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~~~~Chapter One~~~~

Camp Plans

The morning sun was bright
in Krystal’s eyes. She squinted into the
distance, brushing a strand of golden hair
from her face and pushing it under her brimmed school hat. She held her hat in place, mainly to keep
all her hair off her face.

She could see a small person
waiting at the corner of the street. She
knew it was Tracey, her best friend. As
Krystal came closer, she waved to her.
Krystal took her hand off her hat and waved in return.
Krystal admired her neat little friend. Tracey
looked really good in her royal
blue-chequered uniform with a
oyal blue jacket and blue brimmed hat. Tracey’s
shiny, short dark hair was tucked under her
hat.

“Hi.” Tracey smiled as Krystal
approached.

Krystal’s face was pink from
her brisk walk. Her bright blue eyes
sparkled and her face broke into a large grin.

“Hi,” Krystal replied,
slowing down her fast walking pace. Tracey
joined Krystal, and the two walked quietly together for a few moments.

“Got any ideas for the
camp?” Tracey turned her head to ask her
friend.

“Sure have!” Krystal replied, grinning from
ear to ear. “...about four pages!”

“Wow!” Tracey stopped in her
tracks.Krystal's eyes twinkled. “What about
you?”

“I’ve written down a few,
definitely not four pages! Mrs. Goldsworthy
will be happy,” Tracey commented as the
girls continued walking and talking.

“I just hope she likes my
ideas. Gosh, I can’t wait to go to Mount
Tamborine. I’ll never forget last year! Do you
remember...?”

Krystal’s excited voice was
stopped by a strange ‘whee’ noise coming
close to the girls.

Krystal and Tracey jumped in fright.

Tracey stopped again, her
hand over her heart. “I nearly had a heart attack. It’s that
brother of mine. Matthew, I’ll tell Dad,”
Tracey yelled at the two disappearing bikes
and their riders.

“You too, Kevin,” Krystal
shouted at her younger brother.

The two girls watched as the
boys disappeared into the distance, their
stack hats glinting in the sun.

“Brothers...,” Tracey sighed heavily.

“Yeah, they have so much
fun.” Krystal’s voice had a wistful tone.
“Oh, I wish the camp would hurry up. I just can’t wait, Tracey. Only two more months to go, then
it’s Mount Tamborine and fun, fun,
fun!”

~~~~Chapter Two ~~~~

Dark Clouds

It
seemed like minutes before the two girls were leaving
the school grounds and waving goodbye to their
friends.

Krystal held the brim of her
hat as they walked along. Her face was
flushed from the day's activities, and several strands of golden hair had fallen out of place.
She glanced at her friend. “I don’t think
Mrs. Goldsworthy liked some of my ideas!”
Krystal voice was sad.

“About the camp?” questioned Tracey.

“Yeah, she had a ‘no way’ look on her face
when she read my sheets.” Krystal kicked a stone.

“I’m not surprised. I nearly
died when she read yours out: sausage
throwing, rotten egg- rolling, tree climbing in pillowcases....” Tracey was grinning widely.

“Well, it's fun to do
something different sometimes.” Krystal
could not help smiling, directing her gaze to a nice tall mango tree. “I love climbing.” She stared at
the top of the mango tree. “I think I'll be
a mountain climber when I grow
up!”

A drop of rain landed on her
nose. “Hey, looks like a storm's coming. I
just felt a drip.” Another drop landed on
her hat. “Let’s run home,” said Krystal, pushing the
straps of her bag higher on her shoulders and
taking off in a fast run. After a few
moments she looked back. Tracey was quite a
way behind. “C’me on, slow coach, she called out. The rain became
heavier as Krystal placed her bag near her feet and stood next to
the tree for a few moments, watching the black cloud move slowly
over them, and the rain getting heavier. “Yuk, I’m getting wet,” Krystal moaned, as a large
drop of water landed on her nose. She moved right
up against the tree trunk. A few more drops
landed on her. “My hat’ll get wrecked. I’m
going up on the verandah; it’s dry there.”
She picked up her school bag and ran up the
rickety wooden front steps, leaping two at a time. In a few moments she was in a dry patch near
the front door of the old
building.

“This is good Trace. C’me
on. It’s really dry,” she yelled at Tracey,
who was still standing under the ‘ghost’ gum tree.

“Okay.” Tracey brushed a
large droplet off her jacket. She picked up
her school bag in one hand, and holding her
hat with the other hand, dashed to the steps. She
paused for a moment and then carefully walked up
the wet steps.

“You must have the whole
library in here,” Krystal murmured as she
took Tracey's bag and placed it in a dry spot.

Tracey stood next to Krystal, slightly out of
breath. Each girl took one side of the double door to lean
against.

“It might stop soon,” said
Tracey wistfully, looking at the black
clouds overhead.

“Maybe.” Krystal pressed
against her side of the door. Suddenly she
almost fell backwards

as the door
moved
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~~~~Chapter Three~~~~

A Ghostly Idea

“It’s unlocked.” Krystal
pushed the door a bit further. It creaked
as it moved. She peered inside the opening, then
stepped cautiously inside the building. “It’s nice
and dry in here.” Krystal crept through the
hallway of the house.

Tracey sniffed as she stood
in the doorway, peering in. “Looks dark and
spooky, and it smells.”

“It’s okay. May as well look
around while we’re waiting for the rain to
stop,” said Krystal, venturing further into
the entrance of the house.

This was exciting! The
children had always been a bit frightened
to visit this house since the owner mysteriously disappeared and the place was left
abandoned. Now that they were actually inside,
Krystal did not want to waste the
opportunity of checking the place
out.

The light from the opened
front door showed that there were several
doorways off the hallway. There was an opening to the right and a closed door on her left.

“Right or left?” Krystal
chose the closed door. “Left,” she said
aloud, answering herself and turning the knob of
the door. To her surprise, it opened!

Krystal stared into the
room, her eyes adjusting to the poor
lighting. The windows were boarded up, with only a
small crack of light filtering in. The room had
timbered walls on the lower half There was
a timber ledge about as high as Krystal's
forehead going right around the room. The
wall above the ledge was painted a dull grey.

The ceiling had some fancy
work around the ledges that made it look
even higher than it was. Krystal reckoned the ceiling to be about three metres high. There was a
hole in the middle of the ceiling where some sort
of light used to hang.

On the far side there was an
enormous brick fireplace, with the bricks
going right up to the ceiling. The fireplace was as wide as Krystal's extended arms.
Krystal could just imagine some beautiful
lady in a long dress, checking the ledges
for dust and then sitting down in front of a nice log
fire.

“Trace, it’s really cool.
Come and have a look. Bring my bag in
please. I don’t want it to get saturated on the verandah.” Krystal turned her head towards the front
door. She felt a thrill as she walked carefully
around the room, checking the creaking
floorboards.

In a few minutes Tracey’s
shy figure stood in the doorway, with the
two bags near her feet. “We might get into trouble for coming in
here,” she whispered.

“We’re just lookin’. Don’t worry, it’s
okay.”

Krystal’s
tone was firm. Krystal
moved around the room. “Isn’t this magic? Hey, why don’t we pretend to be spooks. We could get
some

old sheets and frighten anyone who comes in
here.” She waltzed around the room as she spoke.

“But nobody comes here.” Tracey felt a shiver
run down her spine.

“Well, we could peep out the
windows at bad kids passing by and make
spooky noises. Hey, that would give them a fright,” Krystal
giggled.

“Maybe we could scare
Matthew and Kevin. They frightened us this
morning.” Tracey began to feel slightly excited about the idea.

“That’d be cool. I think we
should check the rest of the place out.”
Krystal headed through the door into the hallway and into the open doorway on the right of the
entrance. She ‘floated’ around the room.
“Woo,” Krystal called out. Her voice
echoed.

“It sounds eerie,” Tracey quivered.

This room also had a wooden
lower wall with a ledge and a painted
section above the ledge. The paint was peeling in many places. The ceiling
was high and there was, again, a

hole in the
middle of the ceiling where a light was
missing. The windows were broken and
boarded up, except for one small
glass-louvered window at the left side of the room. The glass was so dusty the light hardly broke
through. At the back of
the room there was a deep ledge, and on top
of the ledge one remaining ‘cupboard’ that looked
like part of the wall. It was painted a drab grey
colour like the rest of the
wall.

“This would make a great
hiding place for us spooks.” Krystal gazed at the high cupboard. “I
wonder if we can open it? She leaped up on
the ledge and reached for the handle of the door on one side.
“Waw,” she uttered as the
door swung open in her hand and she almost lost
her balance on the ledge. She pulled the
door right open on its hinges. It creaked a
little.

“This is terrific. It’s
really big inside.” Krystal peeped into the
cupboard. “Wish we had a torch though, it’s pretty dark.” She began
to crawl around the opened door and went
right inside, checking everything with her hands.
“Ouch! Watch out for splinters.

They forgot to paint
in here.” She sucked her finger to try and
remove a small piece of wood.

“Maybe we could bring old
sheets and leave them here. Look, I can
stand up. It’s great, ’cept for the splinters!”

“Krystal, someone’s coming,”
said Tracey, with panic in her
voice. [image: tmp_f995bbf051ab8e1be0dad0111770e61c_JoH5uB_html_m319eba72.jpg]

~~~Chapter four~~~~

Boy talk

“Don’t be silly, nobody
lives....” Krystal stopped speaking and
listened. Yes, she could hear voices getting closer; someone was coming!

Tracey grabbed both bags,
dragging them to the cupboard.

“You're right! Quick, come
in here.” Krystal held her hand out to take
the bags.

Tracey scrambled up. She
just had her knee on the edge of the
cupboard when the footsteps could be heard on the
verandah. She gasped and stiffened.

“Hurry,” Krystal urged,
yanking Tracey inside the cupboard. She
quickly stretched to reach the open door and had almost drawn it shut when footsteps could be
heard inside the entrance of the house. Krystal
gently released her fingertips from the
centre of the doors, and both girls kept
very still in the darkness.

They could hear each other
breathing. Tracey thought she could hear her own heartbeat. She
felt almost faint. She hugged her knees as
she crouched on the floor of the cupboard. Krystal stood as still as a
statue. She noticed a small crack in the woodwork of the door, and
placed her eye near the crack, remembering
not to lean on the door in case it opened.
Her eye took a few moments to focus. She could just make out two
boyish looking figures disappearing into
the room with the fireplace. The footsteps
became louder and were coming towards the room they were hiding in! Krystal could feel herself
tense up. She could hear Tracey gasp.

“Pray,” Krystal whispered to
her frightened friend. She was determined
not be scared by a few humans. Two figures
stomped into the room. They sure don't try to be
quiet, Krystal thought. She watched, then almost
gasped out loud. They were Nathan and Davo
from their school. For a moment she almost
opened the door of the cupboard and yelled
out ‘boo’, but decided to wait and see what they were up to.

The boys were reading
something. They plonked down on the floor
and waited for a few minutes. They seemed
distracted by noises outside the building. Krystal
realized someone else was coming! Before she
could blink, two young men came into the
room. One was tall and thin, the other a
bit shorter and had a stocky build. She did not recognise them. There was silence for a moment.

“Up!” The thin young man
directed his instruction to Nathan and
Davo, who quickly rose to their feet.

“Yes, Sir Chevy,” Krystal
could hear them say as they made a sort of
salute to ‘Chevy’. They stayed standing while he spoke.

Krystal strained her ears,
but all she could catch were a few words
here and there. After a few minutes, ‘Chevy’ dismissed the group with a salute. Nathan and Davo were
heading for the door when he yelled out,
"Get back here Toy and Maz. Show your respect to Merc and me, now!"

Well, at least they heard
that part of the conversation, Krystal
thought. She watched as Nathan and Davo
returned to the centre of the room and saluted Merc and Chevy. The two younger boys were then
allowed to go. Merc and Chevy headed for the room
with the fireplace and they could only hear
muffled noises. After a few minutes the
front door creaked as they left.

“Are they gone?” Tracey
whispered, staring up at Krystal.

“Yeah, I think so. Just wait
a minute to make sure.” Her eye was still
on the small crack in the door.

~~~~Chapter Five~~~~

Home
Safe

All seemed completely quiet,
so Krystal took her eye away from the crack
and sat down beside Tracey.

"Man, that Chevy sounds like
an army general or somethin'." She looked
at her friend. Even in the darkness of the
cupboard her face looked white. "You really
look like a spook. You okay Trace?" Krystal asked, feeling concern for her friend.

"I'm fine. I was just a bit
scared, that's all, but I asked the Lord to
help me and I felt better. At least I didn't faint. Who were they? I thought some of the voices
sounded like I knew them," Tracey
questioned.

"You do. They were Nathan
and Davo from school. I nearly called out
to them. It's stuffy in here..." Krystal kicked the cupboard door open with her foot. "That's
better!" she exclaimed breathing
deeply.

"So, what did they do?"
Tracey felt revived with the door
open.

"They were reading
something; then they sat on the floor. I
heard noises and two other guys came in. Nathan and Davo saluted them. One was called Chevy and the
other Merc. Nathan and Davo had funny names
too," Krystal continued.

"I heard that: Toy and Maz!"
Tracey concluded Krystal's speech. "But
what did they do?" she questioned.

Nothin' really, just talked.
Then Nathan and Davo left, and the other
two left after that. Oh, yes, they went into the fireplace room before they left, that's all,"
Krystal concluded.

"Weird, eh?" Tracey's face looked
bewildered.

"Sure is. I wonder what
those boys were reading when they came in?"
Krystal said her thoughts aloud.

"They probably borrowed
library books," Tracey suggested.

"No. I couldn't even see
what they were reading it was so small,
definitely not library books. Well, we'd better get home before Mum sends a search party for me. The
rain might be stopped now." Krystal rose to her
feet, remembering why they came into the
old house.

"Yeah, I'm getting stiff
sitting here," said Tracey, standing
up.

Krystal jumped out of the cupboard.

Tracey handed her the bags
one at a time, then climbed down. She
didn't feel up to jumping right now; her legs felt a bit wobbly. She brushed her skirt.

Krystal walked around the
room. "We were having so much fun. They
spoilt it."

"Hey, we should have
pretended to be spooks." Tracey grinned
impishly.

"That's exactly what I was
thinking. But we didn't have bed sheets.
Next time, why don't we do it?" Krystal
urged.

"Yeah, that would be fun.
What's that?" Tracey pointed to Krystal's
foot.

Krystal looked down. "What?"

"This piece of paper under your foot," said
Tracey, bending down towards the spot.

Krystal lifted her foot.

Tracey peered at the little
piece of grubby paper. "It's got something
written on it. Let's read it outside; it's too dark in
here."

"Let's go then." Krystal put
her school bag on her shoulders and headed
for the front door.

Tracey picked up her heavy
bag with a groan and followed behind
Krystal.

"It's bright out here."
Krystal was the first to go outside. The
sun was shining again and the sky was clear. Everything looked 'washed' and clean.

"Maybe it was just dark in
there." Tracey blinked in the strong
sunlight.

"Let's see that note."
Krystal looked over Tracey's shoulder at
the slip.

"Awful writing. Something about cars. What do
you reckon?" Tracey handed the piece of paper to Krystal.

"Nathan and Davo were
reading something small. It was probably this. I think we should
keep it." Krystal folded the note and
pushed it into her pocket.

As they walked together, the
two girls were deep in thought. Krystal and
Tracey wondered about the boys' names and
the little note.

After a couple of minutes Krystal stopped.
"Trace, their names are car names, Chevy, Merc, Maz, Toy!" she
exclaimed. "Like, Maz for Mazda, Toy for Toyota."

"Struth, I think you're
right, Krysty. See, I called you Krysty
instead of Krystal." Tracey halted. "And I was wondering about the messy writing, all different sizes.
Maybe there's a message. I've read in books
where people leave coded messages." Tracey
couldn't help feeling excited about the
whole matter, even though she had never been so scared in her life.
"Where's that note?"

Krystal searched in her
pocket. "Here it is!" She took out the
crumpled piece of paper and tried to straighten it.
"You're right about the letters. Some of them
are different, they're capitals, and the
others are small. That is strange," said
Krystal, as they stopped near their parting
corner.

They both wanted to know the
answer to the puzzle. "Why don't you come to my place and we'll try
to work it out?" Krystal
suggested.

Tracey stared at her
wristwatch. "Oh no, it's after half past four. I'd better get home.
I'll try to come over a bit later, after I
see Mum, and change out of my school things," said Tracey, glancing at her watch again.

"That'll be cool. See you
later then?" Krystal carefully folded the
little piece of paper and pushed it deep into the
corner of her pocket. She didn't want to lose
it.

Krystal walked around to the
back of the house. "Hi Mum," she called
through the security screened door. Krystal's Mum came hurrying from the family room.

"Krystal, there you are. I
was starting to get a bit worried about
you. I was just about to ring the Roberts to see if you were with Tracey. I knew her Mum might be
asleep so I waited bit longer. Did you get caught
in the rain or what?" Mrs. Cormack unlocked
the security door.

"No, I'm dry's a bone,"
Krystal replied, giving her Mum a hug.
"Tracey and I found shelter and waited for the storm to finish."

"Good. You're a sensible
girl. Kevin came home absolutely saturated.
He just rode through the storm. I made him
change his wet things straight away. I wish I'd had the car today, then I could've come to pick you up.
Never mind, you're safe and dry, that's the main
thing. I made some biscuits. There's some
on the table and in the biscuit tin on the
bench." Mrs Cormack fussed over her eldest
child like a mother-hen, delighted to have her return."I think I'll make a hot chocolate drink for you
kids anyway. I just don't want you coming down
with a cold." She opened the pantry
cupboard.

"I'll just go and change out
of my school things, then I'll have a drink
and some of your beaut biscuits. By the way
Mum, is it okay if Tracey comes over a bit later?"
Krystal asked.

"Sure, that's fine, as long
as you get your homework done."

"We will. Thanks Mum."
Krystal headed for her room towards the
front of the house.

"Phew," said Krystal,
flinging her school bag onto her bed. She
was glad her mum didn't ask too many questions. She would have liked to share the afternoon's
events with her beloved mum, but had a niggling feeling
that her mother would not approve of her and
Tracey going into that deserted house, even
for shelter.

When she had changed into a
tee shirt and shorts, she was careful to
remove the little piece of paper from her pocket. She stared at it for a moment.

Just then her mum called
from the kitchen that drinks were ready.
Krystal quickly pushed the note under her pillow. She decided to wait until Tracey came over
before she studied it again.

~~~~Chapter Six~~~~

The Secret

The smell of hot chocolate
and freshly baked biscuits bounced at
Krystal's nose as she came into the kitchen area. Krystal suddenly felt hungry.

Kevin was sitting at the
table chatting to his small sister,
Kathy.

"Hi." Krystal pulled out a
chair and sat down next to Kathy.

"Bikkies." Kathy offered a half eaten biscuit
to Krystal. The other half was spread across her face.

"Thanks Kath." Krystal took
the soggy biscuit and tried not to look
disgusted.

Kathy reached for another biscuit but was
halted by Mum.

"I think you've had enough
for now Kathy. We had better leave some for
Daddy too!" Mrs. Cormack lifted Kathy from
the table and took her to the bathroom to wash her face and hands. Kathy tried to wriggle out of
her mother's arms but Mrs. Cormack held on
tightly.

"How come you took so long
to get home?" Kevin asked through gulps of
warm chocolate.

"It rained." Krystal looked
at the soggy piece of biscuit in her
fingers. "Patchy, Patchy, here puss puss," she called out softly. A fluffy, orange, black and white
tortoiseshell cat came out of the family room,
looked around, then stretched. "Here Patchy." Krystal held
thebiscuit towards the cat. Patches came
immediately and sniffed the morsel; gently
it took the piece in its teeth, shook it
and put it on the floor.

"Hey, don't make a mess,
puss," Krystal told the cat as the biscuit
was scattered into tiny pieces on the floor. Patches looked up
expecting another biscuit.

"That's all!" Krystal
ignored the cat's pleading eyes. Patches
sat and waited a moment.

Krystal pointed to the crumbs.

The cat sniffed the crumbs,
then padded off to the family room, her
tail held high. She sat on a little door mat and started licking herself.

Just then the noise of
someone coming interrupted Krystal and
Kevin's afternoon snack.

"Hi. It's me," said a voice.
It was Tracey. Her friendly face peered
through the screened back door. She was wearing a bright pink tracksuit.

"Hi," said Krystal and Kevin together.

"You were quick. C'me on in.
Have a biscuit." Krystal unlocked the
screen door.

"I hurried. Did you find
out...?" Tracey's sentence was interrupted
by a plate of biscuits pushed near her nose.

"Have a biscuit Tracey, please," Krystal
pleaded.

Tracey was about to refuse
but felt that Krystal's expression told her she really wanted her
to have a biscuit, so she took
one.

"Ta," she mumbled as she bit
into a crisp chocolate biscuit.biscuit towards the cat.
Patches came immediately and sniffed the
morsel; gently it took the piece in its teeth, shook it and put it on the floor.

"Hey, don't make a mess,
puss," Krystal told the cat as the biscuit
was scattered into tiny pieces on the floor. Patches looked up
expecting another biscuit.

"That's all!" Krystal
ignored the cat's pleading eyes. Patches
sat and waited a moment.

Krystal pointed to the crumbs.

The cat sniffed the crumbs,
then padded off to the family room, her
tail held high. She sat on a little door mat and started licking herself

Just then the noise of
someone coming interrupted Krystal and
Kevin's afternoon snack.

"Hi. It's me," said a voice.
It was Tracey. Her friendly face peered
through the screened back door. She was wearing a bright pink tracksuit.

"Hi," said Krystal and Kevin together.

"You were quick. C'me on in.
Have a biscuit." Krystal unlocked the
screen door.

"I hurried. Did you find
out...?" Tracey's sentence was interrupted
by a plate of biscuits pushed near her nose.

"Have a biscuit Tracey, please," Krystal
pleaded.

Tracey was about to refuse
but felt that Krystal's expression told her she really wanted her
to have a biscuit, so she took
one.

"Ta," she mumbled as she bit
into a crisp chocolate biscuit.

"Good, aren't they?" said Krystal, putting
the plate

back on the table in front
of Kevin, taking her cup and heading for
her bedroom.

"Excuse us. Got things to
do." Krystal indicated to Tracey to follow.
"Let's go." She hurried towards her room.

Kevin stared at his sister.
"You're not allowed to bring drinks into
your room. Remember you spilt all that chocolate over the floor? Mum said!"

Krystal stopped a few metres
from the table and stood, drinking her mug
of chocolate. She then stormed past her brother and placed he

pty cup on the sink. She
strode off to her room. "Thanks for
reminding me, dear Brother."

"That's okay." Kevin grinning widely.

The two girls went into
Krystal's bedroom and closed the door. They
sat on Krystal's bed.

"The note's here." Krystal
reached under her pillow and rescued the
little white slip. "I nearly died when you started to ask about it," Krystal continued, scolding
her friend. "We don't know what this means
yet, if it means anything, so don't say
anything to anyone. Keep it secret for
now. I hope you
haven't told anyone, have you?"

"No. Mum was still sleeping.
Nobody asked where I'd been, actually. Matthew did ask me where I was heading,
so I told him. I
left a note for Mum," she
added."That's good." Krystal stared at the
note again. Both girls read it
together."The capitals and small letters seem all mixed up."
Tracey was interrupted by a knock on the bedroom
door.
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~~~~Chapter Seven~~~~

Invasion

"Quick, hold the door,"
Krystal whispered to Tracey. Tracey jumped
off the bed and held the knob of the door, holding the door closed with her body weight. Krystal
quickly pushed the note under her pillow and
grabbed her school bag. She undid the
straps and pulled out some books, which she
threw around the bed to make the scene look
'busy'. "Who is it?"

"Me," said a voice from the other side of the
door.

"Go away Kevin; you're not
allowed in," Krystal responded.

"Help...Krystal." Tracey's
face was going pink. "I can't hold the
door..."

"Let us in. What are you up
to? C'me on. I'll tell Mum." Kevin pushed
the door.

"Let it go Trace," whispered
Krystal. Tracey stepped back from the door.
It immediately flew open and Kevin and Matthew came tumbling into
the room.

The two girls stared and
giggled at the two boys sprawled on the
floor.

"No wonder you couldn't hold
the door Trace; there were two of them.
Well, you're in, now what?" Krystal placed
her arms on her hips.

"I just thought you two were
doing something, I dunno, sneaky," Kevin
mumbled, still on his hands and knees on the
floor."You are rude, pushing the door in
like that. I should tell Mum on you," said
Krystal sternly.

"Well, we just thought you
might be planning something to do to us -
revenge!" said Matthew, sitting on the
bed.

"Well, it would serve you
right." Krystal stared at the boys.

"Yes! You were mean to us
this morning, scaring us like that." Tracey
stood next to Krystal.

"We were just having fun.
You looked funny jumping, Tracey." Matthew
laughed. "We're sorry, aren't we Kevin?"

"Sort of." Kevin was
smirking. "Still, I think you're up to
somethin'. Why can't you tell us?"

"There's nothing to tell,
Smartie." Krystal glared at her brother.

"Why did you stop Tracey
saying somethin' in the kitchen then?"
Kevin asked.

"That's a secret...nothing
to do with you at all." Krystal glanced at
Tracey.

"It's probably somethin'
dumb. Who cares. Let's go Key." Matthew
rose to leave.

"It is not something
dumb.It's very interesting

actually...please, can we
tell them Krystal?" Tracey pleaded.

Krystal shrugged her shoulders.

“Suppose we may's
well. They'd probably find out anyway. But you
have to be able to keep a
secret."

"We sure can," said Matthew,
doing an about turn and bouncing on the
bed.

"Watch my books, please!"
Krystal rescued her scattered
books.

"Woops, sorry!" Matthew stopped bouncing.

"That's okay," replied
Krystal. "Trace, can you please close the
door."

Tracey dashed to close the door, peering
outside as she did so.

Krystal moved towards her
pillow. "We found this." She pulled the
little piece of paper from under her pillow and handed it to Kevin.

He took the piece of paper.
Matthew moved close to Kevin and both boys
read the note

"Is this all. It's just a
car sales ad." Kevin looked puzzled.

"Yeah, looks great to me,
vruum, vruum." Matthew made car
noises.

"Well, we don't think it's a
car sales ad. There's a secret message in
it," said Tracey.

"We think there is anyway."
Krystal supported her friend.

Kevin and Matthew stared at
the little note again. "Nope, can't see any
secret message, can you Matt?"

Kevin turned the note upside-down, then held
it up to the

light of the window.

"Maybe, what's that strange
looking brown mark with lines?" said
Matthew seriously.

“Where,” Krystal and Tracey clustered around
the note.

"There." Matthew pointed to
a brown curved mark with small lines off
it.

"Oh, that! That's just dirt
from my shoe. That's not a message. That's
not what we mean!" Krystal plucked the note from between Kevin's
fingers.

"I bet you girls made this
up to try and trick us. We've gotta go,
right Matt?" Kevin headed for the door.

"Yeah, a silly message." Matthew yawned.

"How can you say that. You
have no imagination!" Tracey
exclaimed.

"Goodbye then," said
Krystal, striding to the door and pulling
it wide open. "It's too bad that you'll never know
what else we saw at the old Queenslander,"
she announced, feeling annoyed that the
boys didn't believe their exciting
story.

Kevin stood in the doorway.
"Which old Queenslander?"

"The old place on Underwood Road. The one
with rails around it," Tracey explained.

"But nobody lives there.
It's all locked up." Matthew looked
puzzled.

"Well, the door was open and
we went inside from the rain. That's where
the guys met," Tracey blurted.

"Which guys?" Kevin asked sceptically.

"Toy and Maz, and two other
bigger guys," Tracey replied."Called Chevy and Merc,"
Krystal continued.

"Sound like strange names to me." Kevin
turned to leave the doorway.

"Yeah, more like car names."
Matthew made some more car
noises.

"And we know two of the
boys. Toy and Maz are Nathan and Davo,"
Tracey continued.

"From our school?" Kevin
asked, turning back. "Yeah,
I saw them," said
Krystal.

"And what would they be
doing in that old place? I still think you're making this up,
just to get us back. What do you think
Matt?" Kevin looked at Matthew, who just shrugged his shoulders.

They didn't believe the story!

"They'll probably meet at
the house again," Tracey chirped
in.

"Yep, they probably will. Do
you want to come and see for yourself?"
Krystal looked at Kevin. She was determined
to prove their story now.

"Yeah, I'll come," Matthew butted in.

"When exactly?" Kevin asked,
after a moment of silent thought.

"Oh no! We don't know when
they'll be meeting again," said Tracey
limply.

"The note Trace, maybe it's
got a clue about the meeting time?" Krystal
began to unfold the little note again.

"Well, let's try and work it
out then. Anyone got apencil?" Krystal
asked, her eyes glued to the note.

Tracey handed her a pencil,
then stood next to Krystal, looking over
her shoulder.

"To Trace."

The three gathered around Krystal and the
note.

"Great Offer Over next few Days. Wild

OffeRs. Know whaT Others and You wANteD?

aMAZing baRgains. Every day
We hAve gReat Dreams comiNg truE, eXcellenT
Motors, utEs, ETc. FOUR new FabulOUs
motoRs. FOr yoUR benefit, come to us," Krystal read aloud.

Krystal couldn't help feeling excited.

"Look at all the capitals.
There is a sort of message there after all." She
circled all the capitals.

"It is. It is. I knew it. I
knew it!" Tracey exclaimed, reading the
capitals as words. "GOOD WORK TOY AND MAZ
REWARD NEXT MEET FOUR FOUR FOUR. It's a
message. It really is."

"Crazy message," Kevin droned, yawning.

"Coded messages are always
crazy. It's up to us to work it out you
know," said Krystal firmly.

"Sounds like Toy and Maz
have been working hard, so they get a
reward next meeting. But what do the three fours mean?" Tracey translated the message.

"Three fours are twelve," Matthew
concluded.

"Maybe there are twelve cars for sale,"
Kevin

suggested.

"Maybe it's twelve days to
Christmas," said Matthew,laughing.

"You're being silly. I
wonder what sort of work Nathan and Davo
have been doing." Tracey's lips were pursed.

"I bet it's something bad,
else why would it have to be in a coded
message?" Krystal mused aloud.

"Hey, maybe we ought to join
Nathan and Davo's gang, and get some of the
reward." Matthew grinned.

"How can you say that.
They're doing something bad. You're
supposed to do good if you're a Christian, you know," Tracey told her brother.

"Yes. We want to find out
what bad thing they've been doing, not do
it too. I think you two should exit and leave the work up to Tracey and me. We'll solve the mystery.
Go!" Krystal ordered, opening the door
wide.

"Sorry. I was only joking."
Matthew tried to be serious.

"We're on your side." Kevin tried not to
smile.

Matthew nodded, biting his lip so he didn't
laugh.

"This is your last chance
then." Krystal closed the door again as the
two boys sat down with straight faces.

"Well, we know Toy and Maz
are Nathan and Davo, and they're getting
some reward, but the question is, what does
FOUR, FOUR, FOUR mean?" she questioned.

"One of the fours could mean
four people, and another could mean four
o'clock. That was about the time we were
there today, remember?" Tracey remembered looking at her watch to check the time. It was after
four when they were leaving the
house.

“That could be it, but that
still leaves one FOUR," Krystal
stated.

"Maybe they need four more
to join them for the reward. Hey, this
might be interesting Kev." Matthew looked
at Kevin.

"Mmmm. I don't know if I
believe all this...I mean, Nathan and Davo
seem okay guys. Maybe the girls made up the
story. What do we know?" Kevin frowned.

"Well, you can see for
yourselves if you want to. We could meet at
the old Queenslander straight away after school tomorrow, and see if they come again. We might
find out a bit more about what's going on. What do
you reckon?" Krystal tried to keep up the
boys' interest.

"Suppose we could check it
out. What d'ya reckon Matt? But wait,
tomorrow I have footie practice straight after school. I could come after four." Kevin kicked
his foot as high as the
doorknob.

"And I have soccer practice,
but I reckon I'd like to catch the
baddies." Matthew dived onto the bed and grabbed Krystal's pillow.

"Right, you'll come then."
Krystal glanced at the two boys. They
nodded. "Tracey and I will go to the house and hide inside. When you come, make sure nobody sees
you. Got that?"

"Sure! We'll be invisible,
won't we Kev?" Matthew replied.

"Krystal," Mrs. Cormack
called from the family room. "Krystal, are
you busy?" She peered into the bedroom.

"Not really Mum. Do you want
me to help with dinner?" Krystal replied,
plumping up her pillow.

"No, I'd just like you to
keep an eye on Kathy while I do the vegies.
She's very fretful today; she could be coming down with something. And I think you should
put on some warmer things too, Krystal. I don't
want you catching a cold." She looked with
disapproval at

Krystal's tee shirt and
shorts, and smiled at Tracey in her snug
pink tracksuit.

"Kevin, could you put out
the garbage and the vegetable scraps for
me, please?" Mrs Cormack headed back
towards the kitchen.

"Sure Mum," Krystal and Kevin replied.

"Okay, you guys, get out! I want to put my
warm gear on." Krystal indicated the door to Matthew and Kevin.

"It's getting late. I'd
better go too, in case Mum needs me."
Tracey left with the boys. "See you tomorrow morning then?" Tracey waved her hand.

"Same place. See ya."
Krystal closed the door as the three
left.
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~~~~Chatper
Eight ~~~~

Empty Tomb

After dinner the Cormacks
settled in the family room for the evening
Bible reading.

After a short prayer, Mr.
Cormack opened his Bible. "We'll just
continue our reading of the Gospel of Luke," he said, flipping through the pages. "We're up to
chapter twenty-four, which is about the
resurrection of Jesus," he noted.

Steve Cormack usually
divided the chapter into sections, with
each person reading a section. "There are fifty-three verses in this chapter, so how many will
each of us four read, Krystal, Kevin?" Mr.
Cormack looked in the direction of the two
eldest children.

Kevin made a quick
calculation. "Three read thirteen, and
someone read fourteen!"

"Do you agree with that
Krystal?" Mr. Cormack asked, directing his
gaze at Krystal.

Krystal looked up. She had
not heard the question, or the answer. Her
mind was on the note, and the old Queenslander.

"Me? Agree with what Dad?"
she asked. She had a far-away look in her
eyes.

Steve Cormack frowned at his
eldest daughter. "I thought you were in
dreamland. Never mind, Kevin just did some
mathematics. Can you please read the first thirteen verses of Luke, Chapter twenty-four,
Krystal?"Steve Cormack fixed his glasses on
his nose.

Krystal had difficulty in
concentrating at first, but as she read on,
she found the reading becoming more interesting. It was about the women who first went to
the

tomb and found it empty.
Jesus had risen. The women must have felt
very excited, Krystal thought, but still the men didn't believe them. She felt annoyed with the
unbelieving disciples. They reminded her of
Matthew and Kevin. As she read verse eleven, she emphasised,
and they did not believe them. She glanced at
Kevin. He didn't bat an eyelid!

She felt even more
determined to prove to Kevin and Matthew
all that had happened today. She hoped that the four guys would turn up again tomorrow to prove what
Tracey and she had said.

~~~~Chapter Nine~~~~

Inside the Old Queenslander

Everything seemed boring at
school the next day! Krystal felt sure the
classroom clock had stopped. It was only half-past two. She had remembered to wear her watch
today, so checked the time. Yes, it read: 2:30
p.m. The next thirty minutes seemed like
hours as Krystal waited impatiently. A few
minutes before school finished, she had her
bag packed and was ready for closing prayers. She noticed Tracey had packed her things too!

When the bell went, they had
to restrain themselves from hurrying and
bumping other children as they left the
room.

Krystal managed to be first
through the school gate. She put her bag
down at her feet and waited restlessly for Tracey. She checked her watch ten times in the next two
minutes before Tracey's neat figure was seen
hurrying through the gate. Tracey smiled as
she came close to Krystal. Krystal picked
up her school bag and heaved it onto her
shoulders, then started walking as Tracey joined
her.

"We'd better hurry. We don't
want anyone to start yabberin' and keep us
late." Krystal sounded annoyed.

"We're the first to leave.
I've never seen you pack up so quickly."
Tracey tried to calm her friend.

"I thought you'd never get
here. You took exactly two minutes longer
than me!" said Krystal crossly."Sorry."
Tracey gave her friend a sheepish smile.

"It's okay." Krystal could not resist smiling
back.

As they came towards the old
Queenslander, they walked faster. There was
not even a car in sight. Soon they were in
the shade of the big gum tree, and were hidden by the bushes around the house.

"Nobody's here yet. Let's go
inside." Krystal bounded up the steps.
Tracey looked cautiously around before joining Krystal at the door.

Krystal pushed the
right-hand side of the door, and immediately it creaked and opened
inwards. The girls moved quickly inside and
stayed still, listening for noises. All was
very quiet.

"Oh, no! I forgot to bring
some sheets," said Krystal, placing her bag
in the cupboard.

"I remembered." Tracey undid
her bag and pulled out two small sheets,
one white, and one patterned with red and
black triangles. "These were the only old ones I
could find." She shoved her bag into the cupboard
and handed the patterned sheet to
Krystal.

The girls put the sheets over their
heads.

"Woo." Tracey waved her arms under the white
sheet.

"I can't see," Krystal murmured through the
patterned sheet. She pulled her sheet off. "We could make some eye
holes."

"Well, they are old sheets.
I suppose we could always sew them up again
if we needed to." Tracey put her sheet over
her head and marked the eye holes with her fingers.
Krystal did the same.

"We need scissors." Tracey
tried to tear the sheet with her
fingers.

"Got it." Krystal bit a
small piece out of her sheet. "Use your
teeth." She spat the bits into her hand.

"Good one." Tracey chewed a couple of holes.
"Tastes awful." She spat the bits on the floor.

"Litterbug," said Krystal,
putting her bits in her pocket. "Sorry,"
Tracey bent and picked up her bits. "Yuk, they're wet." She shoved them in her pocket.

"It's worth it." Krystal put
the patterned sheet over her head and
peered through one hole. "At least one works." The other hole was near her chin.

"You look funny with
side-eyes," said Tracey, laughing, trying
on her costume. She peered through two holes.

"You were always better at
sewing than me," said Krystal, praising her
friend.

"And biting?" Tracey giggled
and 'swooned' around the room. "Just wait
until that brother of mine comes."

"Yup, let's hope they come
before the others do." Krystal took her
sheet off and pushed it into the cupboard on top of her bag. "Let's look around the place. We can
make a dash for it if we hear someone
coming."

"Yeah, it's not much fun
without somebody to scare," said Tracey,
folding her costume and placing it neatly on top of her bag.

"There's another door at the
end of the hallway."Krystal headed out of
the 'cupboard' room and towards the far end
of the house. Tracey followed. They tried to turn the brass knob of the door at the end of the
hallway, but it wouldn't open.

"This must've been the back
door. I think there's a verandah at the
back of the house too. We'll have to go around the outside of the house to check that out."
Krystal gave up trying to open the
door.

Tracey stared at the locked
back door. "'We should make a map of the
layout. I wouldn't like to get stuck in here. There seems to be no way out except through the
front door. I'm not so sure I like the idea of
being trapped in that cupboard either.
We'll have to find another way out of the
place Krystal. It's too risky." She shivered.

"You're right. I wonder if
we could get out one of the boarded up
windows..." Krystal stopped to listen. "I think I hear something! Quick!" She ran towards the
cupboard room.

Tracey followed.

The two girls clambered into
the cupboard and closed the door. All
seemed quiet.

Tracey put her 'costume' on in a flash.

Krystal wrestled with her
sheet, while Tracey looked for a crack in
the door.

"It's hard to see in this
thing." Tracey moved her eyes up and down
the door.

Krystal looked through one
of the holes in the sheet,then crouched
down. "Okay, I'm ready! I've found a good
periscope hole. I'll watch. Try the other side of the
door."

"Here's one!" Tracey
exclaimed, bundling the sheet around her
knees.

"Shh, they're here," Krystal whispered.

They could hear voices. The
front door creaked as it opened.

Tracey started feeling faint
again, and was glad she was on her knees.
She hoped they were Kevin and Matthew. She
would enjoy scaring them. What if they were Nathan
and Davo, should they scare them too? Tracey
decided to leave the decision to Krystal.

Krystal's heart beat fast
with excitement. They were probably Kevin
and Matthew, she thought. But what if they
were Nathan and Davo? If they scared them they might stop doing
whatever it was they were doing. On the
other hand, she pondered, they would never find out
what it was they were up to. No, it was best to
keep still if Nathan and Davo turned up
before Kevin and Matthew. They just had to
find out some more. Krystal's mind was made
up. She hoped Tracey was ready for anything. The
footsteps stopped, then started again, accompanied
by soft whispers.

Two figures came into the
room. Krystal's heart seemed to miss a
beat. Could they be Nathan and Davo? No,
they were too quiet. They must be Kevin and Matthew, she reckoned. Both girls gave
a sign of relief when the two figures turned out to be their brothers.

"Now!" Tracey heard Krystal
whisper through the dark.

Tracey's sheet nodded.

Krystal made a soft wooing noise.

Tracey joined in.

Matthew and Kevin stopped in
the middle of the room. Matthew yelled,
"I'm gettin' outa here...," and started heading towards the front door.

Kevin stood still, looking
around. "Wait...," the girls heard Kevin
call to Matthew.

He stopped and looked back
at Kevin. His face was bright in the
darkness. He rubbed his forehead with the back of his hand, and seemed ready to make a dash for
the front door.

"Woo," Tracey and Krystal
moaned together, then started
giggling.

"I bet the girls are here." Kevin stared at
the cupboard.

"Yeah, I think you're right
mate. I bet it's them, getting back at us!
I think they're over there," said Matthew, heading cautiously towards the cupboard.

Krystal and Tracey moved
right back into the corner of the cupboard
tripping over their sheets, almost falling on top of each other with laughter. Matthew tried to pull
the door open from the bottom.

"Let's jump up when the door
opens," Krystal whispered.
The door flew open.

"Boo." The two girls leaped
up. A sheet made a ripping sound. Matthew
jumped back.

For a split second Matthew
stared. "My sheet." He pointed at Krystal.
"You tore my sheet."

"Sorry Matthew." Krystal's
head emerged from a large hole in the torn
sheet. "I stood on it."

"I knew it was you, trying
to scare us," said Matthew, still shaking
from the fright.

"Well, we did," said Tracey,
as she pulled her white sheet off "And you
never use that sheet. It was just lying at
the bottom of your wardrobe."

"Well, it's wrecked now," Matthew
scowled.

"We'll sew it up, won't we
Tracey." Krystal tried to sound cheerful as
she stepped through the large rip. She really hated sewing.

"We can try." Tracey sounded
unsure as she stared at the now very large
hole.

"Yeah, Christians shouldn't
play games with ghosts and things. Dad said
so. There's only the Holy Ghost in the Bible." Kevin stared at his sister.

"You won't tell Dad, will
you? Please promise you won't. And I won't
tell Dad you scared us yesterday," Krystal
begged.

"It's a deal; I promise."

"It was fun." Krystal smiled at Tracey

She nodded, grinning from ear to ear.

"I knew this was a rip off.
Where are those four guysyou said would be
here?" Kevin had his hands on his hips.

"Look, they could be here
any minute. Hide in here. Give us your
bags." Krystal held her hand out.

The boys flung their bags up
and Tracey pushed them into the corner of
the cupboard. Matthew hopped up on the
ledge of the cupboard, with Kevin right behind. It
was a tight squeeze for the four in the
cupboard.

"Vacuum packed," Matthew whispered.

"This is dumb. What if they
don't turn up?" Kevin questioned, as he
tried to find a spot for his left foot. Krystal glared at the boys in the dark. "Be a bit patient.
Remember Job. Shh...," she added.

"What about our reward?"
Matthew mumbled. "Quiet!" Tracey
scowled.

The girls hoped the Car Gang
would be here soon, before the boys made
too much noise. Just then, as if in answer
to the girls' thoughts, footsteps and voices could
be heard clearly. Boards creaked as people
walked through the house. They seemed to go
towards the room with the fireplace, then
came towards their cupboard room.

Krystal and Tracey felt
relieved as they looked for their `spotter'. Matthew and Kevin tried to find cracks in
the door but could not find suitable ones,
so left the looking up to the girls. Kevin
put his ear to the middle of the two doors, where he was
crouched.

~~~~Chapter Ten~~~~

Found Out

Two boys came in. They were
Nathan and Davo. Krystal smiled. Now the
boys could hear for themselves what was
going on.

"How many did you bring,
Maz?" Nathan asked Davo. "None. Just
couldn't get any. Lost me instructions. Got
any spare Toy?" Davo pleaded.

"Okay, you owe me two."
Nathan made a rattling sound as he handed
two objects to Davo. Davo put the objects
in his jacket pocket.

"Thanks Mate, I mean Toy!"
said Davo, sounding happier.

The two boys sat on the
floor in the middle of the room. They're
waiting for Chevy and Merc, Krystal and Tracey thought.

After a minute or two a car
pulled up outside the house and they could
hear the car doors being shut. Then they heard brisk footsteps coming through the entrance of
the house. The footsteps became louder. In
a moment, Krystal and Tracey could see who
they were. Yes, they were Chevy and
Merc.

Chevy indicated to the two
younger boys to get up. Nathan and Davo
immediately stood up, stood to attention,
and saluted Chevy and Merc. Chevy clicked his heels and stood to attention, held his hand stiffly
in front of his forehead, then saluted in
reply."At ease," he yelled.

Nathan and Davo immediately
stood with their feet apart, and their
hands behind their backs.

"Okay, where's the goods?"
Chevy asked, reaching in his inside pockets
and throwing handfuls of objects on the floor in front of the two younger boys. Merc
immediately did the same.

Nathan and Davo went, "Wow!"

Nathan threw about four objects on the floor.
Davo threw two objects at his feet.

"Mm...very good. Keep up the
good work. I want a good show next
Wednesday. Okay, we'll share the loot." Chevy picked up the objects and distributed to each of
the four. "Two spares. Here, you two; your
just reward. There'll be even more next
time." Chevy addressed Nathan and
Davo.

"About next time...," said
Davo hesitatingly. "I don't know if I can
come so late. I'm usually in bed by then. My parents would be mad with me if they found me
missin'."

"Mine too!" Nathan joined in.

"It's a very important
meeting. We'll have a special guest,
and...," said Chevy, glinting at the two boys, "if
you don't turn up on Wednesday, you're out, okay?"
He then stood to attention and saluted
again. Merc did the same.

"Bully," Krystal whispered,
feeling angry as she watched
Chevy.Nathan and Davo saluted in
reply.

"Dismissed." Chevy clicked his heels.

Nathan and Davo hurried towards the front
door.

Merc and Chevy headed towards the fireplace
room and

after a couple of minutes left through the
front door.

The four in the cupboard
could hear the engine of the car revving,
and then the noise disappeared
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~~~~Chatper
Eleven~~~~

Hot-Gossip

"Phew. It's hot in here."
Matthew was the first to speak. "I'm
cooking." Kevin pushed the door open.

"Well, do you believe us
now?" Krystal demanded. Kevin nodded.
"'Suppose so."

"Yeah, I reckon we ought to
tell the police," said Matthew.

"What!" Krystal exclaimed.
"Tell the police we hid in this place and
saw some guys throwing things on the floor."

"Maybe they were bullets!"
Matthew sounded serious. "Looked more like
chocolate bars to me." Tracey glanced at
her brother.

"Well, we couldn't see. So
what's next?" Matthew glared at his
sister.

"Get out of this stuffy
place." Kevin jumped down. Matthew followed
close on his heels.

Kevin flicked his torch and
shone it around the spots where the four
threw the stuff.

The two girls jumped down.

"Hey, they left something."
Kevin picked up a small brown and white
object.

"It's a Jupiter Bar." Kevin
checked the bar with his torch. "The bar
with a heavenly taste," he said dramatically.

Matthew licked his lips. "Our reward. We can
shareit."

"Count me out! You don't
know if it's been poisoned, or something,"
Tracey warned.

"Yeah, it might. We'd better
keep it for evidence. There might be
fingerprints on it too." Kevin held the bar between his fingers.

"Yeah, yours," said Krystal
sarcastically.

"Oh! Well maybe we should
share it then?" Kevin tossed the bar in the
air, then caught it again.

"I'm hungry." Matthew licked
his lips. "Actually, I'm starving. Let's
eat it."

"Well, I'm not having any."
Tracey shook her head. "Me neither," said
Krystal.

"Well, that leaves more for
the two of us then!" Kevin made a mark in
the centre of the bar and tried to break it. The paper tore and the bar broke in half - almost. He
twisted it until it was in two mangled
parts.

"Yuk!" Krystal and Tracey
screwed up their noses. The two boys took a
part each and started munching. The girls
watched. Their mouths started watering.

They glanced at each other. Maybe they should
have

shared with the boys they both thought.

"Well, that gets rid of our
evidence." Krystal pulled her bag out of
the cupboard. "I'm going home. I'm getting hungry. C'me on Trace."

"Right. I'll just get my
things." Tracey turned to grab her bag and
the white sheet. "When are we coming back?"
she asked as she squashed the sheet into her
bag."'dunno. We don't have school tomorrow.
Why don't we come here and check this place
out a bit more," Krystal
suggested.

"I'll come." Kevin swallowed
the last of his piece of bar.

"Mm...me too!" Matthew licked his
fingers.

"You're disgusting!" Tracey
glared at her brother. "Well, why didn't
you bring a face cloth?" Matthew retorted.

"She did! Here." Krystal
threw the torn sheet to Matthew.

Matthew hesitated as he
stared at the sheet. He realised Krystal
was trying to get him to dirty the sheet, then he
would have to take it home. He took the torn
crumpled sheet and wiped his hands and then
his mouth. "Now, can you give it a wash
too?" He smirked as he handed the grubby
sheet to Krystal.

Krystal felt annoyed inside.
She felt like throwing the sheet back at
him, but restrained herself, breathing deeply. A Scripture verse came to mind: A meek and gentle spirit is of great
worth in the sight of God.

"It's okay. I'll wash it,
and mend it, and give it back as soon as I
can." She gritted her teeth as she spoke as sweetly as possible.

"Hey! it's okay Krystal. I
was just kidding. It's an old sheet anyway.
You can throw it away if you want. It's yours now." Matthew suddenly felt big-hearted.

"If you're sure. That'd be
great. I hate sewing, andwashing. Thanks
Matt," said Krystal, feeling relieved. "Thanks Lord," she whispered.

"Well, if you two are
finished sorting things out, may I ask a
question? Are we coming here tomorrow or not?" Tracey asked, standing with her bag at her feet,
patiently waiting.

"I forgot, we've got soccer
practice," Matthew whined. "Me too! We've
got footie practice, unless it rains," said
Kevin.

"Oh well, Tracey and I will
come and bring you a bar if we find one."
Krystal lifted her school bag on her shoulders and headed for the door. Tracey heaved her
bag with two arms and followed.

"See ya later." The girls
left the two boys behind still licking
their lips.

~~~~Chapter Twelve~~~~

Discovery

Krystal jumped out of bed
early next morning and opened the window
blinds. The sky looked heavy and grey. It had rained, which meant Kevin and Matthew would be
free to come to the old Queenslander.

She pulled the torn sheet
out of her bag and tried to squash it into
her little bedside tidy bin. She pushed it down with her foot which almost got stuck. She felt
annoyed. They should never have allowed the boys
to get involved. It would be nice to have just Tracey and
herself again, in their own private
adventure.

She sighed and reached under
her bed. She yanked out three socks and a
shirt with sticky stuff on it. That reminded her of the yummy bar. She would have loved
some but it was almost like stealing. Maybe it was
stolen. How could she and Tracey find out
if the bars were stolen? Thoughts raced in
her head. Maybe having the boys in the
'gang' was not such a bad idea. They were in the same grade as Nathan and Davo. They could help
find out if the boys were stealing or not. "That's
it," she said aloud. She and Tracey should
start up a 'gang' with Kevin and
Matthew!

She stopped cleaning up and
raced towards Kevin's room. She knocked
quietly on the door, then quietly pushed the door open. He was
still sleeping! She crept over to the bed
and gently shook his shoulder which was-Whaaa!" Kevin looked startled
for a moment. "Go away. It's too early. I'm
still asleep." He pulled the
doona over his shoulder.

"Key, I just had a thought. Kevin," Krystal
called softly as Kevin shut his eyes again.

"You ate a stolen bar. A
stolen bar," she repeated close to Kevin's
ear. Kevin opened his eyes.

"What do you mean, stolen!"
Kevin's eyes were now wide open.

"Well, why else did they
meet in secret. I bet ya the bar was
stolen. Bet ya!" She waited for his reaction.

"You don't know for sure.
Well, too bad, it's gone now," he replied
sleepily, pulling his doona over his ears and shutting his eyes
tightly.

"Kevin, listen to me."
Krystal shook her brother through the soft
doona. "You boys can be detectives. You
have more chance of tracking those boys than us girls. Find out if they are really pinching chocolate
bars. It's up to you and Matthew," Krystal
persuaded Kevin. "You can join our 'gang'
if you want," she added.

Kevin lay still for a
moment, then turned his head, his eyes
opened. "What gang?" he asked, a trifle interested.

"Our gang. Tracey, you,
Matthew and me. We could have codes and
missions and all that. We might even stop
Nathan and Davo's lives being messed up," she added.

"It sounds like fun. Yeah,
maybe the Lord wants us tohelp Nathan and
Davo. I'll talk to Matt after practice." Kevin yawned.

"It rained! That means footy
and soccer are off, so you can get all your jobs done and we can
talk about this later at the old
Queenslander. Tracey and I are meeting at the ghost gum at two, so can you ring Matt and see if he
can come. Well, I'd better get my chores
done, and my Bible read, and have brekkie.
See ya." Krystal clicked his bedroom door
shut.
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~~~~Chapter Thirteen~~~~

Meeting at
the Gum Tree

It seemed like five minutes
before it was a quarter to two. Mr. and
Mrs. Cormack were sitting down relaxing after lunch.

"It's nice to have a day to
relax together," Steve Cormack
remarked.

Krystal and Kevin finished rinsing the lunch
dishes.

"We've done the dishes. May
I go and see Tracey now?" Krystal wiped her
hands on the little hand towel near the
sink.

The two children had made an
extra-special effort to be helpful to their
parents today. They could hardly wait to meet at the gum tree.

"Sure. You've been terrific
today, helping with all the jobs around the
place. You've earned a break!" Mrs. Cormack
smiled approvingly at her two children..

"MM...I think I'd better
give you two a bit more pocket money this
week!" Mr. Cormack reached in his back pocket for his wallet. "I'm impressed with my two
lovely children." He handed a shiny coin to
each of the children.

"Me, me!" a small voice
sounded from the centre of the family room
floor. Little Kathy stopped playing with a puzzle when she saw the coins being given out.

"Oh, and one for Kathy for
helping Mummy and Daddy," said Mr. Cormack,
handing a silver coin to his littlest daughter.

"Put that in your money-box
for later," Mrs. Cormack suggested.

"Lata," Kathy repeated as
she ran towards her bedroom with the
cherished coin.

"Dad, can I go with Krystal
as well - to see Matthew?" Kevin
asked.

"I don't see why not, Son. Off you go." Mr.
Cormack looked at his wife for confirmation.

Mrs. Cormack nodded in
agreement. "Enjoy

yourselves. Just make sure
to be back by tea-time," she said, smiling
at the two children as they headed for their bedrooms to get their gear.

Krystal and Kevin arrived at
the gum tree just after two o'clock. They
had brought their back packs which had a torch, pencil and paper, some biscuits and a drink in
them.

Kevin wore his watch, and
brought a hammer and nails - just in
case!

Krystal had brought her
pocket radio and earphones. She also had
her camping knife tucked away in her back pocket.

The two hid their bikes and
stack hats behind the old water tank
stand.

It was a lovely fine
afternoon after the morning rain. The
ground was a bit muddy, so Krystal put her bag on an
exposed tree root.

"I'd love to climb this tree
right to the top." She squinted into the
speckled sunlight coming through theshaded
leaves.

"You'd have to fight the
birds off." Kevin stared at two birds sitting high in the tree.
"The kookaburras live there, and I've seen
some magpies around too."

"Mm, we should've kept our
stack hats on. I wish those two would hurry
up." Krystal put her hand on her head, just
in case a magpie came swooping down.

"Matt said he was helpin'
his dad fix a fence for their dog. Maybe
he's still helpin'." Kevin pulled a piece of bark off the tree. A large black spider scampered from
under it. Kevin stepped back quickly!

"What time is it?" Krystal asked.

"Nearly half-past. Maybe we
should go over their place and see what's
going on. I don't want to stay under a gum
tree all day, bird watching..." Kevin was interrupted
by Krystal's excited voice.

"Looks like they're coming."
Krystal eyed two cyclists coming in their
direction. "Yup, it's them." She recognised
Matthew's green BMX and Tracey's bright pink bicycle with its little carry basket on the
front.

Within moments they reached the gum tree.

"Hi," they said, greeting each other.

"Where've you been? We
thought you weren't coming." Krystal glared
at Tracey.

"Mum had the day off and
asked me to go shopping at Garden City, and
we took too long!" Tracey hid her bicycle
behind a bush, and put her pink stack hat in the basket. She ran
her hand over her hair. "Sorry.""I was
helping Dad and we forgot the time. We've fixed the fence. Dad said I did a good job," Matthew
added proudly, throwing his bicycle and stack hat
into the middle of some bushes.
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~~~~ Chatper Fourteen~~~~

Adventures Inside the Old Queenslander

"Well, we're all here now;
let's go inside one at a time. I'll go
first." Krystal looked around to make sure nobody
was watching. The two kookaburras laughed
loudly. "Shh!" Krystal shook her finger at
them.

In a few moments all four
were inside the house. It seemed very dark
inside at first, but their eyes quickly adjusted to the poorly lit house.

"Let's check the place out
for another exit," Krystal suggested.

"Yeah. We need to be able to
get out quickly. That cupboard was a bit
like a prison. I read in books where old
houses have secret doors and things. Maybe there's
one here. We've got to have another way out."
Tracey took out a pencil and paper. She was
keen to map the place out.

"Let's split and start
lookin'," said Kevin, as he beckoned to
Matthew.

"Us girls will go into the
'cupboard' room then." Krystal headed that
way, followed by Tracey.

"And we'll check this one."
Matthew and Kevin headed towards the room
with the fireplace on the left of the
entrance hall.

Tracey walked around the
cupboard room, feeling the timbered walls.
"There might be a secret passage around here.""Maybe. I'll check out this
cupboard again." Krystal studied the way
the cupboard was set into a ledge with the ceiling above. She leapt inside, and after a moment
peered out at Tracey. "We could try to remove the
piece at the top of the cupboard. I think
it might lead to the attic. Did Matthew
bring a screwdriver I wonder?"

"He did, actually. I think
there's a gap here." Tracey kept her finger
in the gap as she spoke. "If you really want me to I'll go and get it for you." She sounded
reluctant to leave her find.

"No, I'll go." Krystal jumped down and headed
for the fireplace room where she could hear the boys.

They were standing near the
fireplace, looking up into the chimney
hole.

"Matt, Tracey said you
brought a screwdriver; may I borrow it
please." Krystal held her hand out.

Matthew searched in the
bottom of his tool box. "Here." He handed
it to Krystal. "What're you doin' with it?" he asked.

"I'm gonna try to get into
the attic through the roof of the cupboard.
Thanks!" Krystal took the screwdriver and headed back to the cupboard room. She began to unscrew
the cupboard ceiling. "Matt, Kevin," she called
out. "Please come here. I need
help."

The two boys sauntered in.

"What's up?" Matthew asked.

"I've nearly broken my wrist
trying to get these screws undone. They're
rusted." She handed the screwdriver toMatthew. "Can you please try?"

"Okay," said Matthew,
leaping up into the cupboard, and almost
knocking Krystal over in his enthusiasm.

"I can't see. I need a torch." He glanced towards Kevin, who immediately leaped into the cupboard and
shone his torch on the screws.

Krystal quickly moved
aside. "I could've
done that." Krystal waved her
torch.

Matthew leaned on the
screwdriver and turned it with all his might. "It moved," he said
after a moment. "Got it!" A large cloud of
dust fell on the three heads, followed by a
screw.

"Got me!" said Krystal,
rubbing her forehead where the screw had
landed.

Three faces looked upwards.
A Corner of the timber was lower than the
others.

"I did it!" Matthew exclaimed.

"I helped," said Kevin, shining his torch on
the corner.

"All
right.eep helping then," said
Krystal encouragingly. "Shine the
light."

Matthew tugged at the edge of the timber.

Another screw clinked on Kevin's torch.

Kevin and Krystal put their heads down.

Krystal put her hands
on her head. She
didn't want a screw falling into her
eyes.

Suddenly the whole piece of
timber crackled and, amidst a cloud of
dust, ended up in Matthew's hands.

The three children covered
their faces as another largecloud of dust
fell towards them.

After a minute they looked
up. Krystal and Kevin shone their torches.
All they could see was black.

"It's a hole!" Matthew exclaimed.

"Where?" Tracey's excited
voice came close to the edge of the
cupboard. She stared up through the cupboard with an open mouth.

"You missed the fun. We
discovered the Black Hole," Matthew
gloated.

"Don't worry Tracey, you only missed a lot of
dust. I'll

go first; I'm the eldest,
and tallest," Krystal announced. She was
really keen to get into the attic and see what

was up there.

"You can go. But watch out for spiders,"
Kevin teased. "I love spiders," Krystal retorted.

"There's probably no
spiders, just an odd snake." Matthew
stirred Krystal.

"That does it!" Krystal
exclaimed. She leapt up, grabbed the edges
of the hole, and pulled herself up. She was
not going to be put off by scare tactics.

Soon she was looking down.
She took her mini torch from her pocket and
shone it around the new area. As she shone,
she started moving along on her hands and knees, and soon only her
feet could be seen by the other three.

"Looks cool," Krystal called out.

Matthew immediately started
climbing into the hole, followed by
Kevin.

Tracey clambered into the
cupboard and stood lookingup at the three
for a few moments, then hesitantly climbed up. The four were in a row with Tracey next to the
hole, her feet dangling into the
cupboard.

"We'll have to be careful to
walk on the beams, 'cause we might go
through the ceiling. Follow me," Krystal yelled out as she continued her crawl across the
rafters.

The three followed.

"There's a trapdoor here."
They could hear her voice from up the far
end of the attic. "It's stuck!"

Soon the four were sitting around the
'trapdoor'.

"Let me have a go." Matthew
leaned forward and pulled the edge of the
door. "It's stuck," he added.

"That's what I just said. It
needs to be pushed to get it free," Krystal
repeated.

"Wonder where it leads to?"
Kevin murmured, trying to work out how far
they had come. "Why don't Matt and I go and
see where it is?" Kevin turned back towards the cupboard.

Krystal and Tracey agreed
and the two boys crawled back along the
rafters.

Krystal turned her torch off
and the girls waited while the boys climbed down. They could see
faintly without their torches on. Some
light seemed to be filtering through the
tin roof.

"Did you find anything in
the walls?" Krystal askedTracey as they
waited.

"No, only a few cracks in
the timber. I would like to check out the
bricks in the fireplace. But this is really cool. Imagine, our secret hideout in the attic," she added in
a 'suspense tone'.

~~~~Chapter fifteen~~~~

Party Time

After a few minutes, they
heard the familiar voices say, "We're
here!"

"Where is it?" Krystal yelled out, thumping
her foot on the trapdoor.

"Here," a voice replied.

"Where's 'here'? At the back
of the house?" Krystal yelled, restraining
herself from saying something nasty.

"Oh! On the back verandah.
We can't reach. Be back in a minute."
Krystal and Tracey heard the boyish voices trail off.

After a moment the girls
could hear excited voices, footsteps and
some hammering going on.

The two boys had gone to
find something to stand on. They found an
old wooden crate in the yard and after hammering a few nails in it to make it secure, stood on
it. They could now reach the trapdoor quite
easily.

Matthew pushed for a few
moments, then he jumped down off the box
and Kevin had a go.

Krystal and Tracey pulled from inside.

"Use the hammer," Krystal yelled down at the
boys.

"Hammer," Matthew said,
handing Kevin the hammer. Kevin thumped at
the door, and suddenly they could hear a
cracking noise.

"Is it busted?" Matthew
asked as he held the box securely for
Kevin."I don't know. It's coming unstuck.
Wanna have a go again?" Kevin leapt down
from the box. He didn't want to get into
trouble for breaking something.

Matthew climbed onto the box
and took the hammer from Kevin. He gave the
trapdoor a few gentle taps with the handle
of the hammer. The trapdoor creaked again. Dust blew down on Kevin as the trapdoor opened.

"Got it." Krystal's voice could be heard in
the attic.

Tracey shouted "Hurray".

Suddenly two heads were
looking down through another black hole.
Two faces looked upwards. The four grinned.
They did it!

"Let's celebrate," said
Tracey happily. "I brought something
special. They're in my bag in the room with the cupboard. I'll go back and get them." She started
making her way back along the beams.

"Trace, please bring my bag
too. I've got some biscuits, and my radio.
We can have some music for the party,"
Krystal suggested.

Matthew and Kevin decided to
try the trapdoor hole for size. In a moment
they were sitting in the attic, legs dangling through the trapdoor.

"This is like a real adventure," said Matthew
happily.

~~~~Chapter Sixteen~~~~

Shopping Plans

They could hear Tracey
dragging something along the beams.

Krystal quickly switched on
her torch and shone along the beams until
she lit up a hand and a face.

"I put the rest of our
things in the bottom of the cupboard, just
in case anyone comes, and I have here...," Tracey said as she undid the straps of her bag, "some
mixed lollies, and a can of `koula'. It's really
nice; Mum bought me one when we went
shopping; we can share it. I brought four
straws," she exclaimed as she produced four
coloured drinking straws from her bag.

"Waw, thanks Trace," Krystal said, passing a
straw to Kevin and Matthew.

Krystal reached into her bag
and brought out her little pocket radio.
Family Radio Station, the positive alternative, she recited. Slowly she turned the little
black knob. "Got it!" The four sat quietly
for a few moments, relaxing and enjoying
their party.

"Hey, this is great." said
Matthew. "Why don't we start a
gang?"

"Krystal said this is a
'gang'!" Kevin turned to Krystal as he
spoke. "What's the name of the gang, by the way?"

"We'll have to make one up.
How about, The Creepers Gang?" Krystal
suggested, leaning forward to sip some of
the koula, then added, "because we had to creepthrough the attic."

"We just jumped up," Matthew
replied. "What about The Rat Gang?
Rats live in attics," he added.

"I think we should be
The Cool Koalas," Tracey suggested, brushing her pink
track top. "They're cute and they
climb."

"Sounds too frilly to me. I
think we should be The Aussie Bafflers," Kevin
suggested.

"Sounds like a bunch of
oldies," Krystal remarked. "But we should
have some Aussie name. How about The
Prickly Possums?"

"Or, The Gum Tree Gang," Tracey
added.

"That sounds Australian. I
like it," said Krystal, encouraging her
little friend.

"Sounds okay, I suppose," said Kevin,
disappointed that his suggestion had not been accepted.

"That's cool! At least I
won't forget what it is with all the gum
trees around here!" Matthew concluded.

"Okay, officially we are
now The Gum Tree Gang. Everyone agree?" Krystal raised her drinking straw like
a gavel.

"Agreed," three voices
echoed. Krystal brought her straw gavel
down.

"Now to the business
of The Gum Tree Gang," said Krystal, taking out her notebook
and pencil. "Kevin, did you tell Matt about the Jupiter
bar?"

"Oh, I forgot. You tell
him," said Kevin, gulping a mouthful of
koula.Three munching faces turned towards
Krystal.

"It's about that bar you
found Matthew. The one you and Kevin
ate."

Matthew stopped sucking his lolly for a split
second.

"Well, I figured it might've
been stolen. They called it `loot' ."
Krystal paused for a breath. "I think you and Kevin should check on Nathan and Davo and see if they
are stealing. I've seen them at the Lolly Shop on
their way to school. What d'you reckon?"
she questioned.

"I think she could be right.
They are acting a bit strange. What do you
reckon Matt? Think we could track them?"
Kevin asked.

"It might be more fun than
scaring girls." Matthew flicked a crumpled
lolly paper at Tracey.

"Thanks a lot, Brother."
Tracey threw the wrapper back.

"Hey, that's enough, you
two. Now, are you and Kevin tracking Nathan
and Davo or not?" Krystal grabbed the wrapper as it flew through the air.

"I think we should start
Monday morning then?" Kevin suggested.

"Okay. Monday's a good day
to start. We can meet outside •
the Lolly Shop before school, and catch the
crooks." Matthew felt really keen.

"That's settled then. We
should all work on a special code, so we
can give messages to each other. Any suggestions?" Krystal asked.

The three shook their heads.
"Okay, we can work onthat one," Krystal
continued. "Our next meeting will be here
after school on Monday."

Three heads nodded.

"Let's clean up and go
home," said Krystal, straightening her
legs, picking up her lolly wrappers and putting them in her pocket. "We can have a
lolly-wrapper fight with these," she
added.

The four clambered down through the
cupboard.

"Oh, no! I'm filthy. Look at
me!" Tracey brushed dust off her pink
tracksuit which was now a dull grey colour in many places.

"My jeans are yuk!" said
Krystal, slapping her thighs. Clouds of
dust blew around the four.

"This is the best way to get
rid of dust." Matthew jumped wildly
around.

Kevin decided to try that
too. "It doesn't work. Your face is still
grubby," Kevin said to Matthew as they both jumped.

Matthew wiped his face with
his sleeve. That just smeared more dirt
over his nose.

Tracey produced a hankie
that had been right at the bottom of her
tracksuit pocket. It was almost black after she and Krystal had used it to wipe their faces.

"I give up. We'll just have
to run for the shower when we get home, and
hope nobody sees us," said Krystal, as she
grabbed her bicycle from the back of the tank stand.

In a few minutes the
children reached their special meeting
corner. "See ya tomorrow," they yelled as they parted
company.

~~~~Chapter Seventeen.~~~~

Down in a Dungeon

Krystal stared at her nails.
For the first time in her life she wished
she had some nail varnish. She had tried so hard to get all the dirt out, but her fingernails still had
dirt under them. She noticed they were
cracked and uneven. "Yuk!" she mumbled as
she hid her hands under the pages of her
Bible. She looked at Tracey who was sitting next to her. Tracey had nail varnish on! Krystal stared
at her friend's pretty pink
nails.

Tracey noticed and smiled.
"Borrowed Mum's," she whispered, waving her
hand delicately.

Krystal felt determined to
persuade her Mum to let her use nail
varnish. She glanced over at Matthew and Kevin. They were busy having a lively conversation.

"Meet ya at the Lolly Shop
at quarter past," whispered Matthew.

"Right," replied Kevin,
glancing around to make sure nobody was
listening. The other children seemed quite unaware of their excitement about Monday.

How could they concentrate
on a Bible lesson when such an adventure
awaited them, Kevin thought, as Mrs. Croft opened her books and
began to pray.

At the end of the prayer the children said a
big "Amen."

"The Lesson today is about
Jeremiah. He suffered for the sake of
righteousness...," she continued, then told the class about the terrible time Jeremiah had down in the
dark, muddy, damp hole. An old water hole. She
told them how he almost died! "But God had
plans for Jeremiah..." Mrs. Croft continued
the interesting story while the children
listened intently.

Later, as they completed
their workbook, the four could really
relate to Jeremiah with all that mud on him.

Krystal thought about her
dirty nails. Imagine having dirt caked on
everywhere! And no hot showers! She really
felt for Jeremiah as she filled in the blank squares
in her book.

Kevin thought of the black
hole they discovered. At least they had
torches. It must have been dark in that black place where Jeremiah had to stay by himself. But
the LORD was with him.

Tracey enjoyed filling in
the verse. Though our sins be
as scarlet they shall be white as snow,
she wrote.

The teacher had explained
that the 'scarlet' was really a deep
blackish purple.

"Probably like mulberry
stains," Tracey murmured as she wrote. She
was glad that Jesus had washed all her sins
away. She loved her Saviour deeply as she thought
of how he went through so much for her. Her nail
varnish covered up the stains under her nails, but the dirt was
still there. She knew Jesus had
cast her sins as far as the east
is from the west! She
thanked Jesus in her heart for cleansing
her and making her white as snow inside.

Matthew felt for Jeremiah in
the dark place. He must have been brave, he
thought in awe.

~~~~Chapter Eighteen~~~~

Stop Thief

Somehow Monday came at last.
After school, Krystal and Tracey sat in the
attic of the old Queenslander, waiting
anxiously for the boys to arrive.

"Did you and Matt get into
trouble after our adventure?" Krystal asked
her friend.

"No. Mum was busy cooking
something special in the kitchen, and Dad
was in the workshop. We managed to have a
shower and change before they saw us at dinner. Actually, Mum commented on how spick and span we
looked. She was happy to lend me her nail varnish.
She said I was becoming a real little lady.
Somehow that made me feel bad," said Tracey
sadly.

"I know how you feel! I wish
we could tell our folks about all this, but
I don't think they'd appreciate it," said Krystal, sighing.

Tracey shared the last of
her drink just as they heard the boys
coming.

The trapdoor moved at the
back of the attic, and in a flash two
schoolbags came sliding through the attic, followed by two boys.

"What happened?" Krystal
asked as the two settled on the
beams.

"Yeah, what happened?" Tracey joined in.

"Hey, one question at a
time." Kevin grinned. "Matt, you
start.""I'm thirsty. Need a drink." Matthew
looked at Tracey. "Oops...sorry, we just
drank all my spare. Sorry," she repeated.

"Here, have some `lemo'."
Kevin reached in his bag and produced a
yellow can.

"Great, thanks!" Matthew
prised the seal and gulped a mouthful. "Mm,
it's a bit warm. Well, we went to the Lolly
Shop and waited until Nathan and Davo arrived." He paused to wipe his mouth with the back of his
hand.

"So they did steal something?" Tracey's eyes
sparkled.

"I didn't say that. Just
wait. Okay?" Matthew glared at his sister.
"They both went into the shop. Kevin stayed
outside, watching. I followed Nathan and he sort
of darted from one spot to another. I'm sure he
put something in the inside pocket of his
jacket. It's one of those ones with pockets everywhere. A bomber
jacket. Really cool..."

"Tell the story please,
Matthew," said Tracey sternly to her
brother.

"I'm tellin' it! Well, I
sort'f followed him towards the counter to
see what he did. He put a bar down and took some money out of his pocket. It all looked normal."
Matthew shrugged his shoulders.

"So you didn't really catch
him stealing, did you?" asked
Tracey.

"Not really..." Matthew stopped short
again.

"Go on Matt, tell the rest
of the story," urged Kevin. "Well," said
Matthew, "I left the shop after Nathan, and then Mr. Smith called me back. He asked me what I
wanted to buy! I said `nothin'...." Matthew's lips
felt dry. He gulped another mouthful of
lemo.

"So, what's wrong with
that?" Krystal felt concerned about
Matthew's sad expression.

"He told me someone was
pinchin' stuff at his shop, and he was
watching me." Matthew gulped another mouthful. Lemo spilled down his chin onto his school
shirt.

"So I went into the shop and
bought a drink - lemo. But Matt's really a
hero. He found this!" said Kevin as he took
a small roll of paper out of his pocket.

"Matt, that's great!"
exclaimed Krystal. She could not bear to
see Matthew's face looking so sad.

"Might be," replied Matthew.
"Who cares. Mr. Smith thinks I'm a low life
now."

"Don't worry, he'll soon
find out you're not. Let's see what you
found." Tracey moved closer to read the note.

Kevin shone his torch on the
writing. "Can't make it out. It's worse
than the first note you girls found."

The four children cluttered
around the note. Surely it was the next clue! Kevin kept the light
on the piece of paper.

It read: SEllout, VEry fiNe
FOrds, yoUR TradE caN stash your CAsh.
Don't delay, REep sWeet gAins foR all
Deals.

"I know. I know! It's like
the other message. Look at the strange way
the capital letters are!" exclaimed Tracey."Sure are strange. Nearly looks like my writing."
Kevin grinned at Matthew, trying to cheer him
up.

"Look, we could be on to
something. Quiet please! Krystal
admonished, "we're trying to think!"

"I just can't believe it!"
said Matthew, after a moment's silence.

Three heads turned to Matthew.

"That man nearly said 'Stop
thief . I felt really shamed out," said
Matthew sadly. "I never want to go to that shop again! Never!"

"Don't worry Matt, you got
the most important thing...the next clue!
When the truth is revealed, Mr. Smith'll
want your autograph - and he might give you free `koula' for a year!" said Krystal encouragingly.
She felt furious inside, and longed more
than ever to find out what those boys were
up to.

Tracey was busy circling the
capital letters. Kevin was helping.

"Got it!" Tracey exclaimed,
writing down the capitals. SEVEN FOUR TEN
CAD REWARD

Tracey read the words. "I
wonder what it means?" "Well, it could mean
that they meet either at seven, four or ten," Kevin
suggested.

"So far it's been at four.
Maybe we could try a different time,"
Tracey reminded the others.

"If four is the usual time
they meet maybe we should stick to that,"
Kevin suggested.

"Or seven," said Krystal.
"But that's a bad time to getaway from the
house. We always have our family Bible time
then. But maybe we could take turns to come on different days at different times."

"So, how can we decide?"
Tracey puzzled aloud. "Ten o'clock at
night," Matthew mumbled.

"Ten at night! Why then?" questioned
Tracey.

"Well, didn't Nathan and
Davo say they should be in bed. It can't be
four! Seven's a bit early, so it must be ten," concluded Matthew.

"Matt's right. They did say
something about being in bed. It has to be
ten at night," Krystal agreed.

Tracey yawned, "Gosh, surely it can't be ten
at night. I feel tired thinking about going out at ten at
night!"

"Well, what do you guys
think?" Krystal asked, staring at the
solemn faces. "Ten at night or not?"

"That's what I said. Ten
o'clock at night." Matthew nodded.

"I agree with Matt," said Kevin.

"Okay. But which night? I
don't want to come here every night. We'll have to choose one
night," Tracey added.

"Didn't that Chevy guy say
something about a Wednesday," said Kevin,
thinking hard.

"Yes - come to think of it -
he did mention Wednesday. So, who wants to
come on Wednesday night? It sounds like the
best night." Krystal felt excited.

"Wednesday!" Matthew nodded.

"I don't want to miss out. I
probably wouldn't sleepanyway. I'll come if
you do, Krystal," said Tracey.

"I wouldn't miss it for the
world!" replied Kystal We're all
in...great! Now, if the ten means ten o'clock, then what do the other two numbers mean?"

"Maybe you add them up," Matthew
suggested.

"Eleven. So what would eleven mean?" said
Kevin.

"We might find out on
Wednesday. I think we should get here a bit
earlier if we can. What about half past nine?" asked Krystal, putting her lolly wrapper into
her bag.

"It seems so late. And what
about the 'Cad' bit?" Tracey asked as
everyone moved to leave. "D'you think he's
the special guest?"

"Could be,"answered Krystal.

"Find out Wednesday," yodeled Matthew.

"Wednesday, at night,"
choruses joined in. The four could not help
feeling excited about their coming adventure.

"I'd better go back through
the cupboard," said Matthew, having gotten
over his earlier depression. "I want to
collect that piece of timber and put some hinges
and a handle on it."

"Yes, and we'd better make
sure we haven't left anything lying
around," Tracey reminded the others, as they crawled back along the rafters to the
cupboard.

~~~~Chapter Nineteen~~~~

A Dark Adventure

Krystal, Kevin, Tracey and
Matthew agreed to work hard on Wednesday at
school, so that they might not get any homework. They also agreed they would get to bed early,
and set their alarms to wake up again at nine that
night. They could hardly wait for Wednesday
to come.

On Wednesday evening, Steve
Cormack said he wanted to attend the prayer
meeting at the church. "Is that okay with
you, Darling." He looked at his wife Maureen.

Mrs. Cormack nodded. "That's
fine. I'll just put this little one to
bed," she said, as she firmly held Kathy, who had fallen asleep on her lap during the Bible
reading.

"Do you want a hand with her?" Steve Cormack
asked.

"No, it's fine. She's still
small enough for me to handle. You go on to
the meeting." Mrs. Cormack gently brushed a
golden lock off Kathy's angelic face. "She looks so beautiful when she's sleeping; reminds me of
Krystal at the same age," she
whispered.

Steve Cormack smiled. "You
children should be asleep when I come home,
so I'll say goodnight now." He turned
towards Krystal and Kevin as he put his warm jacket on. "It's a bit cool tonight."

"Night, Dad," the two said
quietly, so as not to disturb Kathy.

"I'm off to bed too, Mum,"
Krystal added, yawning."Oh, that's unusual for you. Have you done
all your homework?" Mrs. Cormack asked,
rising and placing Kathy against her
shoulder.

"I didn't have any." Krystal stretched and
looked away from her Mum. Why did she feel guilty?

"I may as well go to bed
too." Kevin rubbed his eyes and looked at
Krystal.

"Well, it'll do you both
good to have an early night. I'm a bit tired myself looking at all
the sleepy people around here. Kevin, could
you please turn Kathy's doona cover down
for me," Mrs. Cormack asked as she headed towards the little pale pink coloured bedroom at the
end of the passage.

Kevin hurried to help.

Both children gave their Mum
a goodnight kiss and headed for their
room.

"Remember to have a quiet
time with the Lord," Mrs. Cormack reminded
the two.

Krystal sat in bed reading
the Psalms. She found it difficult to
concentrate as she read. She loved the Book of Psalms; however, tonight her mind seemed unsettled.
She felt strange knowing she was going to leave
home without telling her parents; the thought really
bothered her. The others probably felt the
same, she concluded.

Maybe they should leave a
note or something, in case
 their
parents missed them, Krystal mused. She hated to

think they might be worried. That would be terrible!
She
 flipped the pages of her Bible
over to Psalm twenty-three.She began to
read the Psalm. She had memorised it a couple of months ago. Though I walk
through the Valley of the Shadow of Death,
I will fear no evil..., she read. The words
made her feel uneasy. She hopped out of bed and took a pencil and notepad from her back pack.

Dear Mum,
she wrote.

Sorry we could not tell you but

we are going to the old Queenslander

on Underwood Road.

Something bad is going on. We had to go!

Love Krystal.

Krystal sighed as she tucked
the note under her bedside lamp. She hopped
back into bed and snuggled under the covers; somehow she felt a bit better now. She closed
her eyes. She could see Tracey's smiling face in
her mind, her dark eyes dancing, then
Matthew's solemn face with drips running
down his chin. She wondered what they were
doing right now?

Tracey was lying in bed, staring at the
ceiling.

Matthew was sleeping. He was
tired after taking the dog for a walk. He
left it up to his sister to wake him up on time.

A moment later, it seemed,
Krystal could hear her alarm under her
pillow. It sounded loud in her ear. She quickly reached under the
pillow and turned it off. "Noisy thing!" she muttered, glaring at
the round face. Her bedside light was still
on. She blinked at the bright light and rubbed her eyes. After a moment she leapt out of bed
quietly.She had put her long nightie over
her outdoor clothes and was ready to go as
soon as the nightie was dragged over her
head.

Krystal reached under the bed and grabbed
her

joggers. She pushed her
nightie and a pillow under the blankets and
stuck her brown teddy bear just under the top sheet. Surveying the shape, she thought it looked
just like her, well almost! She flicked the
light off.

Krystal wondered if her dad
had come home from the prayer meeting. She
hoped they'd not meet him on the way out.
She could hear Kevin moving around his room.

She wished Kevin would hurry
up and join her as she quietly opened and
closed her bedroom door.

As if he had heard Krystal's
thoughts, Kevin's door gave a creak and
Krystal could hear a slight squeaking of floorboards as he moved along the hallway.

Krystal turned as he came behind her.

They both headed for the
front door. Suddenly they heard a car. They stopped and waited. The
headlights shone through the lounge-room
window.

The two looked at each other
thinking the same thought. They knew it was
their dad returning from the prayer
meeting. They stood still for a moment. The garage door opened and then closed with a slight
thud.

"Now!" whispered Krystal,
heading towards the front door. Dad should come up the back stairs,
as he usually did. They stood near the
door, waiting, until they could hear Steve
Cormack unlocking the back door. Krystalimmediately opened the front door and the two hurried
through and drew it shut with a click.

They quietly ran down the
front steps and hid behind a bush and
waited. A light went on in the house.

"Let's go," said Krystal,
heading towards the grassy pathway in front
of the house.

Kevin followed silently.

The two moved speedily along
the pathway away from the house, not even
glancing back. It seemed like ages before
they reached the corner where Krystal and Tracey
met every morning.

Krystal stopped almost
automatically. Her heart was beating fast;
she could hear her brother breathing heavily.

They paused for a moment to
catch their breaths, then hurried along the
street towards the old Queenslander. They
could hear a couple of dogs barking as they made
their way along the familiar paths.

As they neared the old
Queenslander they slowed down a bit. It was
darker in this part of town. New houses were being built in the
distance, but except for Mrs. Potter,
nobody could see the front of the old Queenslander from here.

The two arrived at the house
and leaped quickly up the steps.

Krystal pushed open the
front door. Everything looked black. She
hesitated a moment. It was strange going into such blackness, and she knew it would be even darker in the
attic.Kevin was right behind. The two
groped their way towards the room with the
cupboard. Kevin shone his torch into the
cupboard as he pulled the door open.

Two scared faces looked at them.

Tracey dropped her torch.
"Give me a fright, why don't you?" she
exclaimed crossly as she bent to pick it up.

"Sorry." Kevin shone his
torch on Matthew, who was peering through
the hole in the ceiling, with a hammer in his hands.

"Don't crowd me. I'm fixin'
this door thing," said Matthew, putting the
last little screw into its place on the hinge. "Tracey, shine the torch. I can't see what I'm
doin'," he whinged.

Tracey flashed her torch on the ceiling of
the cupboard.

Kevin and Krystal decided to
wait a few moments before climbing into the
cupboard. All they could hear was the
graunching noise of the screwdriver and a few sighs.

"Did you leave something in
the bed in case Dad looks in?" Krystal
looked at her brother.

"Yeah. I chucked a few
trucks and cars under the blanket, and my
bulldozer," Kevin replied.

"What! Cars and trucks, and a bulldozer;
sounds like a wrecking yard!" Krystal exclaimed.

Kevin shrugged his
shoulders. "It looked just like a body to
me."

Matthew leapt down and shone
his torch at his finished work. The four
looked upwards, admiring their new entry.

"Can I try it?" Kevin asked.

"If you want." Matthew wiped his brow.

"Yeah, you go up, Kevin and
Tracey; it's best we split up, just in
case," said Krystal.

"Why me?" asked Tracey. I'd like to stay with
you.

"No. It's better if Kevin
and Matthew split," Krystal continued,
"otherwise they'll be too noisy. And if you stay with Matthew you'll just argue about everything.
It's safer up there," she added,
encouragingly.

"Fair enough. Will we take
the bags up too?" Tracey asked.

"Yeah, do that," Krystal replied.

Matthew shone his torch on
the ceiling of the cupboard as Kevin
reached up.

Kevin pushed the flap open
and grabbed the edge of the opening.

Krystal handed Kevin all their bags.

Tracey then leapt up and
grabbed the ledge; Krystal caught her legs
and gave her a push up.

Tracey had the most
difficulty getting into the attic from
here, being shorter than the others. Soon her face
beamed down on Matthew and Krystal. "What do we
do now?" she whispered.

"Just wait," Krystal suggested.

"I hear something. Quiet."
Matthew turned his torch off.

Kevin and Tracey closed the
flap of the opening andwaited. It was pitch
black in the attic.

Tracey felt a shiver run
down her spine. She hoped the night would
go quickly.

Matthew and Krystal put
their ears to the cupboard doors.

"They are coming," Matthew
whispered. "I think it's them!" He was
feeling so elated that he forgot to feel scared.

"Be quiet!" Krystal snarled.
She felt relieved that someone was coming,
but really scared at what might happen if
they were discovered.

~~~~Chapter Twenty~~~~

Monster or
Gorilla?

Loud footsteps and voices
came closer. Krystal and Matthew strained
their eyes to see who was coming into the room. A light shone and
Krystal could see the shapes of two boys.
They must be Nathan and Davo, she thought.

Matthew had trouble seeing
through his small crack in the door and
shifted. The cupboard boards creaked.

Krystal froze. She felt like
boxing Matthew's ears. Maybe Tracey should
have stayed in the cupboard. At least she
would have froze with fright and been still, Krystal thought.

Matthew glanced at Krystal
and sensed her annoyance. He bit his lip to
keep quiet.

Nathan and Davo sat on the
floor. They shone their torches on their
hands; they appeared to be reading something. They were quiet for a few moments while
they read.

"Hope this is gonna be worth
it. Mum and Dad will be mad if they find me
missin'," said Nathan. Although he spoke
quietly, the words could be clearly heard in the
crisp night air.

"Me too," Davo admitted.

The lights from a vehicle
shone through cracks in the boarded up
windows. An engine was turned off, and doors closed. Footsteps came briskly
through the house. Nathan and Davo rose to their feet and stood
still.

Two lights were followed by
two figures. They were Chevy and Merc.
Chevy shone the torchlight into the boys'
faces. Both boys put the backs of their hands up to shield their
eyes.

"Attention!" Chevy addressed
the other three. Heels clicked.

Chevy strode up and down the
floor, staring at the two boys. The noise
of his heavy boots going clomp, clomp, was
the only sound to be heard in the stillness of the
night.

Krystal and Matthew did not
even dare turn their heads. They could hear
slight noises above them. Krystal silently
wished Tracey and Kevin would keep still.

Lights from another vehicle
shone through the room. Chevy stopped
marching and turned towards the lights.

"We're getting a very
special visitor. I want you guys to be on
your best..." He stopped speaking as sounds of heavy footsteps came
towards the room.

Everyone seemed frozen in their places.

Two figures entered the
doorway and stopped. One was a tall thin
figure with a hat. on. The other looked like some sort of animal.

"A man and his gorilla?"
Matthew exclaimed under his breath,
stepping back and standing on his torch. His torch
made a cracking sound.

Krystal glared at Matthew in the dark.

~~~~Chapter Twenty-one~~~~

A Noisy Tiger

The tall man shone his torch
over the other five, then stopped at Chevy.
Chevy saluted.

"Good work," was all he
said, then he handed his torch to the
figure that looked like a gorilla. A grunt could be
heard on the dark side of the
torchlight.

The tall man took a packet
out of his inside breast pocket and started
passing around what looked like pieces of
paper.

Nathan shone his torch on
the slip. "One hundred bucks!" he
exclaimed.

"Waw!" Davo exclaimed. "Are these real?"

The tall man laughed a sinister laugh.

Matthew pressed his eye
close to the door and almost lost his
balance. The door creaked.

"What was that?" the tall
man asked, flicking his torch around the
room. The torchlight landed on the cupboard.

Krystal and Matthew could
see a small ray of light through the
cracks. Krystal immediately pushed on the trapdoor above her. For a moment Matthew stared at
Krystal vanishing through the hole; he began to
follow her, then realised his torch was
near his foot.

"My torch!" He leaned down to pick it up.

Suddenly the cupboard door
opened and the inside was filled with
torchlight.

"Get away!" Matthew yelled,
shielding his eyes from the light. Krystal
quickly, but very gently lowered the door
into the ceiling. She felt terrible that Matt had been
caught but instinctively knew it was very
important that the rest of the gang not be
caught as well. She stared at Kevin and
Tracey who were quite frozen with fright.

They all wondered if Matthew
would be forced to tell on them.

"It's a kid!" Merc yelled.
He grabbed Matthew by the arm and yanked
him out of the cupboard.

"Mind my arm, you...you," Matthew
snarled.

"A little tiger," the tall
man exclaimed, shining his torch on
Matthew. "Who are you? What's your name boy?"

"Matt," he mumbled, trying
to wriggle free from Merc's grasp.

"And what, may I ask, are
you doing hiding in there?" The tall man
indicated the cupboard, now open and apparently empty.

Matthew decided to act
'cool'. He stared at Nathan and Davo. "Hi,
guys!"

"Hi!" they mumbled,
surprised. What was Matthew up to, they
wondered. They didn't know he wanted to be friendly.

Matthew continued. "I heard
Nathan and Davo talking at school, and I
think it sounds great. I want to join your gang." Matthew took a deep breath. What else could he
say, he supposed, without giving the others
away?

"Very interesting. Very
interesting!" The tall man turned his gaze
to Nathan and Davo. "Do you two know this
boy?" He flicked the light in their faces.

They nodded "Mere, Chevy,
check this place out to make sure there are
no more boys around here." The tall man
shone his torch around the room as he spoke.

Merc and Chevy immediately
flicked their torches on and started moving
around the house. Merc went right up to the
cupboard and shone his torch inside.

Krystal, Kevin and Tracey
could see rays of light coming and going
through the cracks. They prayed silently.

"Looks like he's alone, Sir
Cad!" Chevy addressed the tall
man.

"Well, we can't take any
chances. We'll have to try him out. Morrie,
tie this fellow up and take him along for now. We'll find out if he can be useful or not." Cad
spoke to the man who looked like a
gorilla.

Morrie grunted, and went
outside. A few moments later he returned
with some strong looking rope.

Matthew's heart sank. In the
back of his mind he had hoped that maybe he
could line up with his buddies from school,
Nathan and Davo, and get one of those one hundred dollar notes and take things from there.

"Can you two keep a watch
out here for a few hours, and ring me if
there's any trouble?" Cad handed a mobile
telephone to Chevy as he spoke.

Matthew wriggled and made
groaning noises as Morrie tied his wrists
and ankles. He then pulled a large white handkerchief out of his jacket pocket, and tied it
around Matthew's mouth. Matthew growled
through the cloth.

Krystal, Kevin and Tracey
stayed very still in the attic.They had
their ears to the door in the ceiling to try and hear what was going on.

They realised Matthew must
have kept quiet about them and felt
grateful. Still, they could be discovered at any
moment.

How would they get out of
here now without getting caught?

They all wondered what would happen to
Matthew?

~~~~Chapter Twenty-two~~~~

Bumpy Ride

"To the car." Cad addressed
Morrie, who responded with a grunt.
Immediately, much to Matthew's dismay, Morrie lifted him on his shoulders like a sack of
feathers!

Matthew felt terrified. A few moments later
he was thrown into the back seat of a silver coloured car, which
was hidden in the bushy driveway.

As Matthew lay on the seat
he tried to move but the ropes were very
tight. He had remembered to tense his muscles when they were being tied, but somehow he just
could not wriggle free. A tear ran down the bridge
of his nose and he sniffed.

"I think they've taken Matt
to the car," whispered Kevin
softly.

"I'm going down," said
Krystal, moving stealthily along the beams
towards the trapdoor at the back of the house. In a few moments she lifted the opening and
peered down. It seemed quite light outside
compared to inside, and the silver car
glinted in the soft night light.

"Close the trapdoor after
me," whispered Krystal as she quietly and
swiftly slid down the hole.

Kevin and Tracey gazed as she went out of
their view. They quietly put the trapdoor down in its place.

Krystal's heart thumped as
she moved along the shadows of the back
verandah and watched as Morrie headed
towards the front door of the old Queenslander again, grunting as he hobbled along. Although very
scared, she determined to at least try and rescue
Matthew. She climbed silently over the
railing, dropping to the ground. She
crouched for a moment, then crawled towards
the car. As she neared the shining metal, she memorised the registration number which she could just
make out in the soft night light. She moved along
the side of the car and reached up for the
door handle. Quickly she opened the door
and peered inside.

Yes, Matthew was lying on the back seat.

"Shh," said Krystal, as she
pulled the door shut and crouched on the
floor. "It's me!"

Matthew sighed.

Krystal brought her camping
knife out of her jeans pocket and pulled
out the small blade. She felt for the ropes
on Matthew's feet, and began to move the little knife over the
thick ropes.

Suddenly there was the noise
of someone approaching. Krystal ducked down as much under the seats
as possible. The back door of the car was
opened and Morrie threw a red tartan rug
over Matthew. "Co-old," he grunted, as he closed the door again.

"Go!" mumbled Matthew
through the gag tied around his
mouth.

"No," murmured Krystal, "not
yet!" She pulled a piece of the red tartan
rug over her head and once more tried to cut the ropes around Matthew's ankles.

The passenger door was
opened and Cad's frame sunk deeply into the
soft leather seat.

Morrie moved around the
front of the vehicle and got into the
driver's seat. In a moment the engine started purring.

Krystal worked the little
knife even more quickly over the ropes
tying Matthew's feet, but the ropes were very thick. She also found she could hardly breathe under
the rug.

As the car moved, she was
tossed from side to side, so had to stop
cutting the ropes. She didn't want to cut Matthew's legs and have him screaming under his
gag!

They drove for about fifteen minutes Krystal
reckoned.

When the car came to a halt,
the ropes were still not cut through.

The driver's door opened and
Morrie stumbled out. He opened up a garage
door, then jumped back into the driver's
seat and drove the car into a garage.

The two front car doors
opened; Cad and Morrie got out.

Morrie opened the back
passenger door and reached in for Matthew.
He lifted him as though he was a teddy bear. Krystal stayed still under the red rug. "Please
Lord, don't let him pull the rug off,
please...." She closed her eyes and waited,
almost forgetting to breathe.

The door went 'bang' and
Krystal opened her eyes. The rug was still
over her head. She felt like crying. "Thanks Lord," she said, blinking a tear away.

If only she had managed to
cut the ropes from Matthew's feet, he could
have made a run for it. It was too late
now; Krystal sighed. What if something awful happened to him? She couldn't bear to think about
that!

After a few minutes, she
heard the garage door close and the
footsteps disappear.

Krystal pulled the rug from
off her head and looked around, taking a deep breath. It was so
dark in the car she felt that she still had
her eyes closed!

Instinctively, she knew she
should get out of the car before she too
was caught and tied. She tugged her small torch out of her back
jeans pocket and flicked it on.

She shone the light on the
dashboard, searching for a mobile
telephone.

The sound of someone coming
interrupted Krystal's task. She flicked her
torch off and reached for the door handle.
She tumbled out of the car and crawled along the
floor of the garage.

~~~~Chapter Twenty-three~~~~

Nightmare

The garage door opened,
silhouetting the figure of Morrie. Krystal
touched something that smelt like a farm.
It was bales of hay! She pressed herself close to
the hay away from Morrie's torchlight.

He shone the light around
the garage for a moment, then on the car.
He opened the back passenger door and took
something out. It was the red tartan rug! In a moment he was leaving the garage, and the metal bolt
made a bang as it was locked.

Krystal breathed a sign of relief. "Thanks
again Lord!" she whispered.

She knew she had to get out
of the garage, but how, she wondered?

Slowly, she felt her way
around the bales of hay and carefully along
the edge of the garage. Her eyes had adjusted to the darkness and now she could see shadowy
shapes. She touched something cold! Instantly
she withdrew her hand, then realised it
must be a doorknob. She felt for the cold
thing again; sure enough, it was shaped
like a knob.

Krystal held the knob firmly
and turned it. It seemed to move, or was
she imagining things. Her hand felt slippery with perspiration. She picked up the edge of
her shirt under her jacket and placed it
over the knob.

With a creak the door opened
as Krystal turned the knob, pushing against
the door with all her strength. She took a deep breath and pushed
again. The door opened a little more, and
soon there was just enough room for her to
squeeze through. Carefully, Krystal wriggled through
the opening into the brisk night air. She
shivered momentarily, and looked around. It
seemed almost bright outside after being
inside the dark garage.

To Krystal's right there was
a cottage, with three dimly lit windows.
She wondered where Matthew was, and quietly
asked the Lord to look after him. In front of her
and towards her left were some sort of sheds
or outhouses. Her ears picked up a sound
unfamiliar to suburbia, the sound of a
horse neighing! The sound was coming from
the sheds. They must be stables, she thought. That meant they were probably in Burbank or
Mount Cotton.

A large patch of light
appeared on the verandah of the cottage. A
door was opened, and Morrie's shape could be clearly seen.

Krystal quickly moved across
to the shadows of the stables.

Morrie came hobbling along, a light bobbing
in his hand.

Krystal moved inside the
door of one of the stables as he passed by.
She was so close to him she could hear him grunting and breathing heavily.

He stopped a couple of
stalls away and she could hear him mumbling
as he did some chores. After about ten minutes the light bobbed past again and Krystal relaxed
a little.

It felt nice and warm inside
the stable and it had a friendly smell. It
reminded Krystal of her Uncle's farm in Taree, New South Wales. They had visited there a few
years ago, and she had learned to ride a lovely
mare called Nudge.

Krystal sat down on some
soft hay. It felt good to rest for a
moment. She wondered if this horse was friendly like Nudge. She wiggled into the hay. It was a bit
prickly, but warm. She wondered what Kevin and
Tracey were doing. Were they still waiting
for her to return, sitting in the
attic?

Krystal realised she was
very tired. It was too dark to see where
she was exactly. She decided to wait here until daybreak, then find help. She closed her eyes.
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~~~~Chapter Twenty-four~~~~

Who's Next

Kevin and Tracey had waited
for a few minutes, staring at each other
and then at the trapdoor through which Krystal had disappeared. They didn't dare speak. They heard a car
drive off and voices quieten down.

"I'll go," Kevin decided. He lifted the
trapdoor.

Tracey's heart felt like it
fell to her tummy. She would soon be alone.
She didn't stop Kevin as he took his torch and dropped through the hole. She closed the trapdoor
with trembling hands. This was terrible, more
terrible than anything she could have
imagined. First Matthew was gone, then
Krystal, now Kevin. "Oh, Lord, help!" She
bit her lip to stop herself from crying.

Kevin crouched near the box
they used to get up into the attic from
this end. He couldn't see anyone. Maybe they had all left, he wondered, as he darted into the
shadows of the verandah. No, there was a dark
coloured car in the bushes around the front
of the house.

He must get help, he
determined, as he moved slowly along, his
eyes peeled!

He wondered
if Krystal was locked in
the car?

Kevin's eyes scanned the
shiny metal. Suddenly there was a noise
behind him. He stopped. A sharp pain ran through his neck and shoulders. He felt like he was
falling through a dark tunnel until everything
became black and still. Tracey listened carefully, her ear pressed to the
opening of the trapdoor. "Oh, Kevin, don't
get caught," she whispered. A dog howled in
the distance. Everything seemed too quiet,
eerie. It was like everyone who went through the trapdoor just dissolved.

Tracey longed for her soft
bed with its pink doona cover. She always
felt so safe there. She pulled her back pack over and put her head down on it. Surely help would come
soon. What could she do but wait. She closed her eyes and a flood of tears ran over her nose.
"Oh, Lord, help," she sobbed softly.

~~~~Chapter Twenty five~~~~

The Clue

A noise disturbed Tracey's
restless slumber. It sounded like a
scraping sound, like bricks moving? Maybe the fireplace was falling down. "No, she mumbled,"
brushing her hair with her hand, as though she
could brush the horrible thought away. But
where were Matthew, Krystal and Kevin; why
hadn't they returned?

Tracey reached for her
torch, and with bated breath, switched it
on. She shone it on her wristwatch. The pink face lit up. It was nearly six o'clock. "Oh no," she
moaned. She must have slept for hours. What sort
of a friend was she? She felt really
annoyed with herself for being so weak. It was up to her to do
something.

Tracey leaned forward and
cautiously lifted the trapdoor. Her whole
body shook. She felt cold, yet perspiration
rolled down her temple. The dawn light was gently melting the darkness of the night. That made her
feel safer somehow. The scraping noise had stopped
too. Maybe that had only been a possum, she
wished hopefully.

Tracey lowered her back pack
and waited as it landed with a thud.
Nothing happened. Trembling all over, she jumped down next to the back pack. Her legs felt like
jelly as she slowly walked along the verandah. She
could hear her soft steps as she moved. Her
foot struck something! A possum," Tracey mumbled, glancing down. No, the
shape was too big to be a possum. Her heart missed
a beat as she fell on her knees and looked
at the lump on the ground. "Kevin!" She
groaned inwardly. "Oh, Lord, help, please,"
she cried as she very gently shook the motionless figure. "Please Lord, please Lord, let him
be all right."

~~~~Chapter Twenty six~~~~

Seeing Red

Krystal dreamed on.... Her
uncle Brian moved towards her in slow
motion, holding the reins of the grey mare, Nudge. She could see herself running to them. Lass, her
favourite collie dog brushed against her leg as
she moved in what seemed like a
movie.

As she came closer to her
uncle, he was really Matthew. "Matt," she
called, "Matt." Krystal woke up. She realised she had been dreaming. Where was she? Oh,
how she wished she really was on Uncle Brian's
farm, but here she was, lying in a stack of
hay in some strange place. Something
touched Krystal's leg. She quickly brushed
it away. A soft 'whimper' could be heard in the half-darkness. She
had bowled over a tiny possum. Krystal
picked up the little possum and stroked its head.
It trembled. She held it close to keep it warm.
"What are you doing here; you should be with your mum."

Its nose wiggled.

Carefully she stood up,
stroking the little creature as she moved.
"It must have been dropped and fell through one of the holes in the building," Krystal thought. She
decided to put the possum back in the nearest gum
tree, just in case its mother came looking
for it.

Cautiously Krystal crept
through the stable door. She held the
little possum inside her jacket as she crawled along, using the bushes as cover. At
the back of the stable was a gum tree. Carefully
Krystal stood up and then stretched to place the
little possum up on a fork of the tree. It
just sat and stared at her. Krystal longed
to take the little creature with her but she knew this was the best thing to do for now.

A sight of the house and the
memory of her dream reminded Krystal of
Matthew. Was he free now? She must find out
where he was and get him away from those ugly men. The day dawned and soon the sun would be
shining. She had to find Matthew. "Bye Possie,"
she whispered as she turned away. She dared
not look back at its pleading eyes and
twitching nose.

Krystal moved quietly along
the verandah at the back of the house. Her
tummy rumbled. A picture of a bowl of nutty
cereal came to mind. She blinked to remove the thought.

Krystal peered into the
windows as she went. The first window was
so filthy she could not see anything. She moved on. The next window had a blind, so she tried the next.
It was dirty, but one pane of glass was broken. She
looked through the hole. She could see a cupboard
and a bed. She noticed a red tartan rug
over a small shape. "It's the one from the
car," she exclaimed softly.

Under the rug was Matthew,
fast asleep, with the white handkerchief
still tied around his mouth.

Krystal's heart skipped a
beat. "Matt," she called softly.

He
groaned."Matt, it's me, Krystal," she
called again.

Suddenly there was a
shuffling noise. The bedroom door opened,
and Krystal recognised the figure of Morrie. She moved away from the window. After a few minutes,
she heard the bedroom door close.

Krystal moved quietly
towards the broken pane in the window
again. She peeped in and could see Matthew, sitting on the bed. The cloth had been removed from his
mouth and he was eating something brown and mushy
in a dish. Morrie had left the
room.

"Matt," Krystal called out. "It's me,
Krystal."

Matthew looked towards her
voice. He put his dish down, but stayed
sitting. Krystal noticed his legs were still tied.

"He's coming back. Get
help!" he said softly, just as the door
opened and Morrie hobbled in again with a mug in his hand.

Krystal ducked down below the window.

After what seemed like ages,
she heard the bedroom door go 'click'. She
waited a bit longer, then a car started up. Someone was leaving. She quickly dashed to the side of
the house to have a look, but couldn't see who was
inside the car. Like a silver streak it
moved through the bushy driveway and out of
view.

Krystal cautiously crept to
the broken window again and peered inside.
Matthew's hands and mouth were retied and
the tartan rug was partly over his body.

Krystal felt her anger
rising! She jumped off theverandah and
picked up a rock. She climbed up again, pulled the sleeve of her jacket over her hand and
covered the rock. She hit the broken pane
of glass. A splintering sound made Matthew
do a half-flip.

Krystal instantly moved away
from the window and waited. "Someone
must've heard," she whispered. Her heart
bumped loudly. She waited a minute, then, still shaking, but feeling bold, she picked up another rock
and hit the broken pane again.

The sound of splintering
glass made Matthew bury his face in the
tartan rug.

For Krystal, it was a
successful blow. The break was now large
enough for her to put her arm right through and reach the latch on the window. It was stiff, but she
felt very strong even without breakfast. In
a moment the window flew open, and she
climbed through.

~~~~Chapter Twenty-seven~~~~

Riding High

Matthew mumbled as Krystal
took out her camping knife again, and
finished cutting the cords around his feet. The cord was still half cut, where she had started last night. It
seemed like a long time ago now.

In a few minutes the ropes
dropped to the floor, and Matthew kicked
his legs in the air, mumbling happily.

"Hold your horses," Krystal
scolded, then began to cut the ropes on his
hands, and finally the tie around his mouth. "Are you very sore?" she asked, staring at the
red marks on Matthew's wrists.

"Just a bit," Matthew
replied gallantly. "But I wish you'd taken
the thing off my mouth first, 'cause I wanted to say something."

"I did that because I
figured if you had your feet free, you
could make a run for it. It's not much use being able
to yell and do nothing else, is it?" she
reasoned.

"I guess so," Matthew agreed
half-heartedly.

"We'd better get going
before those guys get back," said Krystal,
anxiously looking out the window.

"I think they'll be gone for
a long time, that's why I wanted to say
something. I heard the fellow called Cad book a flight on an aeroplane. I think they left me
here for dead," Matthew
lamented.

"I don't know about that!
There's a horse in the stables. They
wouldn't just go and leave the poor thing, wouldthey?" Krystal wondered.

"Yeah, their horse is
probably more important to them than me.
Morrie will probably come back. What do we do now?" Matthew asked, walking stiffly around the
room, getting used to his leg's movements
again.

"I wonder if they have a
telephone here?" Krystal looked around the
room. "Where did he make the telephone call
from?"

"He used one of those mobile
jobs." Matthew scanned the room as he
spoke. He turned the knob of the bedroom door. It was locked. "Looks like they definitely left
me for dead. It's a good thing you came
along," he said as he pushed against the
door with his shoulder.

The door wouldn't move.

"We'd better leave the same
way I came in!" Krystal began to climb
through the opened window.

Matthew followed as she
leapt outside onto the verandah. "Now
what?" he asked looking around at the lovely bush setting. "It's a nice place, real bushy. I
wonder where we are?"

"I'm not sure, but it's not
too far away from home. The drive was about
fifteen minutes, so we should be able to find our way back again." Krystal was already climbing
up the large mango tree next to the verandah.
"I'll have a look from up here," she yelled down.

In a few minutes she leapt
down again. "It's very thick bush. I think
we might have to do a little bit of riding. I hope the horse is friendly!" She began to make her way
towards the stables.

"Hey, wait, someone's
coming," said Matthew, as he grabbed
Krystal's arm.

The two crouched down behind the nearest
bush.

"Over there!" said Matthew,
nodding his head towards some scrub near
the house.

"Must be Morrie," Krystal
whispered. Quickly she felt around for a
stone. She picked up one as big as the palm of her hands. "This'll do," she said. She half-stood,
then flung the stone as far as she could.
They heard a rustle in the scrub as it
landed about ten metres away on the opposite side to the figure of what they thought was
Morrie.

"Look over there!" Something
large was moving through the bush. "It's
not Morrie!" said Matthew happily, "it's
just a kangaroo!"

Krystal stood up, relieved.

"Krysty, I don't get it. Why
did you throw that stone over
there."

"To cause a distraction of
course," she replied sharply. "If it had
been Morrie he would have gone over there while we made it to the stable. Well, we'd better get a
move on. Our parents will be getting up, and
there'll be terrible trouble when they find
out we're missing." She moved faster
towards the stable as she spoke.

Matthew had to jog to keep up with her.

As they reached the horse
she jerked her head and neighed. "Wonder
what's its name? Hello Nudge,"Krystal
raised her hand to pat the animal. The horse moved away.

"I heard Cad call her
'Dilly'," said Matthew excitedly. "Sorry
Dilly; I'm a bit silly," said Krystal, still holding

her hand out. They laughed. It felt good to
laugh.

Dilly made a soft neighing sound, and moved
towards

Krystal.

"It must be her name!"
Krystal exclaimed. She patted Dilly's neck.
Dilly relaxed. "Would you like to take two children for a ride, Dilly?" Krystal asked the
horse.

"But there's no saddle
here," objected Matthew, looking around.
How can we stay on?"

"We'll ride bareback, and
just hang on. Well, it's either ride or
walk." Krystal had made up her mind. She was already looking forward to the experience.

"I don't suppose they have a spare bicycle?"
Matthew asked, standing back and waiting as Krystal opened the
half-door.

"I don't think so. Come on
Dilly," Krystal coaxed. "Stay still," she
commanded, as she scrambled up on the horse's back.

She looked down at Matthew.
He looked small. "There's a good view from
here. Come on, I'll give you a hand." She
stretched her hand towards Matthew.

In a few moments Matthew was
sitting behind Krystal and hanging on with
all his might.

"It feels great being up
here. The whole world looks like it's
waking up," Matthew looked with awe towardsthe rising sun.

"Okay, let's go for a ride,"
said Krystal, giving Dilly a gentle kick
with her heels.

Matthew hung on tightly to
Krystal as they bounced along.

Had Tracey and Kevin gotten
help? Had they made it home? Krystal
wondered, as Dilly cantered along the dusty
track.
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~~~~Chapter
Twenty-eight~~~~

Blue Goo

Tracey bent over Kevin's
still form, listening for his breathing and
heartbeat. "Kevin," she whispered, "it's me, Tracey. Are you okay?"

He groaned.

Tracey burst out crying with relief.

"My neck...it hurts," Kevin moaned, opening
his eyes and staring at Tracey. "What happened?" he questioned.

"I was going to ask you
that!" she replied, pulling a hankie out of
her pocket and blowing her nose. "We'd better get you to a doctor, and try and make it to the
police," said Tracey, with a confidence she was
far from feeling.

"Let's go then!" said Kevin,
attempting to rise, and crumbling to the
ground again.

"Let me help," insisted
Tracey. "My mum's a nurse, you know. I
might be a nurse one day too!"

She put her arm under
Kevin's shoulder and he managed to get to
his feet.

Tracey hung her back pack on
her left shoulder, and she supported Kevin
with her right arm and shoulder. "There's a
light on at Mrs. Potter's place. If we can just make it across the road, we'll ask her for help,"
Tracey said encouragingly.

Somehow Tracey felt very
strong as they hobbled across the road. She
hoped Mrs. Potter was up, and had not just
left a light on by mistake. In a few minutes they
were knocking on Mrs. Potter's door.

"Who is it?" a voice said from behind the
door.

"It's Kevin and me, Tracey Roberts! We need
help," Tracey replied.

The door opened about ten
centimetres. It was held by a short chain.
Part of Mrs. Potter's nose, mouth and one eye stared through the opening. She undid the chain and opened
the door.

"What on earth happened?"
She dropped the wooden rolling pin in her
hand and reached out to help Kevin. She
ushered them into the kitchen and sat Kevin down on
a wooden chair with a floral cushion. The kitchen
light was dim.

"I knew something was going
on. I saw you children going into that old
place. Not good, I thought, not good!"

She brought a glass of blue
coloured liquid out of the fridge. "Drink
this." She shoved the glass near Kevin's lips.

He sipped cautiously.

"Mrs. Potter, would you mind
if we rang the police. There's something
really bad going on," Tracey requested.

"I'm sorry, child, I don't
have one of those fancy telephones. When we
were growing up we never needed those sorts of things. Out at
Birdsville we just visited the post office
once a week to get all the local news. Things have changed since then...," her voice trailed
on."Don't worry, I'll run to the police
station. It'll be quicker than a telephone.
Will you take care of Kevin then?" Tracey
asked, turning to leave.

"I'll take good care of the
lad, to be sure," she replied, coaxing
Kevin to drink more of the blue goo. "Now, young man, where do you hurt?" she queried, eyeing
Kevin all over.

Tracey glanced at the old
house as she exited from Mrs. Potter's
place. She started running towards the police station, then halted.

"The scraping sound...that's
it!" Tracey turned back towards the old
Queenslander. She raced across the road and
ran up the steps, heading straight for the fireplace
room. The room looked eerie in the early
morning gloom. Her eyes scanned the
fireplace. She started counting, "One, two,
three, four,...two, three,

four...here...no! Five, six,
seven. One,...three, four, here!" Highly
excited, she placed her hand on the fourth brick. "Please, let this
be it...yes!"

In a few moments, she was
running towards the police station again.
Tracey felt like she could fly, she was so elated. It was worth it to waste a few minutes going
back to the old Queenslander. She pushed
open the door and stood in front of a desk,
breathless.

A sandy haired policeman
stared at her over his paperwork. "Good
morning young lady. You're an early bird.
What can we do for you?" he asked casually, as though young girls came running into the police station at;ix
thirty every morning.

"There's something bad going
on. It's to do with tht Did Queenslander up
the road. My friends and I...,' Tracey
stopped to take a breath. She felt very flustered
Where should she start with the story?

"First of all, sit down over
here and we'll take you name and address.
After that, you can tell me what it you
want to say." The friendly man smiled at Tracey an( Dulled up a
swivel chair next to his desk.

Tracey sat down, and after
giving her name and address began to tell
her story from the beginning of their adventure at the old Queenslander!

~~~~Chapter Twenty-nine~~~~

Bush Track

"Where are we?" Matthew
looked over Krystal's shoulder. "I'm
getting sore," he complained.

"Well, I've never been here
before either," Krystal retorted. She had
looked and looked as they rode, but nothing
seemed familiar. "Wait, I can hear something." She pulled on Dilly's mane to stop her for a
moment.

Dilly gladly stopped and
munched a small tuft of grass at the side
of the track.

"It's a car!" said Matthew
excitedly. "Someone's coming." He almost
lost his balance trying to look around
him.

"Well, there must be a road
near here. C'me on Dilly, this way,"
Krystal said, urging the horse along, kicking the beast gently with her the heels of her joggers.

The horse raised its head
and cantered in the direction of the
noise.

The track led to a narrow bitumen road.

"Look, there's a signpost."
Krystal headed Dilly in the direction of
the tee intersection. Police Driving
Centre, Krystal read. "Terrific, let's go."
She gave Dilly a sound kick and the horse
started galloping.

Krystal hung on to the
horse's neck and Matthew hung on to
Krystal.

"I c-a-a-n't st-a-a-y on
much lon-ger," Matthew screamed through the
jolts.

"Just hang on," yelled
Krystal, tightening her grip. "Whoa whoa,"
she called to Dilly. After a few moments the horse slowed down. They were in a clearing with a
building to their right.

"You're not silly, Dilly,"
said Krystal, patting the horse's neck. The
two slid off the animal, glad to be on the
ground again.

"This is it. Burbank Police
Driving School." Krystal read the sign.
"Let's see if someone's here." She was already heading towards the front of the building.

Matthew followed stiffly.

"It must be a bit too early,
the whole place is locked up," said
Krystal, peering through the glass doors. "Maybe we should try a bit further down the road."

"I think we should wait." Matthew felt too
sore to ride any more.

"Well, I hope we don't have
to wait too long. If Morrie comes back to
the house and finds you and Dilly gone, they'll be after us, for sure," said Krystal, checking
her wrist watch.

"Maybe we should keep goin'
then," said Matthew, rubbing his legs. He
certainly didn't want to be tied up again.

Just then they heard the sound of a car close
by.

"Quick, get behind the building. It might be
Morrie,"

said Krystal, darting around
the back of the building. Matthew
followed.

"What about Dilly?" Matthew
asked, "She sure lookssix thirty every
morning.

"There's something bad going
on. It's to do with the old Queenslander up
the road. My friends and I...," Tracey
stopped to take a breath. She felt very flustered. Where should she
start with the story?

"First of all, sit down over
here and we'll take your name and address.
After that, you can tell me what it is you
want to say." The friendly man smiled at Tracey and
pulled up a swivel chair next to his
desk.

Tracey sat down, and after
giving her name and address, began to tell
her story from the beginning of their adventure at the old Queenslander!

"Don't worry, I'll run to
the police station. It'll be quicker than a
telephone. Will you take care of Kevin then?" Tracey asked, turning to leave.

"I'll take good care of the
lad, to be sure," she replied, coaxing
Kevin to drink more of the blue goo. "Now, young man, where do you hurt?" she queried, eyeing
Kevin all over.

Tracey glanced at the old
house as she exited from Mrs. Potter's
place. She started running towards the police station, then halted.

"The scraping sound...that's
it!" Tracey turned back towards the old
Queenslander. She raced across the road and
ran up the steps, heading straight for the fireplace
room. The room looked eerie in the early
morning gloom. Her eyes scanned the
fireplace. She started counting, "One, two,
three, four,...two, three,

four...here...no! Five, six,
seven. One,...three, four, here!" Highly
excited, she placed her hand on the fourth brick. "Please, let this
be it...yes!"

In a few moments, she was
running towards the police station again.
Tracey felt like she could fly, she was so elated. It was worth it to waste a few minutes going
back to the old Queenslander. She pushed
open the door and stood in front of a desk,
breathless.

A sandy haired policeman
stared at her over his paperwork. "Good
morning young lady. You're an early bird.
What can we do for you?" he asked casually, as though young girls came running into the police station
atobvious."

"If it is Morrie he might
think the horse bolted, or something like that. We'll just stay
hidden." Krystal sounded very sure of what
they should do, so Matthew was satisfied
for now.

A big white car with blue lights on the roof
pulled up in a dust cloud.

"It's the police," Matthew exclaimed
grinning.

"Let's just wait and make
sure it is the police," said Krystal
cautiously.

The two waited as a tall
policeman got out of the car and just
stared at Dilly, who had found some nice flowers
to eat.

"Oh, oh...Dilly's eating the
garden!" Krystal whispered to Matthew.
"We'll be in trouble again. Come on, let's face the music." Krystal came out from behind the
building. The policeman saw her
immediately.

"Is this beast yours?" he
questioned in a rather angry tone.

Krystal tried to act casual.
"No, actually we borrowed it. Her name's
Dilly. She belongs to a couple of crooks." Krystal kept trying to push Dilly away from the flowers
as she spoke.

"And who are you then?" the
policeman asked. "And who's your friend,"
he queried, spotting Matthew peeping from
behind the building.

"I'm Krystal, and that's
Matthew; he was kidnapped!" Krystal added
in a dramatic tone. The policeman's
eyebrows shot up. "I see; let's tie that horse up somewhere and go inside. I'd like to hear
more," he added, returning to the car and bringing
out a long rope.
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~~~~Chapter
Thirty~~~~

The Plan

"So you reckon there'll be a
robbery today?" Sergeant Livingstone spoke
to Tracey as she sipped a hot drink and crunched a biscuit in her teeth. It was good to eat and
drink something.

"I sure do. It'll be at that
jewellery store at Arndale, the one called
'Rocks'. See, that's what the message said."

She placed the paper in
front of the sergeant, who read it aloud:
"ROles royce for kiCKS bargains GALORE AT ARNDALE STORE DON'T BE LATE AT 8:00 BIG BIKKIES to be made on
all LATER model cars."

"If you say so," said the
sergeant as he picked up the 'phone and
telephoned the message to some of his crew. He replaced the receiver.

Just then the telephone
rang. Sergeant Livingstone picked it up "A
girl and a boy, and a horse, mmm...sounds
interesting. We've got another young lass here, and there's another
boy who's been hurt apparently. He's at
Mrs. Potter's. Yes, there's an ambulance on its way. The girl says there's something going on at the
Arndale Centre today. Could be right too!...Yes,
there's been a lot of robberies lately. We're checking it out,
just in case."

The sergeant put the 'phone
down and looked at Tracey, who was almost
jumping out of her seat.

"Krystal and Matthew...have
they found them?" she asked. Tears swelled
in her eyes. "Are they okay?"

"They're fine, just fine.
The boy's a bit sore from being tied up,
but he'll live. They'll be here shortly," Sergeant Livingstone
added casually.

Tracey's face shone with relief.

~~~~Chapter Thirty-one~~~~

Reunion

It was just after eight that
morning, and the little police station at
Underwood was crammed with people.

Krystal and Matthew had
arrived safely from the police driving
centre, with the policeman.

Kevin had recovered
surprisingly quickly with Mrs. Potter's
blue goo, and had been brought to the police station by an ambulance officer and a policewoman.

Mr. Cormack and Mr. and Mrs
Roberts had come to collect their
children.

Krystal was glad that her
mother had not come. They would have all
cried too much, she reasoned.

The telephone rang! The
whole room was quiet as the sergeant
listened. "How many? Two got away you say. Yes! Keep up the good work. I'll be in touch." He put the
'phone down.

"You were one hundred per
cent right, young lady," said the sergeant,
addressing Tracey. "There was a planned robbery at the jewellery store at Arndale. The police
arrived just as they were in the act. They caught
two boys and two older boys, but they were
clean, apparently decoys! Two got away in a
silver car. They're having a bit of a chase
right now. They'll keep in touch." He beamed at Tracey in admiration.

"Matt, didn't you say that
Cad booked an aeroplane flight?" Krystal
reminded Matthew."Hey, yeah, that's what I
heard." Matthew fixed his eyes on the
sergeant.

"That right?" said Sergeant
Livingstone, picking up the telephone again
and informing the squad. He put the telephone down. "Well, all we can do for now is wait
and see. Anyone for
a cuppa?" he asked, ringing a little bell on his desk.

~~~~Chapter Thirty-two~~~~

Success at Last

It was ten o'clock before
the children could leave the police
station. They all felt exhausted by then.

At about nine o'clock, the
man nick-named Cad had been caught just as
his 'plane was about to leave.

After a thorough search, the
police found a haul of precious jewels in
his possession.

Morrie had escaped in the
silver car which had been found abandoned
near the bush house. The police were still
looking for him.

"What about Dilly?" Krystal
asked. "What'll happen to her
now?"

"Well, we do have some facilities for horses
and some keen horse lovers. I'm sure she'll be well taken care of,"
Sergeant Livingstone reassured Krystal.

Krystal was also curious as
to how Tracey got the final clue.

Tracey beamed as she told of
her discovery. "Well, I heard scratching
noises earlier, and I worked it out that it was the sound of bricks moving. I realised it was the
brick fireplace and checked it out. There was a
scratched number one on a brick near the
floor, so I counted the number seven up and
four across, the two other numbers on the
last message, remember?" Tracey looked at the interested
expressions around her. "Sure enough, there was a message behind a brick. Simple!" she added for
emphasis.

"But, Trace, how did you
know the message would still be there? What
if the boys got there before you!" Krystal
asked, with a puzzled expression.

"Yeah, how'd you know that? Kevin
queried.

"Well, I didn't really. I
guess they were supposed to come early and
pick up the clue. I was just a bit too early for them; I think the
Lord helped there!" Tracey replied.

"I think so. But how would
they know what the clue was if you took the
coded message?" Krystal asked, still puzzled.

"Oh, there were actually two
slips of paper with the same message. I
only took one!" Tracey replied.

"I've got a smart sister!"
exclaimed Matthew, with new
admiration.
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~~~~Chapter Thirty-three~~~~

Home at Last

Mrs. Cormack hugged her two
children over and over. "Kevin, you'd
better take it easy. Does your head hurt?" "Just a bit," Kevin replied solemly.

"Krystal, Kevin, she cried,
tears streaming down her cheeks. "I nearly
fainted when I found trucks and a teddy bear in your beds this morning. You gave me a terrible
fright. I was so glad to get Krystal's note. I
showed it to your dad immediately. He rang
the police straight away. I just prayed and
prayed you would be all right." She hugged
Krystal and Kevin again. "Praise God, he answered my prayers."

"We're sorry to cause you
trouble, Mum." Krystal put her arms around her mother's shoulders.
"We wanted to tell you, but we just
couldn't. I'm really sorry that you were
worried! I really am," she repeated.

"We should have adventures
more often," said Matthew, helping himself
to a large piece of freshly baked chocolate
cake.

"At least the food is better
here. Poor Matthew, having to eat that
brown stuff. What was it anyway Matt?" Krystal questioned.

"That! It was only chocolate
ice cream; it was delicious!" He
grinned.

Krystal's mouth dropped
open. "Maybe we should have another
adventure then.""I don't know about that. I
was worried out of my mind when my two
weren't in their cosy beds this morning," said Mrs. Roberts, shaking her head.

Maureen Cormack nodded in
agreement. "I agree with you Pam, and I
think you've all had enough for now, I mean
adventures." Mrs. Cormack smiled, passing around
the plate of fluffy chocolate cake. "Did you find
out what'll happen to Nathan and David?"
she asked, helping herself to a small piece
of cake.

"I talked with the principal
this morning. I think they'll be suspended
from school until the whole matter gets sorted out. Nathan's mother was going to do some home
schooling with him for a while this term. David's
family are moving back to Adelaide soon,"
Pam Roberts replied, brushing a few
chocolate cake crumbs off her chin.

Patches the cat waited near
the doorway. She came to investigate the
fallen crumbs.

"I hope the possum'll be okay," said
Krystal,

remembering the special stare the little
possum gave her.

"What possum?" asked Tracey, suddenly interested.

"I found a baby possum at the old stables. It
was so

cute. It wiggled its nose at me." Krystal
smiled.

"So, where is it now?" asked Mrs Cormack,
already

wondering if she might find
a possum in one of the beds. "I put it in a
tree for its mother. Maybe we should go

back and make sure it's okay," Krystal
added.

"You did the best thing for
a little possum. The mother would have come
looking for it sooner or later. Thepolice
are checking the place out, so I might just ask them
to check it out for you." Mrs. Cormack smiled at
her daughter. "The main thing now is that
you children get lots of rest, so you're
nice and fresh for the school camp coming
up."

"I nearly forgot about the
camp!" exclaimed Krystal, glancing at
Tracey.

"A boring camp," said the
two girls in unison, and then giggled.

the End for now!

Watch out for their next exciting adventure,
The Mystery at Mount Tamborine, where the Gum Tree Gang have a huge
task to find out who is trying to flatten their convention centre
and if the humungous Pterodactyl will fly?

tmp_f995bbf051ab8e1be0dad0111770e61c_JoH5uB_html_1fba88a4.png





tmp_f995bbf051ab8e1be0dad0111770e61c_JoH5uB_html_m564093eb.png





tmp_f995bbf051ab8e1be0dad0111770e61c_JoH5uB_html_m297cece6.png





tmp_f995bbf051ab8e1be0dad0111770e61c_JoH5uB_html_m489e81eb.png





tmp_f995bbf051ab8e1be0dad0111770e61c_JoH5uB_html_m11740d3d.png





tmp_f995bbf051ab8e1be0dad0111770e61c_JoH5uB_html_7a5f728c.png





tmp_f995bbf051ab8e1be0dad0111770e61c_JoH5uB_html_a42f2c4.png





tmp_f995bbf051ab8e1be0dad0111770e61c_JoH5uB_html_m319eba72.jpg





tmp_f995bbf051ab8e1be0dad0111770e61c_JoH5uB_html_11fe737b.png





tmp_f995bbf051ab8e1be0dad0111770e61c_JoH5uB_html_444f1510.png





tmp_f995bbf051ab8e1be0dad0111770e61c_JoH5uB_html_m6102aaeb.png
(AT o oy

P iy
e K 3






cover.jpg
ol

AFy
‘ -lEMa igaeel tenrych
> <






