
		  
           		Explain how the Hocus Pocus Hotel could be in danger if Brack is not found quickly.

				Have you been in a performance? Talk about what kind of show you were in.

				Would you try to rescue your friends (like Annie and Cozette) if you were at risk of getting stuck too? Why or why not?

            

	
    
		WRITING PROMPTS

           
            
		  
           		Try writing a chapter from Theopolis’s point of view. How does the story change? What does Theopolis see, hear, think, and feel?

				Charlie likes solving mysteries, even though it can be a little bit scary. Write about something you enjoy doing that can be scary sometimes.

				Charlie and his friends use maps and blueprints to try to find their way out of the trap. Write about a time when you were lost. How did you find your way back?

            

	
		
        
        GLOSSARY

        
        	
           
            
				acute (uh-KYOOT) — sharp

			
            	coincidence (koh-IN-si-duhns) — a surprising or remarkable event that seems to happen by chance

			
            	concussion (kun-KUSH-uhn) — an injury to the brain caused by a heavy blow to the head

			
            	evidence (EV-i-duhns) — information that helps prove something is true or not true

			
            	grimace (GRIM-is) — a facial expression that usually expresses a negative reaction

			
            	hotheaded (hot-HED-id) — easily angered

			
            	mythology (mi-THAH-luh-jee) — a group of myths, especially ones that belong to a particular culture or religion

			
            	protrude (proh-TROOD) — to extend beyond

			
            	silhouette (sil-oo-ET) — a dark outline of someone or something, visible against a light background

			
            	skeptical (SKEP-ti-kuhl) — doubting that something is really true

			
            	unearthly (uhn-URTH-lee) — unnaturally strange and frightening

            
           

           
	
		
        	MULTIPLYING MONEY

            
			Everybody likes having plenty of money. Magic with money really grabs people’s attention. This trick will make the audience wish their money could multiply this fast!

            
            You Need:

            
            	Six coins

            	Two popsicle sticks

            	Tape

            	A table and chair

            	A magic wand

            

            
             Preparation and Performance:

             
             	First, create a secret pocket by taping the popsicle sticks to the bottom of the table as shown. The space between them should be a little smaller than the coins are wide. Be sure the pocket is near the side of the table you’ll be sitting at.
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             	Next, slide one or two coins into the secret pocket made by the popsicle sticks. The gap between the sticks should allow you to easily get at the coins.
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             	Start the performance by laying out the rest of the coins on the table. Tell your audience, “Making money is easy. I can make these coins multiply.” Ask a volunteer to count the coins on the table.
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             	Now slide the coins off the edge of the table with one hand so they drop into your other hand.
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             	At the same time, use your second hand to slide a coin out of the secret pocket as shown.
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            	Close your hand around the coins, then wave your magic wand over your hand in a mystical way and say a few magic words. Finally, open your hand and have the volunteer recount the coins. The audience will be stunned when they see that the coins have multiplied!
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             Like this trick? Learn more in the book Amazing Magic Tricks: Apprentice Level by Norm Barnhart!  All images and text © 2009 Capstone Press. Used by permission.

             
	
		
        	WAIT! DON'T FORGET!

            
            Find More: Games, Puzzles, Heroes, Villains, Authors, Illustrators at www.capstonekids.com
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            Still want more? Find cool websites and books at www.facthound.com. Just type in the Book ID: 9781434265081 and you're ready to go!
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