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CHAPTER ONE
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Luke Mills opened his eyes after a very peaceful nights sleep. The ceiling he is staring at is a lot different from his bedroom at home. It's high, nearly fourteen feet above the polished wooden floor, with intricate plaster-work. A grand chandelier hangs in the middle, its brass arms holding dozens of candle-shaped bulbs. Along the edges, where the ceiling meets the walls, a decorative cornice runs around the perimeter. In some corners, the plaster has cracked slightly, giving a hint at the old mansion’s long history. The house belongs to Luke’s Uncle, and is in the suburb of Clerkenwell, London, England.

“Our first day in London,” Luke thought to himself.

Luke’s Uncle had written to Luke’s parents asking if Luke and two of his friends would like to spend the school holidays at his house in Clerkenwell, London. He would be away in another part of England for two weeks, and did not want to leave the house empty. He preferred a family member occupy the house while he was away. The Uncle offered to pay the return air fares for the three friends.

“Wow!” Jason could not believe it when Luke told him. “Two weeks in London.”

Julie was speechless when Luke called her. Luke had to say, “hullo! Julie! are you still there?”

Only two staff would be in the house. Mrs Simpson the cook, and James the butler. Luke’s Uncle had asked that the kids respect the guidance and advice of James the butler.  Julie’s Mum, and Jason’s parents, gave permission, and the kid detectives were soon boarding a Boeing Jet 747 flying to London. It was a long flight with a brief stopover in Qatar, and another in Tokyo. The flight touched down at London’s Heathrow Airport at 3pm.

Heathrow is the Worlds fourth busiest Airport. The kids had to pay close attention to the signs and arrows directing them to the area James would be waiting. The piece of cardboard he held high saying ‘welcome Luke, Julie, and Jason,’ made him easy to find. James greeted them warmly, shaking each of their hands, He was a man of average height, fit looking, dressed in a dark suit with white shirt and blue polka dot tie. Luke suspected James was also his Uncles bodyguard, as well as his butler.

“My boss has taken the Rolls Royce, James said, so you will have to be satisfied with riding in the BMW, let’s go.”
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Heathrow Airport is twenty five kilometres west of London, and Clerkenwell a suburb of central London. The journey gave the friends an introduction to London. London is a fascinating place with many of the streets and buildings hundreds of years old. Luke’s Uncle’s house had so many rooms, the kids were able to each have their own room, upstairs on the second story.

Mrs Simpson had prepared a great breakfast for Julie, Jason, and Luke. Cornflakes to start with, then fried eggs and bacon, followed by as many pieces of toast and honey as they desired. All washed down with either Cocoa or hot chocolate.

Mrs Simpson stood watching the kids eat. “I had forgotten what bottomless pits are the stomachs of you young people, she said with a smile. Did you enjoy your midnight snack last night?”

The kids looked up. “We did not get enough sleep on the flight, Julie said, we fell asleep early and slept like logs. We were too tired for a midnight snack Mrs Simpson.”

The lady looked surprised. “It looked to me some items of food were missing from the pantry this morning. I’m probably mistaken.”

The London Daily Mail Newspaper came daily to the house. Luke normally had no interest in the newspapers, but he picked it up from a table in the kitchen out of curiosity.

“Hey listen to this you guys, he exclaimed, a student around the same age as us, has gone missing from the Abbingdon International Boarding School here in Clerkenwell.

Luke read the headline. “Stefan Bodich, a student at Abbingdon International Boarding School in Clerkenwell, was missing from his room yesterday morning. His bed had not been slept in. The school staff are mystified and worried about the boys disappearance.”

Since hearing Luke’s Uncle’s house was in Clerkenwell, the kid’s, who were Christians, had been looking forward to visiting the preacher John Wesley’s house. The house Wesley lived in for the last ten years of his life, had been preserved exactly as it was in 1779. The bed and all the furniture, were the original items John Wesley himself used. The house was a narrow four story brick building. The small John Wesley Museum was not far from the house.

Most of the first day, the kid s spent wandering through John Wesley’s house and Museum. There was something awesome about sitting in the same chair Wesley sat in, to sit on the bed he slept in, and to kneel on the padded stool Wesley knelt on each morning at 4 am to pray. Clerkenwell has many historic buildings and areas, most with plaques or information stands giving the age and history of each place. It had been a satisfying day as the kids sat down to dinner cooked by Mrs Simpson. They had not seen much of James. He spent most of his day in business matters for Luke’s Uncle. Then it was time to discover British television, until heads began to nod and eyes would not stay open.
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Mrs Simpson’s eyes flashed. “I’m sure of it this time, she remarked as the friends ate their breakfast, somebody is taking food from the pantry overnight. I placed some things in certain places and this morning they had all been moved. The food in the pantry has been reduced. If it is not you kids, then who can it be? Somebody seems to be entering the house during the night.”

The house had an alarm system but It was not activated when the house was occupied.

Talking about it later Julie suggested, “Let’s set a trap for them and see who we catch. If it’s a person to big or mean for us to handle, we can always wake James.”

After television, around 11pm, the kids positioned themselves near the kitchen. Julie had responsibility for the kitchen light switch, Luke was prepared to rush and wake James up, and Jason had his phone camera on flash ready to snap pictures of the intruder in the dark, to panic and confuse them.

The excitement and fun went out of it somewhat after three hours waiting. Suddenly they were rewarded with the sound of the front door squeaking slightly as somebody carefully opened it. The whole house was in darkness. The intruder used a very thin pencil torch to find the kitchen, and to ensure they did not bang up against, or trip over anything.

The trio waited until the intruder had been in the kitchen a few minutes. Then they went into action. Jason began snapping photo’s in the dark using his flash, Julie reached around and switched the main kitchen light on, and Luke waited to see if he needed to dash off and wake James. The friends were almost as surprised as the intruder. There standing in the kitchen looking very disappointed was a boy about their own age. His long grey school trousers torn in a couple of places, his parka dirty, his face grubby, and his hair matted.

Luke relaxed. Well at least he did not have to wake James. Then Luke looked again. “You are the student missing from the Abbingdon School aren’t you, he asked, I recognise you from the photo’s in the newspaper.?”

The boy nodded glumly. “I suppose you are going to ring the Police now,”

“I don’t think so, Jason said, the Cook is a nice lady and she will not mind a few pieces of food missing. Especially when she knows you are a boy, and you were hungry.”

The boy stared at them. He did not expect that response at all. Who were these kids?”

Julie added, “we think you must have had a good reason for disappearing from the school. Maybe we can help you somehow.”

She continued. “Why don’t you wash your hands and face under the tap, then we can get you something to eat.”

The boy nodded cautiously, then walked slowly over to the sink to wash
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