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About Time Out!

Eddie Woo Super Sleuth is ready for action and mystery. With a mind for maths and a nose for adventure, he is about to skateboard into ... danger.

When Eddie uncovers a potential clue to a century's old treasure hunt, he and his friends Rusty and DT are soon hot on the trail of this long ago, hidden treasure.

Eddie must crack clues, scale a lighthouse, discover a hidden cave behind a waterfall and navigate hidden tunnels to stop the treasure falling into the wrong hands.
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SIDEKICKS AND SKATEBOARDS

FOUR MINUTES AND THREE SECONDS!

Eddie hit the stop button on his smart watch. Not bad! A new PB (personal best) for skateboarding from home to the bus stop.

It was two seconds off his best time, so that made it his BEST, best time!

Yippee. Today is going to be a great day, he thought.

It was Eddie’s first day of Year Six. He’d leapt out of bed, looked out his window and seen two magpies hopping from one branch to another. His mum said that happy magpies were usually a good sign.

Then he’d waved goodbye to Steve, his goldfish. Steve had waggled his silvery orange tail and circled the sunken ship in his tank, which Eddie took to mean, ‘Good luck, Eddie. See you later!’
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He’d grabbed his lunch box from the fridge and checked inside to see if his mum had left him a fortune cookie. She had.

Eddie ate the fortune cookie and read the note: Nothing is impossible to a willing heart.

He liked that. It was going to be a cracker of a year, with maybe some brand new mysteries to tackle. After solving the case of the disappearing library and nabbing the six-fingered jewel thief, Eddie Woo, Super Sleuth, was as curious as ever and ready for business.

‘HEY, SUPER SLEUTH!’ yelled a voice from behind him.

It was Rusty, Eddie’s best friend and Super Sleuth sidekick.

It’s a well-known fact that every Super Sleuth needs a sidekick. Like Sherlock Holmes and Dr Watson. Or Batman and Robin.

Percy Jackson went ONE further by having TWO sidekicks: Annabeth Chase and Grover Underwood.

Eddie and Rusty had been best friends since kindergarten when Eddie had shared his lunch box with Rusty. Rusty had drooled over Eddie’s dumplings and fried rice. She wanted to swap them for her Vegemite sandwich. Or her marble collection. Eddie chose the marble collection. There was something about the symmetry of the colourful spheres – they were the same shape no matter which way you looked at them.

Now, Eddie’s mum always made enough lunch for two.

The 710 bus came around the corner towards them and Eddie held up his hand to signal it. His dad couldn’t drive him today so he was catching the bus with Rusty.

‘Ready?’ said Eddie, looking at Rusty.

‘Born ready,’ said Rusty, wiggling her eyebrows up and down so they danced across her face.

‘Weirdo,’ said Eddie, laughing.
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As Eddie and Rusty walked up to the gates of Red Hill Public, Eddie was struck by a strange feeling that the school had shrunk during the holidays. Even the other kids seemed to have shrunk.

Of course, he knew that that was mathematically impossible. Kids don’t shrink. Unless they were trapped by a short evil scientist with a shrinking machine, intent on taking revenge against tall people.

Kids tend to get taller at a pretty steady pace, roughly six to seven centimetres each year. Eddie had grown 20 cm taller and was eight kilograms heavier than he was in Year Three. He had a full BMI (body mass index) analysis on his computer that he liked to keep updated so he could see how he was changing.

‘Look, it’s finally happened,’ said Rusty pointing to the roof of the school hall. ‘The school’s falling down!’

A large blue tarpaulin was covering the roof and the old stone-and-brick walls were surrounded by scaffolding. The entire area was fenced off and fluorescent-coloured signs shouted:

KEEP OUT! DANGER! CONSTRUCTION SITE! DO NOT ENTER!

‘They must be fixing it,’ said Eddie, ‘after that huge hailstorm last year, remember? The hail stones were the size of grapefruit!’

A boy on a skateboard suddenly swerved sharply in front of them, cutting off their path.

‘Hey, watch it,’ said Rusty, stepping back just in time to avoid the board hitting her shin.

The boy turned and stepped off his skateboard, catching it expertly in his hands. He glared at Rusty and Eddie then joined the other kids pouring past the school gates. Eddie had never seen him before.

Perhaps he’s at the wrong school?

‘The new kid’s real friendly,’ said Rusty.

‘You two whingeing already?’ said a voice behind them.

It was DT, also known as Daniel Travers. He had moved to Red Hill halfway through Year Five so he was still a sidekick in training. But he had potential.

Eddie smiled. The gang was back together again.
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SARDINE SANDWICH

After assembly, the kids were divided into their classes. Eddie, Rusty and DT were in 6J with Mr Jasper. Eddie liked Mr J so that was another good sign for the year ahead.

The scowling kid fell into line behind Eddie.

But instead of heading in the direction of the Year Six classrooms, Mr Jasper stopped outside the school library.
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‘Gather around,’ said Mr Jasper, waiting for the stragglers to catch up. ‘As you can see, this is the library. Amazing place, home to magical things called books.’

‘Books are lame,’ said Kyle (KC) Crabbe. ‘They’re for old people who can’t use iPhones.’

‘Just because you can’t use a book to take a selfie doesn’t mean they’re lame,’ Eddie replied. KC scoffed.

Mr Jasper ignored the exchange and opened the glass door with a flourish. ‘Welcome to our new classroom!’

‘Say what?’ said Teddy Singh.

Mr Jasper ignored Teddy and ushered everyone inside. The library had been completely reorganised. Half of the space was taken up with book stacks, but they’d been pushed tightly together. The other half of the room was filled with desks and chairs.

‘The school hall is having its roof replaced as well as some structural work done,’ Mr Jasper explained. ‘Our usual Year Six room is too close to the construction, so we are going to be using the library as our classroom for the time being.’

With much chatter at this unexpected news, 6J entered the library. Squished was the right word to describe how they would all fit in. As much as Eddie loved being among books, the class was going to be crammed in like sardines. Eddie did a quick calculation. The library dimensions were roughly eight metres by ten metres. That was an area of 80 metres squared. However, half of the space would be needed for the regular library, which left the 24 students less than two square metres each.
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Eddie already felt like he was in a sandwich, sitting between the new kid and Ned. DT and Rusty managed to nab a seat next to each other in the row behind him. He gave them a small wave.
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As everyone settled, Mr Jasper called for quiet. ‘I’d like to welcome a new student to the school, Arlo Smythe.’

Twenty-four faces turned to stare at Arlo. He ignored them and stared at his desk, jamming his hands in his pockets.

What’s his problem? wondered Eddie.

‘There’s a lot more project-based learning in Year Six,’ said Mr Jasper. ‘Your first group assignment is going to centre around local history. I’ll give you a handout now and we’ll go into it in more detail later in the week.’

As Mr Jasper was handing out the photocopies, the telephone in the library rang.

‘Excuse me, class,’ said Mr Jasper as he picked up the receiver.

‘What school did you go to before?’ Eddie asked Arlo.

‘Leave me alone,’ Arlo muttered, turning his face away from Eddie.

Eddie glanced around at DT and Rusty. They looked back at him with expressions that said they felt his pain, but no way were they going to trade places with him.

‘Eddie Woo?’

Eddie swung back around to face Mr Jasper, who was standing with his arms folded. ‘The principal wants to see you. Off you go.’

Eddie ran quickly through a series of scenarios as to why Principal Huggett would want to see him in first period on the first day of school. Had she found out about his secret chemistry experiment from last year? He’d been interested in just how much foam a single bottle of Diet Coke would make when you added a Mentos.

It turned out to be way more explosive than he’d predicted. Perhaps he’d missed a sticky spot when cleaning up?

This was definitely NOT a good sign.
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EASTER EGG HUNT

Eddie hovered in the hall outside Principal Huggett’s office.

He could feel his heart pounding in his chest.

He knocked. Three times. For good luck.

‘Ah, Eddie, thanks for joining us,’ said Principal Huggett as she looked up. She was seated behind a large and freakishly neat desk. She always reminded Eddie of a drawing compass because she was thin and rakish, all straight lines and sharp edges. If she ever did live up to her name and hug him, he might cut himself.

‘Stan, this is the boy I’ve been telling you about. Meet Eddie Woo.’

A man wearing a three-piece suit with a pocket watch beamed at Eddie. ‘I’m Stan Whittaker, Eddie. Nice to meet you.’

‘Uh, hi,’ said Eddie.

Stan glanced at the clock on the wall behind Principal Huggett and checked his watch. ‘That’s running a minute fast. I’ll change it for you later today.’
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Principal Huggett nodded. ‘Shall we go and have a look?’

Eddie followed Principal Huggett and Stan out of the office. He didn’t seem to be in trouble, but he still didn’t know why he was needed.

What was going on?
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A small workshop next to the sports equipment shed was tucked in the northern corner of the school grounds. It was used by Tom, the school groundsman, and strictly out of bounds to students. Eddie was surprised when Principal Huggett unlocked the door and held it open for him and Stan.

Inside, tools of every shape and size were meticulously hung on a large wall, while shelves were stacked with pots of paint and pungent solvents for graffiti removal. A large workbench in the centre of the room was covered with a drop cloth. Lying in the centre of the table was the huge clock that usually hung above the entrance to the school hall.

‘We have had to move our beloved clock somewhere safe while the roof is being repaired,’ said Principal Huggett. ‘So, it seemed a timely opportunity to service the clock. Stan is a clockmaker, Eddie, and he’s here to look after this old beauty, and I thought you could help him? Tom has mentioned how keen you are to learn how things work.’

‘Great,’ said Eddie. He knew nothing about clocks, but the mathematics of time had always intrigued him. He was interested to learn more about the intricate mechanisms that kept manual timepieces ticking along.

‘Speaking of time, I’m late for a meeting!’ Principal Huggett hurried out, leaving Eddie and Stan to it.

‘Thanks for helping, Eddie,’ said Stan. ‘These old pieces are fiddly things. It’s essential that I have another set of steady hands.’ He placed a black leather briefcase onto the bench. The brass latches opened with a click. Inside lay an array of delicate silver screwdrivers and tools.

‘I’ve been wanting to get my hands on this clock for a very long time,’ Stan said as he took out two pairs of white cotton gloves. He handed a pair to Eddie and motioned for him to put them on.
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Stan lifted the large face off the clock, explaining how all the parts, cogs and wheels had to work together for the clock to function. ‘This dial is very ornate for the 1880s,’ Stan traced the Roman numerals with his finger. ‘And look at the hands. I’ve never seen any like this in my entire career.’

Eddie loved that the Roman numeral symbols were based on a person’s hand.

THE I REPRESENTED A FINGER,
THE V REPRESENTED FIVE FINGERS,
AND THE X EQUALLED TWO HANDS.

There was a small brass plaque at the bottom of the clock with an inscription. Eddie had never noticed it before as the clock was usually hanging high up on the wall outside the school hall. It read: Education opens doors – HCJ
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‘HCJ,’ said Eddie. ‘That must stand for Henry Cedric James. He was the founder of our school.’

Stan nodded, then picked up a rubber visor and placed it over his head, fitting the narrow eye piece in place over his eyes. He looked as if he was about to go snorkelling.

‘Makes me look ridiculous, I know,’ Stan said with a grin, ‘but it magnifies beautifully for my old eyes.’

They worked in silence, and Eddie soon got into a rhythm of anticipating which tool Stan might need next. After an hour, the clock had been completely dismantled and lay before them on the white cloth in pieces.

Stan took off the visor. ‘You know, I remember a story my gran told me about Henry James and the wonderful Easter egg hunts he used to hold.’

‘Cool,’ said Eddie.

‘Especially in those days,’ said Stan. ‘When there were tough times for many families. A party for the local kids with free Easter eggs would have been a terrific community event.’

He paused. ‘Henry loved puzzles and his treasure hunts were elaborate – full of complicated clues to solve. If you could figure them out, apparently you could find eggs made of solid gold.’

That’d be a treasure hunt, all right, thought Eddie as he imagined glistening gold eggs.

‘Time for a break I think,’ said Stan, downing his tools and stretching his back. ‘Can you keep a watch over our clock while I grab a brew from the staffroom?’ He chuckled at his own joke.

As soon as he’d gone, Eddie tried on the visor goggles. Stan was right. Not only did they magnify but they also lit up the object. Eddie began to study each of the clock parts in turn.
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First, he took a closer look at the inscription: Education opens doors.

Then he looked at the two hands of the clock. They were quite large, with the shorter hand about the same size as his ruler.

As Eddie looked closely at the hand, he realised it was in the shape of a key. In fact, it looked just like an old-fashioned brass door key.

Education opens doors.

Eddie’s heart leapt towards his head as question after question slam-dunked through him.

WAS THIS SOME SORT OF CLUE?

WAS IT THE KEY TO A REAL DOOR?

BUT WHICH DOOR? AND WHERE?

But the biggest question of all was:

HAD HE JUST STUMBLED ON A
CENTURY-OLD TREASURE HUNT?
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THE RIGHT DOOR

‘We leave you alone for two hours,’ said DT, between mouthfuls of a ham and cheese roll, ‘and you think that some old guy …’

‘Henry James,’ Eddie added.

‘… planted the beginning of a treasure hunt in the school 100 years ago.’

‘One hundred and forty-one years to be exact.’

DT silenced him with a look. ‘And nobody has realised until now?’

‘Only one way of finding out, I guess,’ said Eddie. He put the key on the floor between Rusty and DT.

‘Well, while you were tinkering with clocks and mysteries, we were doing maths!’ DT said.

‘I missed maths?’ said Eddie. He felt momentarily stricken at having missed his favourite subject. He hoped he’d NEVER EVER have to choose between maths and a mystery.

‘Why doesn’t this kind of thing happen when I get sent to the principal’s office?’ Rusty said.

They all laughed.

‘But, say it is a clue and the clock hand is a key,’ said Eddie. ‘Where’s the door? It’s got to be in the oldest part of the school.’

‘Thinking’s your department,’ said DT. ‘I can’t eat and think.’

Eddie thought. ‘We need something like a photo of the school from the old days.’

‘Well,’ said Rusty, ‘I’ve spent a few lifetimes waiting outside the principal’s office. I have an idea.’
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The school’s admin block was in the shape of a rectangle, with the admin office and foyer for the public on one end, leadership staff offices in the middle and staffroom at the other end. This looked out over the quad through a wall of glass doors. It reminded Eddie of being in a zoo, only he wasn’t sure if the teachers were the animals or the students.

Eddie gazed through the window frames to the buildings beyond. It was like trying to navigate a maze of parallel and perpendicular lines, diverging and converging into the distance.

Eddie knew they needed a plan. To reach Principal Huggett’s office, they had to get past either the staffroom or the admin office.

The staffroom was full of teachers having lunch, so it was a no-go. But the admin office would be staffed by Miss Hazel, and there might be other staff members doing photocopying or checking their pigeonholes.

If only we had a Cloak of Invisibility, thought Eddie.

‘We’ll have to distract Miss Hazel,’ whispered Rusty, as they approached the admin office.

PSSST!

The automatic glass door hissed open, and Eddie caught a glimpse of Miss Hazel’s mushroom-coloured cardigan. She favoured outfits in the full spectrum of fungus tones.

At the exact moment Miss Hazel looked up, Rusty began to sob. BIG LOUD SOBS.

Miss Hazel’s eyes widened in alarm.
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‘I’m … sorry,’ Rusty said between gulps.

‘Whatever’s the matter?’ said Miss Hazel, walking out from behind the counter and putting her arm around Rusty.

‘It’s my …’ Rusty glanced at Eddie and DT then let out a groan, ‘... APPENDIX.’

‘Oh dear. Come with me,’ said Miss Hazel, leading the wailing Rusty into the sick bay.

‘QUICK! DOWN HERE.’ DT pushed through the swinging door into the corridor outside Principal Huggett’s office. Lucky for them the drawing compass was at lunch and her office was empty.

‘THERE!’ DT pointed to the framed black-and-white photograph Rusty had told them about. It was hanging on the wall, opposite the row of chairs for students waiting to see the principal.

Eddie peered closely at the picture. It was a grainy photograph of the school hall when it was first built in 1881. The clock was above the entrance. Hanging next to the photo was the original floor plan for the hall, which had once been four classrooms. Eddie recognised the storeroom now used for chair storage as one of the old classrooms. But there was something else in the room on the floor plan, something with a door. He pointed to it.

‘BINGO!’

They quickly collected Rusty, who was feeling ‘so much better now, thanks, Miss Hazel’, and hurried out of the building.

‘Wow, Rusty,’ said DT. ‘That was an ACADEMY AWARD-WINNING performance. How did you get out of going to hospital for appendicitis?’

‘Just as Miss Hazel was dialling emergency, I told her I remembered having my appendix removed when I was little. I blamed the cramps on Dad’s curry last night. Did you find anything?’

‘We think the door is in the old storeroom in the hall,’ said Eddie. ‘There’s an internal door in there that looks like it leads to a smaller room.’

Rusty glanced at her watch. ‘We’ve got ten minutes until the bell goes for the end of lunch.’

‘We’d better get our skates on,’ said DT as they marched towards the hall.
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Ignoring the DANGER and NO ENTRY signs, they slipped through the gap in the fencing and under the tarpaulin to enter the hall.

It was very dark inside and it took a moment for Eddie’s eyes to adjust. The wooden floorboards were covered with heavy drop cloths, the walls were stripped of awards and plaques and scaffolding flanked the room.

Eddie looked up. The ceiling was covered in holes and you could see through to the blue tarpaulin. It looked like a futuristic skyline.

‘Um, guys?’ Eddie called quietly when he realised he couldn’t see the others. ‘Where are you?’

‘In here!’ said Rusty.

Eddie followed the sound of her voice into the storeroom. It was almost PITCH BLACK inside. Eddie turned on the torch app on his smart watch. The bright narrow beam revealed plastic chairs stacked neatly in sets of ten.

‘The door’s back here,’ Eddie whispered.

Together they shifted enough stacks to clear a space. Eddie removed the clock hand carefully from his bag and inserted it into the lock. The key slid in easily but when Eddie tried to turn it, he couldn’t.

‘It’s not the right key,’ Eddie said, deflated.

He racked his brain. There had been other classrooms, so perhaps the door had been removed long ago.

‘Education opens doors,’ he said, saying the clue out loud. He’d had an idea. ‘What if it’s not a door door?’

‘Huh?’ said DT.

‘What if HJ means that education creates opportunities,’ said Eddie. ‘Like a figure of speech.’

‘Hey, look at this,’ said Rusty. ‘It’s one of those chalk blackboards from the old days.’

‘Of course!’ exclaimed Eddie. He shone the torch on the far wall to reveal the blackboard.

He inspected it more closely. It had hinges on one side … and a keyhole on the other. The size of the keyhole looked about right.

Eddie inserted the key and turned it.

There was a soft click, and they all fizzed with excitement.

The blackboard swung open, its hinges creaking and groaning.

‘Yeah, I guess it’s a bit like a door,’ said Rusty.

‘Can you see anything, Eddie?’ said DT.

Eddie shone the beam of light onto the reverse side of the blackboard.
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MESSAGE FROM THE PAST

‘ARCHIMEDES’ BATHTUB! There!’ Eddie cried.

A faded piece of paper was pinned to the back of the blackboard.

‘It’s a message from the past,’ said Rusty.

Eddie gently removed the rusted pins, which crumbled to nothing in his fingers. He peeled the brittle paper from the board and held it out for Rusty.
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‘What does it say? Is it a clue?’ said DT. ‘Are we going to be rolling rich?’

Eddie was staring at the paper. ‘It’s blank,’ he said quietly.

Eddie frowned. He was sure they’d been right. The key had opened the lock and the blackboard had been like a door.

‘Maybe there was a message, but somebody got here before us?’ said Rusty.

‘Like, 140 years before us,’ said DT.

‘Yikes,’ Eddie said, looking at his watch. ‘Bell’s about to go and we don’t want to be busted coming out of here. We’ll have to figure it out later.’

Eddie closed the blackboard and relocked it. He carefully rolled up the piece of paper and placed it into his bag. ‘I’ll drop the key back to Stan on my way to class.’

They slipped under the tarpaulin, one at a time, and into the bright sunlight.

Eddie was last.

When he looked up, new kid Arlo Smythe was standing against the wall of the sports equipment shed.

Watching him.
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Eddie, Rusty and DT usually hung out at one of their houses after school.

Eddie liked being at DT’s place best, a compact wooden cottage with a big garden. DT’s mum worked odd hours at an organic food co-op but today she was home. Jasmine, or Jaz, as she told them to call her, looked startlingly like her son – except she had long auburn hair that fell below her shoulders.

‘Snacks!’ said Jasmine, as she floated into the room in a forest green cotton dress. ‘I can’t believe they gave you kids homework on your first day back!’

She put down a plate with alfalfa sprout sandwiches on homemade seeded bread, along with some crackers and other snacks.

‘Thanks, Jasmine … I mean, Jaz,’ said Eddie.
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Rusty peered suspiciously at the contents of the plate. ‘Remind me to eat before I come to your place next time.’

Eddie was still thinking about the blank piece of paper. ‘What if there’s something written on the paper, but in INVISIBLE INK?’ he said.

‘Yeah!’ DT gasped. ‘Like the way spies used to communicate.’

‘I’m not sure what HJ would have used,’ said Eddie, ‘but I know you can write an invisible message using lemon juice.’

They all peered at the blank piece of paper Eddie had laid out on the coffee table.

‘So how did spies uncover messages?’ asked Rusty.

‘Heat!’ said Eddie to himself. ‘A heat-activated agent is a way of hiding messages. The heat can break down the compounds, releasing the carbon. If the carbon comes into contact with the air, oxidation occurs and the substance turns light or dark brown.’

‘And so that means what in English?’ asked DT.

‘We need a heater,’ said Eddie.

‘Mum doesn’t like them because they chew up so much electricity,’ said DT.

‘What about a hairdryer?’ said Rusty.

‘Mum doesn’t like them because they chew —’

Eddie held up a hand. ‘Okay, too much electricity, I get it.’

‘What about a candle?’ asked Rusty.

She pointed to the bookcase where a collection of beeswax candles was arranged in different sizes.

‘Yeah, no shortage of candles in this house,’ said DT.

‘Perfect!’ said Eddie.

‘I take back what I said about these sandwiches,’ said Rusty, licking her fingers. ‘They’re really good. Are you going to eat yours, Eddie?’

Eddie pushed the plate towards Rusty. He chose the tallest candle and DT handed him a box of matches.

‘Here goes,’ said Eddie. He held out the candle towards DT and waited for the flame to settle.

Rusty lifted the paper above the candle, being careful not to hold it too closely so it didn’t catch alight. They peered at the paper but it was still blank.

Eddie slumped back in his seat. He tried not to feel too disappointed. Maybe DT was right. The chances that a mystery that had been around for so many years hadn’t already been discovered was very low. But at least they’d found the key and the secret hiding spot. That was something.

‘Um, Eddie …’ said Rusty, looking more closely at the paper in her hand. She turned it around to show the others.

The blank sheet of paper was now covered in writing.
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A BUNCH OF NUMBERS

‘Does this mean what I think it means?’ Rusty asked.

‘It’s a real treasure hunt!’ shouted DT.

They crowded around the paper to look more closely at it.
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‘It’s just a whole bunch of numbers,’ Rusty groaned.

Eddie scanned the numbers looking for a recognisable pattern. Certain numbers were definitely more frequent than others.

‘Could they be serial numbers or co-ordinates or something?’ said DT.

‘I think it’s a cipher,’ said Eddie. He pulled a workbook and pencil from his schoolbag.

‘A what?’ asked DT.

‘A type of cryptography,’ said Eddie. ‘They’re also called encryption algorithms. Ciphers hide a message by turning it into code, and if we find the right cipher key, we can decode it.’

‘Oh yeah,’ said Rusty. ‘Search engines run on algorithms. Can’t we just ask Google?’

‘Google is pretty smart but this might be out of her league,’ said Eddie, looking at the numbers. ‘We just need to find the pattern. We’ll try with the simplest cipher: A1Z26.’

Rusty and DT looked at him blankly.

‘Look, I’ll show you,’ said Eddie.

He took out a new piece of paper and began writing out the alphabet one letter after the other.

‘Maths can be pretty cool,’ said DT. ‘I mean, ciphers and codes are fun.’

‘Finally, you realise!’ said Eddie. ‘See, if we substitute the number 1 for the letter A and then go down the rest of the alphabet like this, we should be able to make sense of the message.’
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Eddie tried it. He made 1 the letter A and worked from there.

Soon they had a series of words that spelled out the following clue:

IF YOU LIKE A TUNE

THEN KEEP A KEY IN SIGHT

DON’T LET THE HAMMERS FOOL YOU

I’M HERE IN BLACK AND WHITE

‘At least we can read this clue,’ said Rusty, giving DT a high five.

It says the words are in black and white – but what does that mean? thought Eddie. Could black and white mean the old days? Or a photograph? And what about hammers? Was HJ a builder?

‘If this treasure hunt was written by HJ around 1880,’ said DT, doing a quick internet search of Australian life at that time, ‘there were no iPhones or technology.’

‘No technology?’ gasped Rusty.

‘Is the key a reference to the clock key, or is it about time?’ said Eddie.

‘Oh no,’ Rusty groaned, checking her watch. ‘I’ll have to go in a minute. I’ve got a piano lesson at 5 pm.’

‘I didn’t know you played piano,’ said DT. ‘Is there anything you can’t do?’

‘Mmm, let me think …’ said Rusty. ‘Nope. Nothing springs to mind. Pretty much great at everything.’

‘Go on, play something then, genius,’ said DT.

‘Okay, just a quick tune!’ Rusty sat down at the upright piano near the window and opened the lid.

Eddie was expecting something like ‘Jingle Bells’ but instead Rusty played a lyrical classical piece. DT and Eddie exchanged a glance. Rusty was a genius!
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And guess what has keys? Eddie thought, watching Rusty’s fingers fly over the piano’s black and white keys.

Eddie felt a stirring of excitement. The clue mentioned tune, black and white and keys – they were all part of a piano.

But hammers?

Eddie frowned as Rusty finished with a flourish. She turned to them, beaming.

‘Wow,’ said Eddie.

‘Yeah, wow!’ said DT.

‘I’m thinking your mum doesn’t play very often,’ asked Rusty.

‘How do you know?’ asked DT.

‘It’s a little out of tune.’

‘Can you tune it?’ asked DT.

‘No, you need a professional for that,’ said Rusty.

‘Ha! So there is something you can’t do!’ said DT.

Rusty lifted the lid of the piano. ‘Look. It’s complicated under here. You need to know what you’re doing.’

Eddie had never seen the internal mechanisms of a piano in real life.

‘How does it work?’ he said.

‘Each of the keys is connected to these.’ Rusty pointed to a row of what looked like wooden spoons with the spoon end covered in felt. ‘When you press a key, this strikes a string. The string vibrates and your ear picks up the vibration. Ta da! You hear music.’

‘Fascinating.’ Eddie marvelled as he always did at the complexity of the human brain – processing vibrations as sound waves through our ears!

He picked up his phone to look up more details about the piano’s complex mechanism.

Suddenly, he gave a shout. ‘Hammers!’ he said. ‘Those wooden spoons are called hammers. The clue is about a piano!’

‘Hang on,’ said DT. ‘If the next clue is a piano, but this was written in 1880, what are the chances we’ll ever find the actual piano HJ meant?’

Eddie thought about the question. Their odds declined exponentially year by year which meant: NOT GOOD.

‘I think we need to get to know HJ a little better,’ said Rusty. ‘Did he have any family?’

A quick internet search revealed that HJ didn’t have any family.

After a more detailed search online, Rusty let out a whoop.

‘HJ left all of his possessions to a public trust to look after his estate. It still exists! We can visit his house.’

Eddie looked at the website on Rusty’s phone. Sure enough, HJ’s original estate held an open day twice a year. This meant the public could wander around his home and grounds.

‘But the next visit open to the public is in a month,’ said Rusty.

Eddie sighed. They had solved the first two clues but they needed to get into HJ’s house before they could work out the next one.

He just had to figure out how.


7

HJ’S HOBBIES

Eddie peered through the black metal fence at the expansive grounds of HJ’s original home.

The grounds were so large he couldn’t even see the house from the road. There were acres of green lawns, trimmed hedges and large evergreens.
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‘I wish I’d known HJ,’ said DT. ‘I reckon we’d have been great mates and he’d have left his mansion to me.’

‘Or he would have seen right through you as a gold-digger,’ said Rusty.

‘I’d have been like the son he always wanted,’ said DT.

‘How do you know he wanted a son and not a daughter?’ asked Rusty.

‘Everyone wanted sons back then, to carry on the family name and all that.’

Rusty rolled her eyes.

‘Here goes nothing,’ said Eddie as he pressed the buzzer for the intercom at the right-hand side of the gates. There was a long wait. Eddie was about to press the buzzer again when a voice spoke.

‘Good morning,’ said a man. His tone was clipped and formal.

‘Hello,’ said Eddie. ‘My name is Eddie Woo and I’m from Red Hill Public School. My friends and I are doing a research project about local history, and we were wondering if we could take a look inside HJ’s, I mean Henry James’s estate, please?’

There was a crackle of static and then silence. Eddie noticed a security camera above them. The little red light flashed. He imagined the man staring at their grainy footage.

‘The next open home date is 15 March,’ said the voice.

‘We’ll be really quick, I promise,’ said Eddie.

‘Our project is due before the open home date and we have to immerse ourselves in history, not just read about it online,’ Rusty added.

She turned her face away from the camera and winked at DT and Eddie.

The large black gate swung open with a low hum.

[image: image]

A man about the same age as Eddie’s dad was waiting for them at the front entrance to the house. Or was it a small castle? It was huge. Eddie counted ten windows spanning the second storey and eight on the ground floor. Built of stone, it looked untouched by time and Eddie could nearly imagine it was HJ standing there, waiting to meet them.

‘It’s nice to see young people interested in history.’ The man held out a hand to introduce himself. ‘I’m Matthew Baird, manager of Henry’s estate.’
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He ushered them inside, and they followed him past a sweeping staircase into a living room. It had dark wooden furniture and oil paintings of landscapes on the white walls.

‘What can I help you with?’ asked Matthew. ‘Please, have a seat.’

Eddie and DT sat on a very firm couch while Rusty looked uncomfortably upright in an armchair. Matthew remained standing.

‘We’d love to know more about Henry James,’ said Eddie, pulling out a notebook and pen from his backpack.

‘Well,’ said Matthew, ‘Henry was a wealthy man with many interests. He helped set up the town of Red Hill.’

‘He helped found our school too,’ said Eddie.

Matthew nodded. ‘Yes, education was very important to him.’

‘Did he have other hobbies?’ asked Rusty.

‘Hobbies?’

‘We’re trying to get a sense of him as a person,’ said Eddie. ‘Like, was he maybe … musical?’

‘Yes, he played the piano,’ said Matthew.

Rusty, Eddie and DT exchanged excited glances.

‘Did he own one?’ said DT. ‘Could we see it?’

Rusty jumped in. ‘It’s just that I play too and it would be so amazing to see Henry’s actual piano!’

‘Well … yes, I suppose, I don’t see why not,’ said Matthew. ‘It’s this way.’

He led them down a seemingly endless passage with doors on both sides.

‘Do you play too?’ Rusty asked Matthew.

‘No, in fact I rarely go into this room. This was Henry’s private study.’

He produced a large bunch of keys. ‘I usually keep this room locked.’

Matthew tried one key, but it wasn’t the right one. He fumbled for another.

Eddie did a quick count. Matthew was holding eight keys, but the first two hadn’t worked. What were the odds of choosing the correct key if only one of the six remaining keys opened the lock?

If Matthew set aside the incorrect keys, which he was doing, then the third attempt had a one in six chance. The fourth attempt had a one in five chance and so on down the line. The odds got better as Matthew went on. He finally had success on his fifth attempt – a one in four chance of selecting the right key!

The room in front of them had a large wooden desk in one corner, with a view out the window. In the opposite corner sat a black grand piano.

‘Oh, it’s beautiful,’ said Rusty with genuine enthusiasm.

Eddie nudged her.

‘Is there any chance I could play it?’

‘I’m afraid it would be horribly out of tune,’ said Matthew.

‘I just feel like I could really imagine being Henry sitting at the piano,’ said Rusty. ‘It would help me write about this for our project.’

Matthew smiled. ‘Just for a minute then.’

Rusty beamed. She took a seat at the stool and carefully lifted the lid. Then she began to play a melancholic and dreamy piece. If the piano was out of tune, Eddie certainly couldn’t tell. Matthew looked impressed.

But they needed to look inside the piano and they couldn’t do that with Matthew in the room. Eddie shot DT a meaningful look. He took the hint.

‘Could I use the bathroom, please?’ DT said.

‘Yes, of course,’ said Matthew, but he seemed reluctant to interrupt the music. ‘Follow me.’

As soon as they left the room, Eddie ran his hands quickly along the lid, looking for a note taped to the underside of the piano or anything unusual.
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Rusty slid to the ground and checked underneath the base and under the pedals.

No luck.

‘There’s got to be something,’ said Rusty.

Eddie recited the clue to himself again, hoping for a lightbulb moment.

IF YOU LIKE A TUNE
THEN KEEP A KEY IN SIGHT
DON’T LET THE HAMMERS FOOL YOU
I’M HERE IN BLACK AND WHITE

Why is the letter ‘A’ underlined? he thought.

‘Hey, Rusty. Did you notice anything strange about the keys when you were playing?’

‘Well, come to think of it, the A below middle C – this one – did feel a little flat.’ She pointed to it.

They both heard footsteps. They needed to hurry. Matthew would be back any minute.

Eddie tried to lift the A key. It came away easily. The key itself was hollowed out and inside was a folded-up piece of paper.

Eddie desperately wanted to open the note and read the clue, but he could hear DT’s voice. He was talking loudly to Matthew to warn the others that they were coming back.

Eddie stashed the note in his pocket and replaced the key. Rusty took her seat at the stool and began to play another piece.

Matthew entered the room with DT close behind. A look of suspicion passed across his face but he relaxed when he saw Eddie where he’d left him, staring out of the window.

Eddie turned and smiled, but his heart was racing with the thrill of the new clue.


8

BACK IN TIME

‘I just don’t get it,’ DT groaned.

The clue had turned out to be a short piece of music. No words, no title. Just the lines of music.

Rusty, Eddie and DT were in the school music room, staring at it.

‘Play it again,’ said Eddie.

Rusty played the short piece. It was very strange. Eddie found it uncomfortable to listen to. The notes clashed with each other; the rhythm was off. It made no sense as a piece of music.
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‘Again?’ said DT.

As Rusty played the piece again, Ms Lynch, the music teacher, stuck her head inside the doorway. She waited for Rusty to finish playing.

‘That’s an unusual piece,’ she said. ‘What is it?’

‘We found it in one of my gran’s old books,’ said Rusty. ‘Do you know it?’

‘Never heard it before,’ said Ms Lynch, grinning, ‘but it sounds like a soundtrack to a horror movie. Sorry, kids, but I have to kick you out. I’ve got a lesson in here now.’

As they were packing up to leave, a younger girl was having a lesson in music theory. She was learning how to name notes such as crotchets and quavers, and all about the musical alphabet.

Maybe the music isn’t meant to be played, thought Eddie. Maybe the notes themselves are the code.

‘Let me see the music again,’ asked Eddie. ‘What if it’s another kind of cipher?’

‘Like the numbers?’ asked Rusty.

They spread the clue out in front of them.

Eddie studied the piece and named the musical notes. The musical alphabet went from A to G but that didn’t make any sense in working out a message.

But what if the alphabet could be repeated?
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Eddie tried a few variations.
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Finally, on the fifth attempt, it worked!

When Eddie substituted the letters, they made sense.
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He grinned at the others and read the whole clue out loud:


Built entirely by hand

My job is to guide

Through the stormiest night

And the roughest of tide



‘What does that mean?’ asked DT.

‘I’m not sure …’ Rusty said.

Eddie was about to say something more when Ms Lynch called out.

‘Bell’s gone, kids, hop to it!’

Eddie pocketed the clue. He already knew it off by heart. How was he going to concentrate on schoolwork when he had this burning a hole in his pocket all day?

He was itching to figure out what this new clue meant, and he had an idea where they should start looking.

‘Let’s meet up after school,’ Eddie said to the others as they walked towards the library. ‘We need to go back in time.’

As they passed the lockers, Eddie saw Arlo Smythe leaning up against one of them.

He was talking on the phone.

And he didn’t look happy.
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The gang looked up at the large sandstone building that housed the Red Hill Museum, Art Gallery and Public Library.
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‘Not exactly the time travel I’d hoped for,’ said Rusty.

‘Come on, I’ll show you around.’ Eddie bounded up the sandstone steps and into the revolving doors at the front entrance.

‘I used to love these doors as a kid,’ said Rusty.

‘The three doors hang on a central shaft that rotates around a vertical axis within the cylinder. They’re energy efficient and act as a kind of air lock,’ said Eddie.

‘They’re fun too!’ Rusty took great delight in staying inside the revolving door for three rounds.

They finally piled out of the doors, giggling.

A young man dressed in black wearing a Museum name badge gave them a welcoming smile.

‘Eddie! Good to see you.’

Eddie was a frequent visitor to the Museum and knew the names of everyone who worked there.

‘Hi, Richard,’ said Eddie. ‘This is Rusty and DT.’

Richard nodded hello. ‘So, just browsing or do you need some help?’

‘We’re looking for any information you have on a man named Henry Cedric James.’

‘Come this way,’ said Richard.

The kids followed Richard through several exhibitions. He stopped in front of a series of maps and pamphlets of walks and National Parks.

‘Henry James funded or helped to fund lots of the buildings in Red Hill in the 1800s. He even set aside private land of his own to be used as protected land for plants and endangered species, like an early national park.’

Richard pulled out one of the brochures marked Red Hill National Park and unfolded it. ‘See how our National Park is so close to town? This was Henry’s doing.’

‘Red Hill Waterfall’s in the National Park,’ said Eddie. ‘Dad and I used to go there when I was younger.’

‘That’s all we have on Henry here,’ said Richard. ‘Otherwise, I think there might be something in our Early Days of Red Hill exhibition on the ground floor.’

The Early Days of Red Hill exhibition featured a series of black-and-white framed photographs lining four walls. The images were blown up in various sizes. Eddie recognised the town’s coastline before all the modern development. There were photos of the railway line being built and even a picture of the lighthouse when it was first opened.

Two elderly men were chatting on the bench opposite the exhibition.

Eddie leaned in. Eavesdropping was a very important part of super sleuthing.

‘There’s nothing in this exhibition about the underground tunnels,’ said one of the men in a gravelly voice.

‘What tunnels?’ asked his mate.

‘The ones under the city. Hardly anyone knows about them.’

‘Poppycock!’ said his friend.

‘It’s true,’ said the gravelly voice. ‘They’re mining tunnels. My grandad took me in them when I was a little tyke.’

Tunnels under the city? thought Eddie. More hidden things.
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He realised he was still staring at the picture of the lighthouse. Four men dressed in work clothes posed in front of it. One of the men looked familiar. Eddie consulted the exhibition card.

‘Guys, come look,’ said Eddie. ‘It’s HJ!’

‘He’s scruffier than I imagined,’ said Rusty.

‘Well, he had just helped to build a lighthouse,’ said DT.

Eddie recited the words of the clue in his head.


Built entirely by hand

My job is to guide

Through the stormiest night

And the roughest of tide



‘The lighthouse!’ said Eddie. ‘That’s the clue!’
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TALKING ABOUT GHOSTS

The lighthouse was surrounded by three small cottages, all perched high up on the hill.

The cottages were run as a bed and breakfast by an older woman called Abigail Rose. When they arrived, Abigail was weeding one of the many garden beds that surrounded the cottages. The plants would have to be very resilient to survive out here on the bluff. Eddie imagined it would get pretty wild with storms and wind.

Abigail was excited to meet the kids and show them around the lighthouse.

‘We won’t stay long,’ said Eddie. ‘We just need to see inside the lantern room and take a quick photo.’

‘I don’t mind,’ said Abigail, stretching her back with a grimace. ‘It gets me out of weeding, and I don’t go up as much as I would like. I love the view up there. I used to sit for hours with a cup of tea or a book. But now the B & B keeps me too busy.’

She ushered them inside one of the cottages. ‘Here, let’s make a thermos of hot chocolate and take it with us. I’ve got a bit of caramel slice I baked yesterday.’

Her expression grew serious. ‘I just have to warn you about something before we go up.’

‘Is it dangerous?’ said DT.

‘In a way,’ said Abigail. ‘People like to talk and there have been sightings over the years of … you know…’ She paused dramatically and glanced behind her.

‘What?’ asked DT.

‘I don’t like to say it out loud,’ Abigail whispered. ‘It’s bad luck.’

‘Are you talking about … GHOSTS?’ asked Rusty.

‘Shhh!’ said Abigail, ‘I can’t have you scaring off potential guests. But yes. I’ve never seen or felt anything, but I just thought I’d let you know.’

‘We don’t scare easily,’ said DT.

Eddie nodded but as they followed Abigail towards the lighthouse, he felt a prickly sensation down the back of his neck.

He glanced around but the pathway was deserted.
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Inside the lighthouse it was dark and musty.

As they climbed up the stairwell, their footsteps echoed around them. At the top, the landing was flooded by the glare from the 360-degree views.

‘WOW!’ said Rusty.

‘Told you!’ Abigail said. She was flushed from the effort of climbing the stairs but was grinning from ear to ear.

While Abigail measured out hot chocolate in plastic mugs, Eddie began to look around.

The top of the tower wasn’t a large area. The lantern was in the middle with a narrow circular viewing area surrounding it. Eddie couldn’t see any hidden notes, or mysterious numbers or letters anywhere.
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Maybe Abigail knows something?

Eddie joined the others and accepted a mug of hot chocolate and a piece of slice.

‘Do you know much about Henry James?’ Eddie asked.

‘I know he helped in the construction of the lighthouse,’ Abigail said.

‘We’re doing a history project that includes the lighthouse but we’re also trying to solve an old mystery,’ said Rusty.

‘Fabulous!’ Abigail leaned forward, eager to hear more.

‘Henry James used to love elaborate treasure hunts,’ said Eddie. ‘We think we’ve stumbled on one that nobody has ever solved. We don’t expect there to be real treasure or anything.’

[image: image]

‘Although I wouldn’t say no to real treasure!’ said DT.

Abigail paused to think. ‘There could be treasure. Henry worked on the gold fields in Ballarat in the 1860s, and moved to Red Hill once he’d made money as a digger. Now that I think about it, there was a rumour that his loot from the gold fields was never recovered.’

‘Really?’ said Eddie. GOLD!

He could see Rusty and DT thinking the same thing.

‘Well, good luck, kids,’ said Abigail. ‘But I’ve got work to do now. Come down when you’re ready.’

She smiled and headed downstairs.

‘What now?’ asked Rusty.

‘The clue has to be here, somewhere,’ said Eddie.

‘Unless the ghost took it!’ DT pulled a scary face.

Rusty and Eddie ignored him.

They spent thirty minutes looking everywhere inside the tower but found nothing.

They slumped despondently to the floor.

‘We should go,’ said Rusty. ‘It’s getting dark.’

‘Yeah, I guess,’ said Eddie.

But he was sure it was there somewhere. What were they missing?

They trailed back downstairs in silence. It was pitch black at the base of the steps. Eddie turned the heavy metal handle of the door, but it wouldn’t open.

‘Uh, guys, we have a problem,’ said Eddie, pulling hard on the handle.

Rusty tried the handle too but it wouldn’t budge.

‘WE’RE LOCKED IN.’
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TRAPPED!

They all banged furiously on the door.

‘HELP! LET US OUT!’

They yelled until they were hoarse, but it was a thick metal door and completely soundproof. There was no way anyone on the outside would hear them knocking.

‘The wind must have blown it shut,’ said DT.

‘Or a ghost?’ said Rusty, sneaking a look behind her.

‘Or Abigail,’ said DT. ‘Maybe she wants to keep us captive and fill us up on slice so she can cook us in her B & B oven.’

‘Let’s just work out how to get out,’ Eddie said, trying the door again.

‘I’ll ring Abigail,’ said Rusty pulling out her mobile phone.

Rusty put the phone on speaker mode. They listened as it rang eight times before going to voicemail. Abigail’s voice spoke cheerily: ‘Please leave a message for Lighthouse B & B!’

‘Hi, Abigail, it’s Rusty,’ said Rusty, in a slightly higher than usual voice. ‘We’re locked in the lighthouse. Can you come and let us out please? Now would be really great.’

‘Let’s go back upstairs,’ said DT. ‘Unless you’re too scared of … THE GHOST!’

‘Grow up!’ Rusty punched him on the shoulder and then bounded quickly up the stairs, two at a time.

‘Yeah, I knew it, she’s scared,’ DT said, grinning after her.

Back at the top of the lighthouse, DT flopped onto the ground while Rusty paced. They continued to argue, and Eddie shut them out by focusing on why the space felt smaller than before. Was it because they were trapped, and their levels of fear were rising?

Then he realised it was because of the setting sun and that his perception of the depth of the room had changed.

‘You could see heaps of whales and dolphins from up here,’ said Rusty.

‘And cursed pirate ships,’ added DT, ‘manned by ghostly crews.’

‘Maybe the ghost is HJ,’ Rusty said. ‘How long have we been stuck in here?’

‘Sixteen minutes and thirty-two seconds,’ said Eddie.

‘Maybe we could try to work the lantern?’ said DT. ‘To get people’s attention.’

‘I already checked it out,’ said Eddie. ‘The casing around it is locked.’

‘Maybe Abigail hasn’t got her phone with her,’ said Rusty, checking her messages again. ‘Or her battery’s flat! We could be here forever if we’re relying on her.’

‘Should we call the police?’ said Eddie. ‘They could get a key from the council.’

‘Nah, too embarrassing! We don’t need help.’ DT jumped down off the ledge. ‘Hey, these windows must open. There’s a little railing outside.’

They spread out. It was difficult to see in the dark. Eddie ran his hands along the window edges searching for an opening. As far as he could make out, they were sealed shut.

‘Found it!’ said DT, his voice blending into the crash of waves.

DT started to squeeze through the small window, and Eddie and Rusty followed.

As they huddled on the railing outside, with the wind sweeping up and around them, they found a small metal door. It led to a set of rungs on the outside of the lighthouse that went all the way to the ground.
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Eddie tried not to look down.

The drop was sheer. He could feel his knees WOBBLING. As if all the bones had suddenly dropped out of his legs.

They walked in slow single file along the narrow ledge, holding tight to the railing. In the dim light Eddie could just make out a set of metal handgrips jutting out of the plaster.

‘It’s just like rock climbing,’ said DT. Before Eddie could reply, DT had swung over the railing and grabbed hold of one of the handrails. Then he monkeyed down the vertical face to the ground.

‘Come on, it’s easy!’ he called back to Eddie.

Eddie swallowed. Fine for DT to say. Eddie had never been rock climbing before.

‘You go next,’ said Rusty.

‘Why me?’ asked Eddie, his voice sounding squeaky.

‘Because you might fall.’

‘What if you fall?’ Eddie said.

‘Eight years of gymnastics training,’ said Rusty. ‘If anyone’s going to fall, it won’t be me.’

She had a point. If anyone was going down, they both knew it was going to be him. Eddie gulped.

‘You’ll be fine, just don’t overthink it,’ said Rusty.

Eddie began overthinking immediately.
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Sweat prickled against his shirt. He hoped his glasses didn’t slip off on the way down. His mum would kill him if they broke.

[image: image]

Eddie stepped out onto the first rung holding tight to the rails. He took a breath and made a mental note not to look down.

And that’s when he saw it.

There were a series of letters and numbers etched into the sill of the giant lighthouse lantern. Eddie recognised them immediately as latitude and longitude co-ordinates. He committed them to memory.

He lowered himself down onto the next rung and the next, reciting the co-ordinates over and over in his head to calm himself.

It worked.

Finally, his foot touched solid ground and he let out a ‘WHOOP’.

‘I’ve got it!’ Eddie said, punching the air.

‘I’VE GOT THE NEXT CLUE!’
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‘X’ MARKS THE SPOT

DT clapped Eddie on the back. ‘You Super Sleuth! You found a clue while shimmying down the lighthouse? Even with your eyes closed? That’s proper ninja stuff.’

‘My eyes were not closed!’ said Eddie.

‘What are you guys talking about?’ Rusty called from halfway down the wall.

‘Eddie found a clue!’ DT called.

Rusty reversed nimbly down the steps and jumped to the ground.

‘Spill the beans,’ she said to Eddie, hands on hips.

‘There are numbers in a pattern above the lantern,’ Eddie exclaimed. ‘We looked everywhere but we forgot to look up.’

‘So, if we hadn’t been locked in, we would never have seen it,’ said Rusty. ‘Thanks, ghostie.’

‘So more numbers?’ said DT.

‘I think they’re map co-ordinates,’ said Eddie. ‘Let me write them down before I forget.’

Eddie typed the numbers into his phone.

-32.928364, 151.780554

‘See, that looks like latitude and that’s longitude,’ said Eddie.

‘It’s like finding the actual “X marks the spot” on the treasure map,’ said DT.

Eddie entered the numbers into Google Maps on his phone. A map of Australia popped up on the screen and began to narrow in on a blue dot.

‘I wonder if we’ll need to take a road trip into the outback?’ Rusty asked.

‘Or maybe to the US!’ added DT.

‘It’s a little closer to home,’ said Eddie.

The map on the screen showed Red Hill and began zooming in on the city. Eddie recognised a few of the street names; Barker Street, Wembley Road and Church Crescent. The map stilled and the blue dot flashed about midway on Church Crescent.

‘Isn’t that the top of the hill?’ asked DT.

‘I know exactly what it is,’ said Eddie. ‘It’s the old Cathedral.’

‘It’s only five minutes from here,’ said DT. ‘We can go there now.’

Rusty checked her watch. ‘As long as I’m back by 8 o’clock.’

They checked Abigail’s cottage to see if she was there. She was watching TV, feet up, sipping hot chocolate. She waved.

‘She completely forgot about us, didn’t she?’ Eddie asked the others.

They nodded.

[image: image]

They peered through the wire fence surrounding the church property.

The old Cathedral was gloomy and gothic. Eddie knew that huge stained-glass windows filled the pointed arches at ground level, but they couldn’t be seen as the building’s windows and doors were firmly boarded up.

‘It’s been closed for years,’ Eddie explained.

‘We can’t let a few bits of wood stop us,’ said DT as he slipped through a gap in the fence and entered the property. ‘We’ve got treasure to find!’

Rusty followed.

Eddie couldn’t shake the feeling that someone was watching him, but when he turned there was just an alley cat staring at him from under the streetlight.
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Just being jumpy, he thought. But, it was good to be alert. Senses on high. Danger didn’t send out a warning sign. Eddie’s previous super sleuthing had taught him that.

He followed the others.

‘All the entrances are boarded shut,’ said Rusty.

‘But what about that?’ DT pointed to a stack of wooden pallets and timber boards piled up beside the western wall. ‘It’s begging us to climb it.’

Eddie groaned. More climbing!

DT had a point though. The pallets reached just below the biggest window.

Rusty didn’t need any encouragement. ‘I knew those parkour classes would come in handy one day,’ she said to Eddie as she sprang onto the lowest pallet.

DT followed quickly.

Eddie took a deep breath. He decided to keep reciting the co-ordinates over and over again and to – of course – not look down.

Legs shaking and heart racing, Eddie climbed to the top of the stack. He made sure they distributed their weight evenly once at the top. With a bit of awkward manoeuvring that felt like a life-threatening game of Twister, they were each able to reach the base of the windows. But the windows were all boarded up.

‘I came prepared,’ said DT pulling out a crowbar from his backpack.

‘You’ve got to be kidding,’ said Eddie, ‘you’ve been carrying that around all day?’

‘Nah, I saw it on the ground by the fence,’ DT chuckled and used the crowbar to slowly remove each board. They fell away, making a dim crack as they splintered onto the ground below.

Behind the boards was an enormous stained-glass window made up of five panels, each featuring a different image. Eddie studied each picture. Some had religious images and others were patterns of colour.

The central window stood out to Eddie and he couldn’t put his finger on why. Something rumbled around in the back of his mind. He could almost grasp it but his train of thought was interrupted by DT returning from his search.

‘None of the windows open,’ said DT.

‘That’s it then,’ said Rusty. ‘We might as well just give up.’

‘Yeah, I guess we can’t break in,’ agreed DT.

‘But we’ll never get the next clue if we can’t get inside the Cathedral,’ said Rusty.

Eddie could feel the synapses in his brain connecting and firing: each neuron sending signals to thousands of others. They multiplied across his mind in a cascade of electricity and thought, starting a mental chain reaction that pieced together distant concepts and thoughts.

All of a sudden these ideas SNAPPED together and the storm clouds in his head parted.

‘Maybe we don’t have to,’ he said.
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LOOK UP!

Eddie pointed at the biggest picture in the window above them. The window showed an image of a hillside covered with trees and red earth. In the centre of the image was a small waterfall. The creek at the base of the waterfall led out to sea.

‘See?’ said Eddie.

‘See what?’ said DT.

‘Doesn’t something look familiar?’

He looked at Rusty.

‘Um … no?’ Rusty shrugged.

Eddie shone his watch’s torch on the window to illuminate it. Two things stood out to him. The red colour of the dirt lit brilliantly by the sun behind it, and the waterfall.

‘It’s Red Hill Waterfall,’ he said.

Rusty’s eyes grew wide as she realised Eddie was right. ‘It is too!’

‘So, is this a clue?’ asked DT.

Eddie nodded. ‘There’s only one way to find out.’

‘HEY! YOU KIDS! What do you think you’re doing?’

A gruff male voice was shouting up at them.

Eddie peered down to see the man behind the voice, and immediately regretted it. The ground beneath him began to sway and he felt dizzy. Two men in security uniforms were glaring up at them.

Uh oh, thought Eddie. We’re in so much trouble.

‘GET DOWN HERE NOW!’

The bigger of the two men began scaling the pallet stack towards them. He was surprisingly fast.

The entire structure shook as he climbed, and Eddie held tight to the rim of the window to steady himself.
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Hold on, he told himself.

‘Adventure’s over now, kids,’ said the man as he pulled up level with them. ‘Get down immediately!’

Eddie took one last look at the image of Red Hill Waterfall and began another slow, shaky descent.

‘How did you know we were up here?’ Eddie asked when they had all reached solid ground. He sat on his legs to stop them shaking.

‘Tip from an anonymous caller,’ said one of the security guards. ‘Said they were worried about your safety.’

‘That’s weird,’ said Eddie to Rusty and DT. ‘I didn’t see anyone, did you?’ They shook their heads.

‘We’re in charge of this site,’ said the bigger man, ‘and we can’t have any accidents on our watch. Now clear off, or I’ll call your parents.’

‘Okay, thanks,’ said DT.

‘We’re out of here,’ said Rusty.

They ran out of there as fast as they could before the security guards changed their minds.
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The next day, Eddie was gasping for air.

Their school athletics carnival was only two weeks away so they were running laps around the oval in training.

Eddie and DT were at the back of the pack. Rusty had held back to run with them.

‘Don’t you think it’s a little strange?’ Eddie asked between gasps.

‘What?’ Rusty asked, tossing her ponytail in the air as she turned to speak to him. Now she was running backwards, and she was still faster than Eddie.

‘First we were locked in the lighthouse. Then the tipoff that we were at the Cathedral,’ Eddie panted. ‘I think someone is following us.’

‘Nah,’ said Rusty. ‘Nobody knows what we’re doing.’

Arlo Smythe pulled up alongside them. He was on his second lap while they were still on their first.

‘You’d better watch yourself, Eddie Woo,’ Arlo muttered, knocking Eddie off his stride. ‘You wouldn’t want to get hurt.’

Before Eddie could say anything, Arlo sped up and ran ahead.

‘Go, Rusty,’ Eddie gasped. ‘Catch him. Beat him.’

‘Do it for us,’ said DT.

Rusty smiled.

‘Easy,’ she said, quickening her pace.

She caught Arlo and overtook him.

It was a small win but it made Eddie smile.
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A WARNING

RAIN.

RAIN.

RAIN.

Every single day since they’d found the last clue.

Eddie tried to focus on schoolwork, but it was impossible to think of anything except the treasure hunt. There was no way they’d be able to head into the National Park until the rain stopped.

He looked out the window at the BILLOWING BLACK CLOUDS and sighed.

But the downtime did give him the chance to do some more investigating. Super sleuthing was as much about reading and thinking as it was about being out and about.

He spent Thursday after school at the City Library looking into the history of the Cathedral. An old history journal revealed HJ had been a member of the Cathedral construction committee. He had personally donated funds to finish the construction and was able to choose his own stained-glass window design to be placed in the front of the church.

Eddie thought about the window that looked familiar. He was convinced that it was the next clue in the treasure hunt.

After school on Friday, Eddie took the bus to the Red Hill National Park Visitor Centre and sat in one of the allocated booths with a geology book.

The signature red dirt in the National Park was caused by high levels of iron oxidation in the earth. The same oxidation process happened all around Australia – the outback and Uluru were famous for their rich red hue. But over time the red earth usually turned grey.

Eddie remembered the last time he’d walked in the National Park with his dad. It had taken them about two hours to reach the waterfall from the car park. It had been a beautiful sunny day and he could still picture the view from near the top of the waterfall – all red dirt and blue water streaming down to the sea.

Eddie checked the weather forecast on his phone. The rain was predicted to stop before midnight and Saturday was going to be clear. It would be a bit wet and muddy, but Eddie didn’t want to wait any longer. He texted the others.
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Eddie loved reading maps, so he decided to study his dad’s again. You could study a map and learn everything about a place – its vegetation, elevation, location. On a map, everything was just where it should be.

As Eddie unfolded the map on the table in front of him, a small scrap of paper fell into his lap. It had a handwritten message on the side facing down.
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He read the message again, his hands growing clammy. Someone was warning them to stop the treasure hunt.

Someone had placed this note inside the map in his bag.

He got out his Super Sleuth notebook and started to make a list of suspects:

SUSPECTS

• Principal Huggett

• Stan, the clockmaker

• Matthew from HJ’s estate

• Richard at the museum

• Abigail from the lighthouse.
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Eddie’s mind swirled with possibilities, but nothing seemed to fit. Who would want to stop them? He was meeting Rusty and DT at 6 am the following morning to catch the bus to the start of the waterfall walk. Eddie knew he had to tell them about the message. He also knew they would want to keep searching.

He decided to text them and explain what had just happened.
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Eddie glanced out of the window. The rain had stopped completely. If he left now, he could make it home without getting soaked. He returned the book he had been reading and headed towards the door.

Out of the corner of his eye he saw a familiar profile browsing the souvenir shelves. It was Stan. Stan turned, saw him and smiled. Eddie smiled tentatively and waved.

Eddie’s heart raced as he left the building.

Stan? He’s a suspect. Is it just a coincidence that he’s in the same place as me? Or is he following me?

Stan did know an awful lot about HJ. And he had set the whole treasure hunt in motion in the first place. What if Stan had twigged that the hands on the clock meant something more and followed the same trail that they had?

Eddie hailed the bus and tried to calm down.

But he knew he wouldn’t be getting much sleep that night.
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ON THE TRAIL

The next morning, the world felt washed clean.

Even the ghost gums looked as if they’d had a proper wash, their exposed layers free from dust and dirt. Droplets of water wobbled on the eucalyptus leaves and ferns as they passed.

There was something about the smell of the bush after rain. Eddie breathed in the scent of eucalypt; lemon myrtle mixed in with the salty fresh scent of the sea. They could hear it somewhere through the bush to the east, but they wouldn’t see it until they reached the waterfall.

‘Someone’s been watching us the whole time and now they’re trying to scare us off,’ said Rusty as they walked.

‘But just because someone doesn’t want us to find the treasure doesn’t mean we should stop!’ DT said for the third time. ‘It makes it more exciting.’

‘Or DANGEROUS,’ said Eddie.

‘We’ve abseiled down a lighthouse and scaled up a cathedral all in a week. It takes more than a threatening note to put us off,’ said Rusty.

DT nodded as he munched. He said his backpack was too heavy so it was best he ate most of the snacks now.

Eddie saw the landscape had changed. The soil was richer in colour with streaks of red and the tree line had thinned out.
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‘Hey, we’re near the top,’ he said.

Sure enough, they were soon walking on open grass on top of the headland. Fresh sea air cooled the sweat on their faces and arms. Far below they could see waves crashing onto the rocky outcrops at the base of the cliffs.

They drank from their water bottles and shared a handful of corn chips and a nut mix that DT hadn’t managed to eat yet.

‘What?’ said DT, as Rusty glared at the empty snack packets. ‘Being in the bush always makes me hungry.’

‘And look, we’re nearly there,’ said Eddie, pointing to the incline behind them to the west.

They wound their way along a narrow path that followed the creek back uphill towards the waterfall. Eddie thought about how much he had learned about Red Hill since discovering the key at school.

It was because of HJ they had a school, a National Park, a cathedral and a lighthouse.

Eddie wished they could travel back in time to meet HJ and say thank you.
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The waterfall was as big as Eddie remembered. After all the rain, it was fuller too. The crashing of water filled their ears and they had to shout to make themselves heard.

‘We made it!’ DT plonked his bag on the ground with relief. ‘I wish I’d packed more food.’

‘Well, the clue’s not going to jump out at us,’ said Rusty. ‘We’ll have to find it.’

‘Let’s hunt around here near the top of the waterfall,’ said Eddie. ‘Just be really careful, the rocks are slippery.’

They picked their way across the boulders and ferns surrounding the waterfall. Eddie imagined there might be an engraving or a sneaky hiding place among the rocks. He moved very slowly, checking with his hands for hidden items among the gaps in the rocks. DT was doing the same.
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Eddie stood up to move to another gap and caught sight of Rusty’s bright yellow raincoat disappearing behind the wall of water.

‘RUSTY!’ Eddie yelled.‘STOP!’

DT looked up in alarm. ‘What?’

Eddie yelled and pointed towards the waterfall. Rusty had vanished behind the tumbling water.

‘Come on!’ DT was already picking his way along the rocks towards the waterfall. Eddie followed. The rocks were covered in a thick layer of moss and the spray from the fall made it difficult to see. At one point Eddie slipped and fell awkwardly to his knees, slamming his ankle bone on the adjacent rock. The pain pierced him.

But he picked himself up and hurried to catch up to DT, who was waiting for him.

They stepped behind the wall of water.

There was a narrow ledge of rock they could walk along if they kept their backs to the waterfall.

DT went first. He sidestepped carefully, inching his way closer and closer to the water.

Eddie followed beside him.

He focused on his senses.

Listen to the water. Feel the spray on your skin. Don’t think about the rocks below.

Eddie could see to his right that there was an opening in the rock at the centre of the waterfall.

Maybe it opened into a small cave?

But where was Rusty?

Eddie and DT were only a few steps away from getting off the ledge when they heard an EAR-PIERCING SCREAM.

Eddie knew that scream. He’d heard it once before when there had been a huntsman in their Year Four classroom.

It was Rusty.
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BAT ALERT!

Eddie moved faster than he’d ever moved before.

He forgot all about his fear of heights and the high probability of slipping on the rocks. He forgot about his sore ankle and the darkness ahead.

He burst into the gloom of the dark cavern behind the waterfall.

Rusty needed him.

‘RUSTY?’ Eddie called. He could just make out her silhouette in front of him but beyond that there was only blackness.

‘EDDDIIIEEE!!!!!!!’ Rusty’s voice echoed back at Eddie.

The din from the waterfall was louder in here. It was so loud that Eddie didn’t hear the flapping of hundreds of tiny wings until they were nearly upon him. All he saw was Rusty suddenly double over, waving her arms frantically in the air, while DT dropped instantly in front of him to lie flat on the ground.

Then, a mass of dark beating-winged creatures flew straight for him.

BATS!

Eddie cried out, covering his face in his hands. The bats’ sonar registered just in time and they darted on either side of Eddie’s face.

He could feel the brush of their wings as they passed him.
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A great flock of bats.

It was over as quickly as it had begun.

Eddie peeked through his fingers. There were only two or three slower bats still making their way through the wall of water and out of the cave.

Eddie grabbed his torch out of his pack. It was powerful and the high beam illuminated the small cave. Eddie saw Rusty up ahead. She was crouched low on the ground, her head between her knees.

Eddie crouched down next to her and put his hand on her shoulder. ‘You can stop screaming now.’

Rusty didn’t move. ‘Have they gone? Really and truly?’ She was shaking.

Eddie looked around the cave using the torchlight. ‘It’s okay. It’s over.’

Rusty sat up and shuddered. ‘All those wings and all that flapping. It was horrid.’

Eddie smiled. Just a little. It was so weird to be comforting Rusty. It was usually the other way around.

‘They weren’t just bats,’ said DT. ‘They were microbats. I used to be obsessed with them when I was little. They’re pretty cute.’

Rusty rolled her eyes. ‘They didn’t look so cute coming at me at a million kilometres per second.’

‘You just have to get to know them,’ said DT.

As DT and Rusty debated microbats as pets, Eddie walked towards the back wall of the cave. It was pitch black here. All he could see was a wall of rock. And yet …

Was he imagining it, or could he feel a cool breeze? The air in the cave should have smelt stale behind the wall of water.

‘Guys?’

Eddie knelt down and felt a draught coming from behind the rock wall. He felt
            behind a rock for a gap. He was right. There was one.

Eddie stood up. ‘We need to move this rock.’

By the time they had moved the rock, the hole in the cave wall was big enough for them to crawl through. Eddie went first, then DT. Rusty wouldn’t budge until they gave the all-clear there were no microbats ahead.
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‘Hurry up, Rusty!’ DT said. ‘There’s treasure ahead!’

Rusty appeared, slowly, ready to duck at the slightest movement.

‘Here, take one each,’ Eddie said, passing out the torches.

It felt far less creepy being in the enclosed musty and airless space with light to guide them. Eddie didn’t want to move too far from the gap in the cave. Someone could easily roll that rock back into place and they’d be trapped here.

He checked his phone. No reception.

‘Okay, let’s get this done as quickly as possible,’ he said trying to sound more confident than he felt.

They walked slowly and carefully down a narrow tunnel, which soon opened out to a large cave.

‘Look!’ said Eddie, ‘there’s something there.’

At the centre of the cave there was an old miner’s cart. It was wooden, about the size of a big pram, and perched on four metal wheels.

But what was a cart doing inside a waterfall? Eddie felt a flutter of excitement. Was this it? The next clue?

They approached the cart, their torches creating one bright beam of light. They peered in.

It was filled with lumps of coal.

They all groaned with disappointment.

‘Coal, not gold,’ said DT.

Eddie picked one up and felt the weight of it in his hand.

‘Well, we gave it our best shot,’ he said tossing the coal into the air and catching it. ‘Maybe it was just some wild goose chase and HJ is laughing at us.’

‘Or someone beat us to it years ago,’ said Rusty.

‘Or it’s something else,’ said DT, shining his torch into the cart. ‘LOOK!’

Eddie followed the beam of light and saw a bright glint.
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He reached for the lump and wrapped his fingers around it. It was cold to the touch. A piece of rock cut with streaks of gold. He moved a few more coal pieces out of the way. ‘ARCHIMEDES’ BATHTUB!’

Underneath the layers of coal and dust was a thick layer of gold nuggets.

‘HJ’s find from the gold rush!’ gasped Rusty.

DT picked up one of the nuggets. ‘WOW. They’re heavy.’

As Eddie replaced the nugget, he saw a leather satchel hanging from the side of the cart. The years had cracked and hardened it but it still might contain something from HJ.

A note. Another clue?

Eddie opened it. He realised he was more excited about a note from HJ than he was about the gold.

Inside the satchel was a rolled-up piece of paper tied with a ribbon. It was so old Eddie feared it would crumble in his hands. He untied the ribbon with shaky fingers and unrolled the paper gently.

A message was written on it:
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Nobody spoke as they took in Henry’s words. Eddie rolled the scroll back up and replaced it in the satchel.

‘I can’t believe we actually did it,’ said Rusty. ‘WE SOLVED THE TREASURE HUNT.’

‘Microbats and all,’ said DT.

Eddie’s hands were still shaking. Had they really just solved a mystery dating back to 1881? Was this real gold that was found during the gold rush in Ballarat?

‘We’d better let the police know,’ he said to the others in an unsteady voice.

‘I don’t think so, kids,’ said a voice from the darkness. ‘You’re not going anywhere.’
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VERY REAL DANGER

Eddie shone the torch in the direction of the voice.

A man dressed in long shorts and hiking boots was shielding his eyes from the glare of Eddie’s torch.

‘Get that light out of my face!’ he growled.

The man lowered his arm and they saw his face.

‘Mr Baird?’ asked Rusty, her voice sounding fearful.

‘You got it, kid. Full marks for solving the treasure hunt. But I knew you would,’ said Matthew Baird, the caretaker they had met earlier that week.

‘But what are you doing here?’ Eddie asked, although he already knew the answer.

‘That gold belongs to my family,’ said Matthew.
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‘This gold belonged to HJ,’ said DT.

‘My father and great-grandfather were cheated out of that gold.’ Matthew snapped.

‘Henry James wasn’t a cheat,’ said Eddie.

‘How would you know?’ Matthew roared. ‘He died more than a hundred years ago!’

He was shaking with fury.

Eddie assessed their predicament:

• They hadn’t told anyone where they were going.

• They were trapped inside a hidden cave with no mobile reception.

• They were trapped with a man who intended to claim the gold all for himself.

Yep, he thought. There was only one possible conclusion: we’re in very real danger.

‘My great-grandfather worked for Henry James,’ said Matthew, spitting Henry’s name into the dirt. ‘His right-hand man. Cared for him right until he died. And did he leave anything to Frank Baird?’

‘I’m guessing that was a no?’ said DT.

‘Not a single penny.’

‘That’s definitely bad news for us,’ DT muttered.

‘We always knew about the final treasure hunt and his hidden gold,’ said Matthew. ‘We just never managed to solve it. Unlike you, clever clogs. I guess you deserve some credit.’

Eddie thought furiously. Matthew was waving around a shovel as if it was a sixth-century sword. They wouldn’t be able to overpower him but perhaps they could buy themselves some time. They needed to keep him talking.

‘But how did you know we had stumbled on the treasure hunt?’ Eddie asked.

Matthew snorted. ‘That was easy. You were so desperate to get inside the house and snoop around. No kid is that interested in history.’

Eddie looked at Rusty and DT.

Rusty had lost all colour in her face and DT looked scared.

Eddie nudged them and nodded at Matthew. They got the message.

‘My interest in the piano too much?’ said Rusty.

‘I realised as soon as you left. The A key had always been flat but I’d never bothered to get it tuned. STUPID, STUPID, STUPID!’ Matthew slapped himself on his forehead.

‘No, I think you were clever,’ said DT. ‘You figured it all out without the first clue. How did you do that?’

Matthew paused and a slow smile spread across his face.

‘I knew it would have something to do with one of his pet projects. I told the Museum staff to let me know if anyone came in asking about Henry.’

Richard, thought Eddie. He would have unknowingly tipped Matthew off that Eddie and his friends had been asking about Henry and that they were interested in the lighthouse.

‘You followed us to the lighthouse?’ said Eddie.

‘I didn’t even need to go there myself. I’m friendly with Abigail. She loves to talk, especially when you appreciate her baking as much as I do.’

Poor Abigail, thought Eddie. She probably thought Matthew was her friend but he was just using her. Like he was using us.

‘She is a good baker,’ DT agreed. ‘You didn’t bring any of her food with you, did you?’

‘But if you weren’t at the lighthouse,’ said Eddie, ‘who locked us in?’

‘Don’t know and don’t care,’ Matthew grunted. His mood had changed. ‘That’s enough talking.’

Uh oh, thought Eddie.

‘Hurry up and help me load the gold,’ Matthew commanded.

They were about to lift the gold when another figure crawled through the gap.

‘I’m coming,’ said a voice. ‘I was keeping watch like you told me to.’

Eddie knew that voice.

It was Arlo Smythe.
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TIME SLOWS DOWN

‘I said hurry up,’ Matthew repeated, growing more impatient. ‘And don’t get any ideas about doing anything stupid.’

He menaced the shovel towards them.

Arlo unzipped a backpack and began to fill it with gold, one piece at a time.

‘What are you doing here?’ Eddie asked him.

‘You might have found the gold, Eddie Woo, but you don’t know everything,’ Matthew sneered. ‘Arlo’s my son.’

‘Stepson,’ said Arlo, quickly.

Eddie slowly put the pieces together. Arlo had been watching them from the very beginning. ‘Is that why you came to Red Hill Public? To follow us?’

Arlo nodded. ‘At first, I was looking for any clues Henry James might have left behind. But once you were on the case, I followed you instead. Not really such a Super Sleuth, are you?’

‘I recommended to your principal that she should get the clock serviced. Then, it really did become a matter of time!’ said Matthew, laughing at his own joke. ‘You lot did all the legwork and I swooped in to claim my prize.’

‘Our prize!’ DT snapped. ‘We did all the hard work.’

‘I tried to warn you,’ Arlo whispered to them.

‘You wrote the note?’ said DT.

Arlo nodded.

‘YOU locked us in the lighthouse,’ said Rusty.

Arlo nodded again.

Arlo suddenly made sense to Eddie. He had assumed someone wanted them to stop the treasure hunt because they wanted the treasure for themselves. But Arlo had wanted them to stop so that his stepfather didn’t get what he wanted.

Arlo had been trying to help them all along.

‘I don’t know what he’ll do,’ Arlo whispered, glancing at Matthew. ‘Gold. Gold. Gold. It’s all he talks about.’

He’s scared of Matthew, thought Eddie.

Arlo zipped up the backpack and dropped it at Matthew’s feet. He began to fill another.
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‘Faster, faster,’ said Matthew.

A look of understanding passed between Arlo and Eddie.

Think, Eddie!

Rusty and DT were waiting for Eddie to give them a signal. Both were now leaning against the cart and Eddie noticed it shift slightly under their weight.

The cart was on wheels!

Eddie had an idea. But he needed to be sure. He pretended to drop his torch. Then he bent down to pick it up and looked under the base of the cart. Sure enough, it was on tracks.

Eddie remembered the conversation between the two elderly men at the museum. One of them had been sure there were old miners’ tunnels under the city. Perhaps the tunnels led all the way out to the wharf where the coal would have been unloaded?

It was a daring plan, but maybe a daring plan was just what they needed.

Eddie pointed to the cart. Then, he moved his hands in a circle.

DT and Rusty nodded.

Arlo looked at Eddie and then at the cart. Eddie could see him realise what they were going to do. He smiled and nodded.

Eddie knew they’d need a lot of force to get started but once they were going downhill, gravity would take care of the rest.

But first, they needed to distract Matthew.

‘You know,’ said Eddie, ‘gravity is one of my favourite topics. In his theory of general relativity, Albert Einstein said that the reason gravity pulls you towards the ground is that all objects with mass actually BEND andCURVE the fabric of the universe, called spacetime. It’s the curvature caused by the Earth’s enormous mass that we feel as gravity.’

‘What are you going on about?’ said Matthew, who had turned around to glare at Eddie.

Eddie ignored him. He could see the others very slowly shifting into position.

‘Spacetime is exactly what it sounds like,’ Eddie continued, ‘the three dimensions of space that we know as length, width and height, combined with the fourth dimension – time. Using some VERY BRILLIANT MATHS, Einstein was the first person to realise that the laws of physics explain a universe where space and time are merged together.’

‘I don’t see what a lesson in gravity has to do with me being rich,’ said Matthew.

‘It means,’ said Eddie with an edge to his voice, ‘that space and time are connected. If you move very fast through space, then time slows down for you.’

Matthew was getting bored. ‘Move, Arlo,’ he barked. ‘It’s time to go.’

‘It’s time all right!’ cried Eddie.

‘NOW!’
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MAKING HISTORY

Everything happened at once.

Arlo swung around on the spot and ran back towards the others, still carrying his backpack.

DT, Eddie and Rusty threw their weight into shifting the cart.

Eddie had no way of knowing if time did slow down but, suddenly, they were all moving very quickly through space.

‘GRRRRRR!’ Eddie pushed as hard as he could. His legs and arms burned as he tried to shift what felt as immovable as a building. The cart shifted forwards with a jerk and began to move. They kept pushing and when Arlo reached them, the force of his weight was all the cart needed to pick up speed.

‘JUMP,’ Eddie called to Arlo, who was struggling to keep up while carrying the heavy pack.

‘You too, Eddie!’ shouted DT.

Eddie jumped on with Arlo and looked back.

Matthew had finally realised what was going on and was running after them. If they didn’t pick up speed, he’d catch up. He was still carrying his shovel and his face was purple with fury.

Eddie gulped. He could see the whites of Matthew’s eyes as he got closer and closer. But then he felt a shift in the cart. They were no longer on the flat but heading downhill. The cart picked up speed and DT and Rusty were straining to keep up. Arlo and Eddie helped pull them in.
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‘That was close,’ gasped DT. Eddie could no longer see or hear Matthew. He closed his eyes tightly and hung on as the cart hurtled down dark tunnels, jerking this way and that.

In the dark there was no warning about changes in direction and the kids found themselves slamming into the sides of the cart, or each other.

Their screams and cries pierced the air.

‘OUCH. ARRGHH. EEEEEEKKKKK!’

The cart shuddered and shook and rattled and sighed. Eddie imagined the bolts of the cart straining, weighed down by their combined mass.

After what felt like forever, the cart finally slowed as the ground flattened and gravity released its hold. Eddie took a deep breath and opened his eyes.

Bright daylight flooded the entrance to the tunnel. The smell of the sea filled their nostrils. Eddie looked at the others. They were all pink cheeked, flushed with fear and adrenaline.

They’d done it.

On shaky limbs they walked together out into the sunshine.

‘Matthew got away with all that gold,’ said Rusty.

Arlo shook his head. ‘Matthew didn’t get away with anything. I filled his pack with coal.’

They looked down and realised they’d been sitting on top of the gold nuggets the whole time.

‘Arlo, you’re a GENIUS!’ DT exclaimed.

‘Yeah, maybe,’ said Arlo.

DT laughed and squeezed him on the shoulder.

‘Quick thinking!’ said Eddie.

Arlo smiled.

‘Do you think you’ll stay at Red Hill Public?’ Eddie asked.

‘My other dad lives not far from here, so yeah, I think I’ll stay.’

‘I’ve got the police on the phone, Eddie,’ said Rusty. She held out her mobile. ‘They want to talk to you.’
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It was difficult to hear Mr Jasper over the construction noise, but Eddie didn’t mind. It meant that soon the renovation to the school hall would be complete and they’d get their own classroom. Although, Eddie had grown used to the cramped library. Having Arlo Smythe next to him was okay. They’d become friends since having the cart ride of their lives.
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HJ’s gold was in good hands too. It was going to be used to restore historical buildings and landmarks in the town.

The Lord Mayor was holding a small ceremony this weekend to unveil a gold plaque in honour of the Super Sleuths. They had been allowed to choose where the plaque would be laid, and they had unanimously chosen the rocky ledge beside the waterfall in Red Hill National Park.

The plaque read:
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Eddie loved that he and his best friends now had their own little place in history, alongside HJ.

The three friends had had enough mystery solving for the time being.

Hadn’t they?
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