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			Chapter One

			‘Did you know that Pluto is only a dwarf planet?’ Lachie A starts our before-school conversation. Lachie A, Lochie C, Jenny, Sabrina and I are sitting on the grassy patch out the front of our primary school area.

			Lachie A’s eyes light up through his glasses as he waits for a response. Lochie C nods. The others give a bit of acknowledgement, waiting for more.

			‘And did you know that our solar system has at least three other dwarf planets?’ Lachie A continues.

			‘Did you know that the largest dinosaur didn’t even eat meat?’ Lochie C says.

			Lachie A and Lochie C are friends, not just because they are both called Lachlan (even if they spell their names differently), but also from their common interest in watching random online videos to explain weird facts.

			It works for me; I love weird facts and I join in. ‘Did you know that everyone’s fingerprints are different?’ I say.

			‘Even ours?’ Sabrina asks.

			‘Yep, even twins,’ I tell Sabrina and her twin sister Jenny, who are sitting next to each other on the grass. They sit closest to the path so they can be first to walk to the classroom. They are on library duty today.
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			Did You Know? is one of our standard challenges for each other.

			Useless trivia came in handy when we got caught up investigating one of our local shops that was printing counterfeit money—they were making fake five and ten-dollar notes. Is trivia useless? Is that the wrong way of describing it? I guess that’s what trivia is until you can use it somehow. We used trivia and strategies to work out where the counterfeit money was, and despite being accused of stealing, we were able to tell the police what we found.

			‘Did you know it’s illegal to own a rabbit in Queensland?’ Lachie A is from New South Wales originally and jumps the conversation to animals. We find that kind of funny, after all, we live in Queensland. We know that already!

			

			‘Yes, but did you know that you can own one in New South Wales?’ I say.

			Lachie A laughs. ‘Yes, I thought it was strange that you can’t in Queensland when I moved here.’ I always thought it was strange that you could in New South Wales. He has been in Queensland for about three years. Once, my older brother, Pax, Dad and I went for a drive to Coolangatta. We accidentally went too far and crossed into New South Wales and that meant we saw the sign when we were coming back into Queensland saying we can’t have a rabbit.

			‘Did you know it’s illegal to own only one guinea pig in Switzerland?’
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			‘That’s really random,’ Sabrina says. Sabrina is the shyer and more fidgety of the twins. She rarely comes up with many of the ‘Did You Know?’ comments, but I think she takes in more than she shows. She often does well on tests at school. While Jenny is much more confident, Sabrina quietly takes everything in. Besides the differences in personality, they always wear the same sort of clothes, they often tie their hair back the same way and most people who don’t get to know them really well can’t tell them apart. I always can, but it takes everyone else months.

			One time ‘Did You Know?’ even helped us in a test. Lochie C found the name of the Apollo spaceflight that first took man to the moon. As the bell rings, we walk to our class.

			

			Chapter Two

			Our school is a middle-sized primary school, but it’s big enough to have a specialist music room, art room, lots of computers in classrooms and a small theatre we use for assemblies and creative performances. Our music teacher only comes to school on Monday and Tuesday for lessons, so it’s normally quiet there. But today is Wednesday and we can hear a lot of commotion as we walk past the music room towards our Grade Four classroom. Something is going on.

			

			‘Riz,’ Lochie C whispers to me, ‘get out your Forensic Log. There might be something worth writing down.’ Lochie C is quite clever and intuitive. He comes up with the best names for our games and the best code words when we have a challenge, and he even named my Forensic Log. I used to call it the Weird Stuff Log.

			Ever since I was little, I have noticed weird things. I could feel the difference between real and fake money. I found that some cards in the card deck were slightly more bent and I could use that to predict more of the game. Much to Pax’s disappointment, I beat him more often than he would like to admit.
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			I kept notes in the Forensic Log. Now I use it to take notes on forensics, science and other general weird stuff I find.

			[image: ]

			

			Chapter Three

			I follow Jenny and Lachie A, who are still leading our group to class near the commotion. It’s very noisy; there are a lot of kids in
the walkway. Normally this many kids
don’t congregate unless someone has found a cool snake or lizard.
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			‘It’s missing,’ I hear someone say.

			‘Stolen! They stole it.’

			‘A thief in our school?’

			‘Really?’

			The comments keep coming. I can tune in to different voices, high and low ones, though there aren’t many boys in the school who have had their voices go low yet. Our school is only a primary school, and most of the boys’ voices don’t change until they are in high school like Pax.

			One deeper voice sticks out. Pieter is in Grade Six and by far the tallest, and maybe the oldest, kid in primary school. He moved here from South Africa earlier this year. Not only is his voice deep, but he speaks with an accent. He had to fit into the closest grade to match his previous school, and since English wasn’t his first language, he had to catch up a bit. But I think it’s pretty cool that he speaks another language. He even speaks two other local languages as there are so many in South Africa! He is also super-smart, so I think they should probably let him skip a grade. But for now, it means he is at our school, and that means there is more to learn.
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			I can hear Pieter’s thick accent. ‘They stole the piano.’

			‘Who did?’ Another unknown voice speaks up.

			How does someone steal a whole piano?

			‘All right students, listen up,’ Mrs Calloway says. Mrs Calloway is the music teacher. She is tall and has big round glasses that make her look like a bug, but she is always smiling. Always happy. Music is fun with Mrs Calloway.

			‘Students, please move along to class. The bell has gone.’ There is a lot of muttering but the students listen. Mrs Calloway evokes a lot of respect. Way more than Mr Perrin the PE teacher. He mostly just yells. I don’t think anyone except the really sporty kids like PE. That’s not us.

			As most of the students head off, I try to get a bit closer.

			‘Mrs Calloway,’ I ask, ‘is everything okay?’ I always find talking around Mrs Calloway very easy. She puts people at ease, but today is the first time I have seen her frown. She almost looks like she is on the verge of tears. When people are about to cry, sometimes their eyes glisten slightly more than normal. Hers definitely look that way.

			‘Thanks, Riz. It’s not really a student concern, please head to class.’ Mrs Calloway speaks gently, but something about her voice worries me—it trembles. There must be more going on. I look past the room, and I can see there is something pretty major missing. The piano isn’t in its normal spot. I am not even talking about a small digital keyboard; it’s a full baby grand piano! How does that go missing?

			

			My friends start to pull me along, though Lochie C is watching me intently. He knows me well. There is more to notice. I can see the back glass doors are open and the closest car park space is empty, which is very unusual. All the teachers park close in the morning. There must have been another car there instead. Or maybe a truck.
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			I need to think about what I saw this morning. Lochie C is still watching me, but we are unable to talk until the next break.

			

			Chapter Four

			Ever since the things I notice started to connect with something real—forensics—I have become obsessed with learning more about science.

			I bring my log to class every day. I finish the reading, and our teacher gives us private reading or writing time. I use that to write whatever random thing I have been researching or have heard.
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			Biology and chemistry are the basis of a lot of forensics, so I take notes on science and general knowledge. Taking notes will help if I want to be a detective one day.

			But I have to listen in English. We are doing some grammar conventions. Mrs Smith has set us the next three pages in the book we are working from. I do it as fast as I can, and notice Lachie A and Lochie C working fast too.

			While we are working, I see all the important people at school walk past our room—the principal, the deputy, two of the office staff and Mrs Calloway. Mrs Calloway goes past a couple of times and once she is with two men who are wearing brown uniforms. I can see collared shirts, but not those fancy business ones, more like what tradespeople wear. Plus, they have short sleeves. I can just make out a logo on their shirts, but can’t read it from a distance. They are both strong and look like they are probably in their twenties.

			‘Riz, keep going,’ my teacher gently prods when she sees me distracted. This happens a fair bit. Something happens outside and I watch.

			I do as she asks and finish the next grammar question. I feel Jenny’s eyes on me and turn to see she is looking at me with her eyebrows raised. She leans her head to the side, gesturing at the door. I look again, and this time the men in brown uniforms are closer to the window. I see the logo has a small picture of a truck on it. They must be removalists. That makes sense. The piano isn’t missing—they must be moving it somewhere!

			But if they are moving it, why would Mrs Calloway have been upset? Luckily, I know how to lipread.
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			‘Why … shoot … piano … music room … today … piano. The wax and tone … not … missing.’ Mrs Calloway is speaking.

			The man with the uniform: ‘To … wasn’t … far. The … shoe. Tomorrow … fun. Not …’ I scribble down the words that I think I can understand as he turns away mid-sentence. Maybe the boys can help me decipher at least some of it. The word ‘shoe’ didn’t look right, but that’s all I can think of.

			Mrs Calloway walks away, and the men follow. One of the office ladies knocks on our door and comes in when Mrs Smith nods. They talk quietly. They are both facing away, so I can’t read their lips.

			Another student in class asks, ‘What’s going on, Mrs Smith?’

			‘Nothing to worry about. The piano is being moved as we are rearranging the music room. It will be stored in G block while they recarpet and paint.’

			Most students accept the answer. I do not think that’s what it is. Why would Mrs Calloway be upset if it was planned? There is more to this story. And I am going to find out what it is.
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			Chapter Five

			‘It’s happening, isn’t it?’ Lochie C asks. He looks like he is about to burst out of his skin with excitement as he walks out of class. We walk to the eating area near where we sat this morning.

			‘What?’ Jenny asks.

			‘It’s time to use some forensics, isn’t it?’ Lachie A says.

			‘I think so. I don’t think what they are saying is true. Do you?’ I ask. The story they told us about the piano being moved wouldn’t make Mrs Calloway so upset. There must be more. Something is missing.

			‘Not sure I can join you this time.’ Sabrina starts to fidget with her fingers like she is playing a scale on the piano.

			‘Don’t you have lessons in that music room?’ I ask.

			‘Well, yes. Mrs Calloway is a good teacher,’ Sabrina comments. Jenny nods at the same time.

			‘We should help her.’ Jenny stops Sabrina’s tapping fingers and holds her hand. ‘So, what do we do now, Riz?’

			I pull out my notebook. ‘I think we know more than we realise.’

			‘Really?’ Sabrina asks.

			Lochie C puts his hand on my notebook. ‘Before we get started, should we call it Project Mozart?’

			

			‘Sure, but I have already started.’ I open the notebook as we sit in our normal spot and write ‘Project Mozart’ on the top of my page of notes I started earlier.

			‘Shoot? That doesn’t make sense,’ Lachie A says.
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			‘I know. It’s kind of hard to lipread,’ I admit. I wish I had practiced the skill more.

			‘Well, what else could it be? I wonder if shoe and shoot are really the same word.’ Jenny points at the words.

			‘Sh could also be tu, maybe even wu, depending on how much the person opens their mouth,’ I think out loud.
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			‘Maybe when they are moving it, they are going to tune it as well?’ Sabrina offers.

			Shu. Tu. The end might be wrong. Tune would be a lot better than shoot!

			‘Why tune the piano in the music room today?’ I wonder. ‘Would they maybe be tuning it when they move it? Wouldn’t they tune it once they have it settled back in place?’

			‘I am wondering if this isn’t the important part. I mean, it’s not the piano they are saying is missing.’ Lochie C points at the words again.

			‘No, you’re right
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