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The front door- bell buzzed again. Luke Mills hurried out of the lounge room. Luke and his best friend Jason Betelli were chilling at Luke’s house. No one else was home. It was the first day of the school holidays. The boys had no plans yet. For now, they were cool with just doing nothing.

Luke opened the front door. A man of about 25 years with blonde hair and wearing a yellow T-shirt, blue Jeans, and sneakers smiled at Luke and held out a small package. “Delivery for Luke Mills.”

Luke was not expecting any parcels. “Are you sure you have the right place”? he said.

The smile stayed on the stranger’s face. “Are you Luke Mills”?

“Yeah but...” Luke stammered.

The stranger interrupted. “Friend of Jason Betelli”?

“Well...yeah,” Luke replied.

The man handed the parcel to Luke. “All yours then. Bye.” He turned and walked back down the path. 

Luke stared at the small parcel in his hand. When he looked up the stranger had disappeared. Stepping out the door Luke looked left and right up the street. Nothing. He frowned, ’Where did he go?’ 

Returning to the lounge room with the parcel Luke announced, “it’s for us.”

Jason was flipping through a magazine. “Your family?” he muttered, not looking up.”

“No Jason, Luke exclaimed, us! Look!”

Jason looked up at the parcel Luke was holding out. A delivery label on the top of the parcel read - Deliver to: Luke Mills, Jason Betelli, Julie Kostas - That was all. No address. 

Jason stared at it. This was weird. “Who delivered it?”

“A man, in a yellow T Shirt, blue Jeans, sneakers, blonde hair.”

“Did he say anything?” Jason asked?

“No, he said it’s all yours and turned and left. I was looking at the parcel. When I looked up, he had gone.”

“How do you mean - Gone?”

“It was like he had disappeared, Luke said, either that or he was a fast walker. He was out of sight when I looked up.”

The boys turned their attention to the parcel. Jason sat up. “Let’s see what’s in it,” 

Luke tore the wrapping paper off to reveal a small cardboard box. He lifted the lid and they peered down at a slip of note paper. Jason picked it up. The paper had one short phrase – Please be at the City Art Gallery Tuesday 1pm.’

“That’s tomorrow,” Jason said.

“Shall we go?” Luke asked.

Jason leaned back on the couch. “Well, we don’t have anything else planned, what do you think?”

Luke nodded, “Yeah, let’s see what happens.”

Jason pulled out his phone, “We had better let Julie know.” He sent Julie a text. Can you meet us at coffee place next to City Art Gallery tomorrow 12.30 pm will explain then.

Her reply was quick. Sure, I will be there.

“That gives us 30 minutes to explain to Julie first,” Jason said, pushing the phone into his back pocket.
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The boys had met Julie Kostas when they helped her find the Vienna vase that vanished from her house overnight, while she and her mother slept. The three of them later played a big part in the rescue of a kidnapped Customs agent. All three of the kids are Christians, and on that occasion, God had given them the assignment through dreams. At another time they were able to help a boy named Anton with the code he found in his grandfather’s silver walking stick. 

The next day at 12.30 pm, the three friends sat at an outside table of the Coffee shop right next to the City Art Gallery. A glass of Coke sat on the table in front of each of them. Julie listened as Jason explained the delivery by the mysterious messenger. 

“And that was all that was in the box.?” She asked.

Jason lifted his glass to drink. “Yeah, that was it.”

Julie glanced at them both. “I think we are being pulled into another mystery.”

The two boys nodded in unison. “Feels like it,” Luke agreed.

From their table they could see a crowd of people gathered at the entrance to the Art Gallery. There was excitement among the crowd. People were jostling to get closer to the entrance. Three uniformed Policemen were endeavouring to keep order. 

At 12.55 pm the three walked over to the rear of the bustle of people. “Has something happened?” Jason inquired of a security guard standing near them.

“A priceless painting has been stolen from the Gallery, he responded, they cut it right out of the frame.”

Julie had to raise her voice to be heard over the hubbub of the crowd. “We are not going to get any closer to the entrance than this. What do you think we should do?’

“What say we wait for 10 minutes, then if nothing happens, we go,” Jason almost shouted. Luke and Julie nodded agreement. 

The sun glinted off something near Luke’s foot. He bent and picked it up. It was a knife. It had been lying in the terracotta pipe drain at the base of one of the statues. It had a black plastic handle and was one of those very sharp, serrated edge, vegetable knives you see advertised on Television. He held it up for the others to see. As they peered at it, Luke pointed to the blade, “Do they look like fragments of canvas to you guys?”

Jason leaned forward for a closer look. “Could be, we better hand it over to the Police.” That was easier said than done. The security guard had moved away into the crowd, and they would never get to the Policemen through the crush. 

Luke slipped the knife into the inside pocket of his parka. “We’ll have to hand it in to a Police Station later,” he said.

As they waited, a boy, a little older than them, arrived and was anxiously searching the area where Luke had picked up the knife. He was a ragged looking character. His clothes were dirty, and it was obvious he had not showered or had a bath lately. Finding nothing, he turned to the three of them with an anxious look, “excuse me, did you notice anything lying on the ground around here?”

“What was it?’ Jason asked, avoiding the obvious answer.

The boy jerked back at the question. Ah! Oh! it was just something personal of a friend of mine. He thinks he dropped it around here.” 

Julie, Jason, and Luke all shook their heads together, saying nothing. After a further frantic search, the boy gave up and walked off muttering to himself.

Luke looked grim. “He was looking for that knife, I’ll bet,” 

Jason nodded, “Yeah, somebody sent him back to find it.”

Julie turned to look at the boy disappearing in the distance. “Maybe we should follow him?”

Jason’s face brightened. “Good one Julie. We’ll have to hurry, or we’ll lose him.”

It was not easy keeping track of the boy through the traffic and the people on the sidewalks. Eventually they saw him turn into a shop that sold paintings and had a sign that said - Artist Supplies. He came out five minutes later. He stopped to count money in his hand, before putting it in his pocket.

“That will be payment for searching for the knife,” Jason said.
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The boy walked off and Julie, Luke and Jason continued their pursuit. After a long walk he entered an alley between two buildings. The alley was dirty and smelled of rotting garbage. The kids had to step around greasy pools of water and broken glass. The walls on either side were damp and covered in mildew and old graffiti. Empty liquor bottles, old newspapers, flattened cardboard boxes and empty soft drink cans lay scattered about. Cockroaches scuttled over the piles of garbage. The kids grimaced as abominable smells wafted into their nostrils. 

Somehow with all the dodging, evading, and stepping over, they still managed to keep the boy in view. Finally, he climbed the front steps of a dark hulking dilapidated dingy apartment building. Opening the front door, he shuffled inside, closing the door after him.

“Must be where he lives,” Jason said. 

Julie screwed her face up in disgust. “Oh yuck, who would live here?”

Luke turned away. “Anyway, that’s all we can do for now. Let’s get out to clean air.”

Having to concentrate on stepping around and over all the junk, and at the same time keep the boy in sight meant they taken little notice of where they were going. Turning now they had a choice of three alley ways running off in three directions. 

Julie pointed. “We came through that one on the left I think.”

Luke shook his head. “No, it was the one on the right.”

Jason scratched his head. “I’m not sure.”

Each of them felt a tremor of apprehension. It was getting late. It would be dark soon. This was not a place for kids to be after dark. Each of them stared silently at the three alley ways, straining to recall which way they had come.

A voice behind them broke the silence, “Are you kids lost?” Spinning around they faced a man in Jeans, sneakers, and a zipped up black leather jacket, and a red cap. All three felt relief to see he was smiling. 

“Yeah,” Jason said, we are not sure which way we came in.”

The man pointed at the middle alley. “If you go down that one right to the end, then turn left and go straight ahead again, you will eventually come out on the Boulevard.”

All of them had turned to look where the man was pointing. Now they turned back to thank him. He was gone. Only the three of them were standing there.

Jason could not believe it. “Where did he go?”

Julie opened her mouth to speak but no words came. She stood staring at the empty space where the man had been seconds before.

Luke’s face showed surprise, but he also had a small smile. “He is an amazingly fast walker.”

Julie found her voice. ‘What do you mean Luke.”

“I am quite sure that was the same guy who delivered the parcel to us, he said, I could not see if he had blonde hair






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





