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CHAPTER 1

Kyle was surrounded by darkness, but at the moment he was grateful that he was. Outside, he could hear the waves crashing and the wind howling. The problem was that the sound he heard was not the wind or the waves. It sounded more like a repetitive thudding sound that had a fairly steady rhythm. As he held his breath and strained to hear, he noticed another sound that seemed to mingle with the thudding. It reminded him of the sound a bag of concrete made as his dad dragged it across their garage floor. His heart began to beat faster, and he wondered if soon the thumping of his heart would grow as loud as the thudding he heard outside.

Kyle sucked in his breath and did his best to be utterly silent and still. In the quiet, he could sense a pattern in the two sounds. “Thud,” pause, “Shuffle.” “Thud,” pause, “Shuffle.” “Thud,” pause, “Shuffle.” His imagination ran wild trying to figure out what could possibly be making such noises. It could be a wild animal dragging its prey, Kyle thought to himself. However, that theory didn’t quite fit. It would account for the shuffling he heard, but not for the thudding sound. Falling rocks could make the thudding sound, Kyle reasoned, but the sound is too rhythmic for it to be falling rocks. And that still doesn’t explain the shuffling sound.

The sounds were getting louder now, and it sent Kyle into panic mode. He knew that just a few feet to his right there was a pile of rocks that formed a makeshift wall. If I can just get over there without drawing attention to myself, he pondered, that would be a great hiding place. It occurred to him that if he were very careful, he would be able to peek around the end of the wall without being noticed. 

He waited patiently and listened to the rhythm of the sounds again. His plan was to dart over behind the rock wall as soon as he heard the next “thud.” He figured this was his best option to avoid having his movements heard. At the conclusion of the shuffling sound, Kyle crouched into position. He heard the thud sound, and using his legs like a spring, he launched himself to the edge of the rocks and hurriedly dove behind them. The sound was growing louder by the second, and Kyle could tell that any moment now, whatever was making all the noise would be visible. While he waited, Kyle figured that there were two possibilities he faced. The first was that whatever was out there had been tracking him and it would enter the dark room, only to find him in a matter of minutes. Sure, he thought, I could scurry around the room and try to find other hiding places. But I know it would hear me when I move, so that would not work very well. The second possible scenario was that whatever it was would just move right past the entrance and keep going. He realized it was entirely possible that he was just being paranoid about being followed. 

However, a sinking feeling in the pit of Kyle’s stomach told him that there was indeed something out there stalking him. His senses were all on high alert, and he prepared for whatever type of confrontation he might face. He held his breath in order to make as little noise as possible. His ears were tuned to the sounds outside the entrance. The sound of the “thud” and “shuffle” became almost deafening in the silence of the room. 

Kyle heard a final “thud,” and suddenly a figure appeared in the entrance. The sun, which barely made a dent in the darkness, revealed the silhouette of a man. For a moment, the man stood as still and as quiet as Kyle was behind the rocks. It seemed to be a contest to see who would speak or move first. Kyle was sure he could outlast whoever this stranger was—as long as he didn’t stand there too long. 

From his vantage point, Kyle could see that the man appeared to be tall with an average build. With the light coming in behind him, Kyle saw that the man had what appeared to be a beard. Kyle tried to make out the color of the man’s hair in case he ever had the opportunity to identify him. It appeared to be either very light blond or white, but it was difficult for Kyle to be certain. The man was wearing a business suit with a vest underneath his suit jacket. Kyle also noticed that the man wore a pair of glasses that had fallen halfway down his nose. The man appeared to be quite a bit older than Kyle’s dad. With this realization, Kyle felt himself relaxing, but only slightly. 

The man took a few steps directly ahead of him. He paused and then craned his neck as he glanced around the room. The man spoke, although to Kyle it seemed more like a whisper. “Are you in here?”

Kyle felt a chill run up and down his spine. He contemplated making a break for the entrance, but the thought that kept him from following through seemed almost ridiculous in light of his circumstances. The problem was that Kyle kept picturing himself running past the man and accidentally knocking him over in the process. Kyle realized that if this really was an older man, even if the man was stalking him for some strange reason, he would feel horrible if he was responsible for the man getting hurt. He decided to remain silent for a few minutes longer and waited for the man to make the next move.  

Kyle watched as the man turned to his right and walked a few steps in that direction. The man appeared to be straining to see anything. Kyle was certain that coming into the dark space after being out in the bright sun was causing the man’s vision to be impaired. Kyle had experienced that same problem when he first entered the darkness. It had taken several minutes before his eyes had truly adjusted and he was able to see without the aid of a flashlight. When Kyle thought of the flashlight, he realized that he was still holding it in his hand. He came to the conclusion that if it were absolutely necessary, he could use the flashlight as a means of protecting himself. Of course, he reassured himself, that would be the absolute last resort. 

The man turned to his left and was now facing the direction of the rock wall that Kyle was hiding behind. Once again, Kyle sucked in his breath and tried to be as still as humanly possible. Kyle noticed that the man was not actually moving toward him, but was staying in one spot, obviously trying to listen for any sounds that would indicate someone else was there. “Young man,” the older man said, speaking just above a whisper this time, “if you are in here, please come out. I will not hurt you.” There was a pause, as if the man was still hoping for a response. When Kyle remained quiet, the man spoke again, saying, “I only wish to speak with you.”

For some reason, Kyle almost felt like he could trust the man. He considered the possibility of stepping out from behind the rock wall and showing himself to the man. What’s the worst he could do to me? Kyle reasoned. He’s an old man. However, Kyle wasn’t feeling quite brave enough to make that step, so he remained in his hiding spot and said nothing. He watched as the man turned back in the direction of the entrance. It appeared to Kyle that he was giving up and was planning to leave. Kyle felt some of the tension leave his body. He felt his muscles relax some, which was a good thing, because the way he had been crouched down was causing his muscles to ache severely. He was anxious to be able to stand up and move, but he had decided that there was no way he was moving until that man left.

“Well, I can see that you are not ready to speak to me yet,” he heard the man say with a sigh. “However, there will come a time when you will speak with me.” With that, the man retreated back to the entrance. He paused there briefly, turning around to scan the darkness once more. Kyle imagined that the man was hoping Kyle might change his mind. When he was met with only silence, the man suddenly pirouetted and walked out into the bright sunshine. Kyle felt an immense relief wash over him, and he collapsed onto the dusty ground. He listened for the now familiar “thud,” pause, “shuffle” to determine whether the man was actually moving away from his hiding place. Kyle decided it would be best to wait for the sounds to dissipate before he even attempted heading outside. 

The sounds of the man walking away grew more faint and, within moments, Kyle heard nothing but the wind and the waves outside. He flicked his flashlight on and made a sweeping motion around the room. He could see that there was nothing and no one lurking in the shadows, so he made the decision to make his exit. 

As he crept over to the entrance, he came to the realization that he would have to scan the area outside from a hidden vantage point before he felt it was safe to leave. At the entrance, he hid his body to the right of the jagged entrance and peeked around the corner. He saw nothing, but still he had to be sure. He listened carefully for any sounds that might hint that someone was still lurking out there. He heard nothing, but he decided that it would be best to be absolutely certain. He got down on all fours and crawled across to the other side of the opening. Kyle shuddered and paused as the thought occurred to him that he was not being very stealthy. In fact, he had been making an awful lot of racket as his feet dragged behind him on the sandy rock. He decided that, in order to make the least possible sound, it would be best to lift his knees slightly off the ground when he moved forward.

Kyle repeated this action until he made it safely across to the other side. Once there, he sat in silence and waited to see if he had drawn the attention of anyone lurking outside. When no one appeared, he oh-so-carefully peered around the wall on this side of the entrance. He saw nothing in that direction that caused him any concern. At this point, Kyle believed that he was in the clear. He stood upright and stretched out his aching legs. When he felt like they were back to normal, he made his move and stepped forward into the blinding sun. 

Kyle could see spots before his eyes as they adjusted to brightness. He told himself that the wise thing to do would be to not try to navigate the steep path to his left until his eyes were fully accustomed to the light. Although he felt a sense of urgency to leave, the thought of stepping on a loose rock and tumbling to the rocky beach below was not a welcome one. He determined that he would take a few minutes to enjoy the view around him. The sound of the waves crashing on the beach below had a calming effect on him, and he felt an increasing sense of peace overtaking his mind. 

In the distance, Kyle could see what appeared to be three young men riding the waves on their surfboards. He watched as they held their arms out, parallel to the water, which enabled them to keep their balance. Kyle pondered the sport of surfing. He was amazed at how these guys were able to jump up on their boards when a wave first began to swell. He had attempted it himself a few times, but he had never quite gotten the hang of it. He remembered being frustrated at his limitations. Many of his friends were surfers, and because he was unable to even get into a standing position on a surfboard, this precluded him from ever joining them. Kyle sighed, but then reminded himself that if he was always hanging out with his buddies, he would never have had the opportunity to make the discovery that he had. 

Kyle watched the surfers ride the wave the rest of the way in. He saw one of the guys crouch down and the surfboard sped to the shore. The other two did the same, and soon Kyle saw that they had landed safely on the shore as well. Kyle’s attention was drawn elsewhere, and he watched as a young couple strolled along the shore with bare feet. Occasionally, the man would reach down and scoop up some water and toss it in the direction of his girlfriend. Kyle could hear the woman screech when the cold water hit her. Kyle couldn’t help but laugh out loud. 

His laugh startled him back to his current reality. Kyle remembered the man appearing in the darkness and how terrified he had felt about possibly being discovered. “I need to get moving!” Kyle told himself. He turned to the left and made sure he was able to see the path and the steep slope down to the beach clearly before he proceeded. Kyle could tell that his eyes had indeed gotten readjusted to the sunlight, so now he felt safe in making his way back down the path. 

There were two directions Kyle could take on the path to get back to the bike rack. One was a little wider and much easier to navigate. The drawback was that it took more time to follow the path that way. Kyle knew that if he followed the path around the side of the cliff and then continued down the slope on the backside of the cliff, he would get to the bike rack much faster. The trouble with going that direction was that the path was very jagged in places and it was hard to navigate, and thus more dangerous. 

Kyle decided that because he had been followed by the older man, it would be best for him to take the shorter route and leave as quickly as possible. He took several steps and approached a section of the path that was severely narrowed compared to the rest of it. Kyle knew he needed to be extra careful while navigating this particular stretch of the path. On previous visits, he had learned that it was best to turn sideways and hug the wall of the cliff next to him. Kyle knew this would slow him down, but he rationalized that it was better to take the extra time than it would be to go tumbling down the steep walls of the cliff. He shuffle-stepped on his tiptoes, moving ever so carefully. It seemed to him that his hands would never get used to the sharp feel of the rocks as he clung to them for safety. 

Once Kyle had made it safely past the narrowed section of the path, he gave himself permission to pick up his speed. Suddenly, Kyle heard a loud “Whump!” behind him, and he turned quickly to see what might have made the noise. A man crouched there on the path, not more than ten feet away from Kyle. He appeared to be in his mid-thirties and had extremely dark brown hair. Kyle could tell instantly that this was not someone he was familiar with. Kyle noticed that the man stared at him with the same look a tiger has right before it pounces on its prey. Kyle was absolutely stunned at the notion that this man was out to get him for some reason.

Kyle searched his surroundings, trying to get a grasp on where the man had come from. It doesn’t make sense at all! Kyle thought. I looked every which way, and there was no sign of anyone around. Kyle gazed directly above where the man was and noticed a small ledge that the man had most likely been standing on before he had hurled himself to the ground.  

Kyle quickly sized up the distance between the dark-haired man and himself. There were two reasons he knew he held an advantage over this guy. The first was that because he had traveled this path so many times, it was highly likely that he would be able to navigate the way back down the cliff far easier than his pursuer. The second, and, at this point, probably the most vital, was that he had already crossed the portion of the path that was so narrow. Kyle figured that the guy, being a good twenty years older than him, would have a far more challenging time holding onto the rocks with his hands. Even if it’s not as hard for him as I think it might be, Kyle thought, it will still take him longer to cross that narrow ledge. That will give me a good head start. 

Kyle raced ahead, willing himself not to look back. He knew that if he did look back it would only cause him to feel more panicked than he already did. The path began to slope downward at a much steeper angle than before, and Kyle did his best to keep his speed up without losing control of where his feet were landing. There were many rocks strewn about that at a normal speed would not have been difficult to avoid. At this speed, however, every step he took seemed to be a near miss of the rocks. 

Kyle heard a noise behind him, and he realized that it was the man who had been chasing him. In Kyle’s mad rush to escape he had been singularly focused on getting back down to his bike. Somehow, in spite of that focus, it registered in Kyle’s brain that the man had shouted, “Whoa!” Kyle had the feeling that something bad was either about to happen or had already happened to the guy. Kyle felt a strange concern for the man grow over him. He stopped for a brief moment to see if the guy was still standing on the path or if he had fallen down the jagged cliffside. Kyle caught sight of the man holding onto the rocks with his hands, just as Kyle had done. It appeared that the man’s right foot had slipped a bit, but he had not fallen. Kyle sighed and began moving down the path again. There is no way I am going to let him catch me! Kyle thought. 

Kyle came to another turn in the path which would lead him around to the back of the cliff. He knew that the path on the back side of the cliff was far smoother, even though it was pretty steep. It seemed to Kyle that the drastic slope of the path would actually work in his favor at this moment. He realized that with no rocks obstructing his way, he would be able to run at full speed. He also knew that the effect of the pull of gravity would increase his momentum. Kyle felt tempted to look back to see where the man was, but he fought the temptation and kept running. It wasn’t long before Kyle had reached the bottom of the path. He saw his bike parked in the rack and he headed for it with his legs pumping as hard and fast as they could. 

Once Kyle reached the bike rack, he quickly dialed the combination on the lock and gave the chain an impatient tug. The lock got stuck in the spokes of the wheels, and once again, Kyle yanked on the chain until it ripped right through the spokes. The lock came flying back toward him, dangerously close to his head. Kyle breathed a sigh of relief that the lock had missed him and quickly hopped on his bike. He turned in time to see the dark-haired man reach the bottom of the path. Kyle knew there was no way the guy could catch him now. He gave a quick wave to the man, as if he were taunting him. With that, Kyle rode through the parking lot, past many happy beachgoers who obviously had no idea what he had just encountered. Kyle’s last thought as he turned out onto the highway was that he envied them their tranquility.

****

Kyle rode as fast as he could in the direction of his home. As much as he loved his secret place, right now, the only thing he wanted was to be as far away from there as possible. He felt as if he had dodged a bullet. 

As he rode, Kyle barely noticed the cars that whizzed past him on the highway. He was lost in thought about all that had occurred over the last couple of hours. When he tried to recall how it had all played out, he remembered that he had only been inside for a matter of minutes before he started hearing the strange sounds outside. He had an image in his mind of trying to get his eyes adjusted to the dark before moving forward. He knew the layout of the room well, but not quite well enough to find his way around there without being able to see. His plan had been to scan all the areas of the room until he knew that he was seeing everything clearly enough to proceed to the next room. Once he entered the next room, Kyle had intended to switch on his flashlight and explore to his heart’s content. Of course, he knew in the back of his mind that he only had a limited time before he had to get home. However, he had every intent of making the time that he did have count. 

Kyle had been particularly excited about his explorations that day because he had recently come across some fascinating (and perplexing) discoveries. When he had first entered the dark space, he had full confidence that he would find something just as unique on this trip. He remembered thinking that he would have to keep an eye on the time. His mother was adamant about him being home for dinner on time. Kyle realized that, during his explorations, it would be very easy to forget to look at his watch. That was something that he always fretted about when he came to the cliffs to explore. A few moments ago, Kyle had peeked at his watch to see what time it was and realized that he would probably be in the doghouse when he got home. “I certainly didn’t plan for things to happen this way,” Kyle told himself. 

His thoughts circled back around to the older man entering the cave. Kyle recalled that the man had said he wanted to talk with him. He had also said that it was obvious that Kyle was not ready to talk, but that “there will come a time when you will speak with me.” The words sent shivers all through Kyle’s body. He shuddered and suddenly became aware that he had let go of the handlebars. The bike began to wobble slightly, and Kyle fought to regain control. Once he had steadied himself, he returned to his thoughts. Kyle couldn’t imagine what that man could possibly want to talk with him about. He had never seen the man before and he certainly had never spoken with him before. Kyle was sure he would have recognized that accent. Kyle figured that if he knew nothing about the man, then it was highly unlikely that the man knew anything about him. “So why was he following me?” Kyle asked himself.

There was something else that was troubling him. The second man had appeared seemingly out of nowhere, and there was a lapse in time between the older man leaving and the dark-haired man appearing. This made Kyle wonder to himself, Are the two of them working together, or was it just a coincidence that they were both following me on the same day? 

Kyle used logic to try to solve the perplexing issue. On one hand, the two men seemed to have entirely different personalities, as well as different methods of approaching him. To Kyle, this indicated that the two were working separately. The older man had seemed determined to speak with him, but not to the point that he was willing to force the issue. It was obvious, however, that the younger man had been bent on getting his hands on Kyle no matter what he had to do. The second possibility was that the two men were working together. That would explain why they both came after me at the same place and pretty close to the same time, Kyle reasoned. If that were true, though, it would have made more sense if they had come after him together. Kyle couldn’t make the pieces of the puzzle fit no matter which way he looked at it, and it frustrated him.

He shook his head. He realized that at this point he did not have near enough information to be able to figure out what was going on. Kyle, being the curious sort, was not going to be able to let this go very easily. However, he was certain that all he was doing at this point was spinning his wheels. He tried to focus on the task at hand, which was getting home. He heard the rhythmic “whoosh, whoosh, whoosh” of the bicycle tires moving along the pavement. Somehow, the sound lulled him into a bit of a trance.

Kyle had been riding on the shoulder to the right of the highway lanes. He really had not been paying too much attention to the traffic that had been going by. His thoughts had preoccupied every bit of his focus and energy. Suddenly, out of the corner of his eye, Kyle noticed that a large white car was driving right alongside of him. Although he wasn’t paying very close attention, he was aware that, based on the body style, it was an Oldsmobile. Kyle’s dad was a fan of vintage cars, and he had been keen on passing that information along to Kyle. Kyle pondered what it was about this particular car that was drawing his attention. It dawned on him that the car was driving very slowly, almost as if to match the speed that Kyle was going with his bike. This caused Kyle to look through the window of the car across to the driver’s side of the vehicle.

What he saw startled him so much that he reacted with his instincts instead of his logic. Kyle had noticed two things: The first was that he was nearly at the turn-off for his subdivision. The second was that there was a man driving the car. A quick glimpse of the driver revealed that it was the older man he had seen up at the cliffs. The sight of the man caused Kyle to swerve and lose control of his bike. The next thing he knew, he and the bike were heading toward a rail fence that lined one of the properties on the outskirts of his subdivision. Kyle felt all of the bumps in the grassy ditch as he flew over them. Unfortunately, the bumps caused Kyle to lose what little control he had left of the bike. Kyle saw that he was fast approaching the fence, and he realized that he was not going to be able to stop the bike in time. Before he could even let out a shout, he and the bike collided with the fence and Kyle was knocked out cold.

 


CHAPTER 2

Kyle couldn’t tell which was louder, the slap-slap-slap of his feet on the pavement or the thumping of his heart. He was trying to run as fast as he had when he was trying to escape the dark-haired man on the path at the cliff.

Kyle remembered waking up and realizing that he had been temporarily knocked out by the collision with the fence. When he came to, the white Oldsmobile was nowhere to be seen. It had taken Kyle several minutes to feel like everything was coming back into focus. Once he had been able to stand without feeling like everything was spinning around him, he had surveyed the damage that had been done to his bike. It seemed to Kyle that the impact had caused some slight damage to the handlebars and part of the frame below the handlebars. He examined those areas a little more thoroughly and concluded that the bike was still in working condition. Kyle realized that he was feeling pretty sore from the impact and the subsequent tumble to the ground, so he decided that it would be best to leave his bike there for the time being and go back later to get it. Even though it had looked as if the older man had left, Kyle could not be certain that he was not parked somewhere, waiting to see which direction Kyle would take. 

Kyle now looked at the watch on his left wrist and realized that he was very late for dinner. “Move a little faster, feet!” he exclaimed. As he looked at the traitors that refused to cooperate, he noticed how filthy his sneakers were. That reminded him that the rest of him was just as grubby as his shoes. “Ugh!” He rounded the corner from 4th Street and took a left onto Sycamore Drive. Another two blocks, then a right onto Shady Lane and he would be just about home free. Almost. He realized that from now on he would have to be constantly on the lookout for the older man in the white Oldsmobile and the dark-haired man. 

He was approaching the entrance of his driveway when he heard a familiar voice calling out his name. Kyle was startled out of his train of thought by the voice of the girl next door. Kaitlin was cutting across her yard and picked up her pace in order to catch Kyle before he got into his house.

“Where have you been?” she asked. She grabbed him by the shoulders, looked him straight in the eyes, and said, “Your mother has been looking for you and she is fit to be tied!”

“I know, I know!” he huffed. “I’m going to have a lot of explaining to do.”

“Well, let me go in with you, and hopefully she won’t be so hard on you,” said Kaitlin.

“OK, Kaitlin, you can come in with me, but don’t get mad at me if you have to see the wrath of Mom.”

Kaitlin smiled, and her eyes lit up as she realized that he had agreed. She grabbed his hand and reached for the door handle, but then stopped short. Standing right in front of him and blocking his way, she whispered, “Where were you anyway? You are terribly dirty.” 

Kyle looked down first at his mud-splattered white T-shirt, then to his jeans and sneakers that were fully covered with drying mud. “Um, Kaitlin, I can’t really tell you that,” he said, avoiding her gaze. He knew she wasn’t going to like that answer.

She looked at him with pleading, puppy-dog eyes and said very sweetly, “Pleeeease, Kyle, please tell me.”

Kyle still refused to look at her and answered, “No, Kaitlin, I can’t. It’s a secret.”

Kaitlin’s eyes flashed with frustration and anger and she huffed, “Fine! Then you can face your mother all by yourself!”

“Oh, Kaitlin, you’re making this impossible! Don’t you think that if I could tell you I would?” he pleaded.

“No, I don’t!” she exclaimed. “I think you want to keep this so-called secret all to yourself. I’ve always shared my secrets with you, Kyle.”

He had to admit she was right about that. They had known each other since they were in kindergarten. Now they were in sixth grade, and he could not ever remember a time that she had kept a secret from him. Doggone it! he thought. I have to tell her. He was silent for a beat and then he said, “All right, Kaitlin. I will share my secret with you. But I can’t tell you now. It’s something I have to show you.”

At first, she didn’t seem satisfied with his answer, but then a look of resignation came over her face. “Fine, but you better not break your promise!” 

****

It was Saturday and Kyle had long since finished all of his homework for the weekend. He had read some of his favorite books about archaeology and the hidden treasures that, over the years, men had unearthed. Those stories were the most fascinating to him. The pictures he saw in these books seemed almost beyond belief. How was it, he wondered, that these ancient artifacts had gone undiscovered all these years? 

Kyle reclined on his pillow and began to read where he had left off. He was so engrossed in his book that he could only faintly distinguish that his mom was calling out his name from the bottom of the stairs. “Kyle. Kyle. Kyyyle.”

He jumped off his bed and threw open his bedroom door. “I’m here,” he shouted down to his mom.

“Well,” his mom said, “I thought you had snuck out through your bedroom window and gone on one of your little adventures.”

“Ha-ha! Very funny Mom,” he replied.  “I’m a little sore to be going on any expeditions today.”

His mom laughed and said, “I suppose you’re right about that. All right then, as long as you’re here, why don’t you go ahead and wash up for dinner. When you come downstairs you can set the table.”   

By the time they sat down to eat dinner, it was nearly 5:30. His mom had fixed Kyle’s favorite dinner tonight, and boy, oh boy, was he happy! The homemade pizza had just the right amount of pepperoni and lots of mozzarella cheese. Kyle’s stomach growled, and he thought to himself that he couldn’t wait to dive into that pizza.

His mom grinned from ear to ear when she saw how excited Kyle was for dinner. It was typical to hear moans and groans from him when it came to the dinner menu. She had decided that, because it was Saturday and she had a little extra time, she would take the time and make something she knew Kyle would really love. As Kyle’s mom watched her son excitedly grab his plate to fill it with pizza, she was glad she had put in the extra effort.

They sat down and thanked God for the meal before them, and at the end, Kyle said a boisterous “Amen!” As soon as the prayer was done, he scooped up three pieces of the pizza and began to devour them.

His mom laughed and said, “Slow down, Kyle, before you choke yourself.” Kyle smiled sheepishly at her but then continued to attack his pizza. “Oh brother,” his mom said.

While they ate, she asked Kyle what he had been doing to occupy himself in his room. He told her that he had been reading his books about archaeology and how much he loved looking at the pictures of the artifacts.

His mom shook her head in an acknowledging way and said, “You know, when you come home all full of mud, I often wonder if you’ve been out trying to dig up some buried treasure.”

Kyle was somewhat startled by her comment and for a moment he held his breath. If only she knew, Kyle thought. He answered her by saying, “Yeah, it’s something like that. I never find anything great like they find in the books though.”

His mom seemed to accept that answer, and then she was on to something else. “I almost forgot to tell you. I know we usually go to church on Sunday mornings, but since your father is stuck working every weekend, I decided we should try to go to the Saturday night service. At least this way he will get out of work in time to meet us there. It doesn’t give us much time to get this cleaned up.” She glanced at her watch and said, “Well, never mind. We will just put the leftover pizza in the refrigerator and we can wash the dishes later. We really should leave in about twenty minutes. The service starts at seven thirty. I realize this is very late notice, but why don
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