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        “Alpha, Omega, Q.”

      

        

      
        Everything begins and ends with a question.
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      The Secret Codex is book two in the series. It mixes contemporary fantasy elements with science fiction, supernatural mystery, and young adult themes—creating a multifaceted environment ripe for exploration. The narrative reveals a powerful villain to set up intense confrontations between good and evil.

      There is a tantalising blend of fantasy, YA, sci-fi, and the supernatural and a fresh canvas that stands out from most typical genre conventions.

      Arthur Templar’s personal journey to save Elderberry Valley from an elite gang of Nibiruan criminals and bring his parents home in book one, is intertwined with family secrets and ancient powers.

      In book two Arthur and his friends combine their powers to uncover secret hidden destiny parchments. These deep mysteries position him as both a victim and a chosen one, adding depth to his character.

      The unexpected twist revealing Arthur's ancestry in the final book infuses the narrative with a captivating duality in motivations.

      This element of family legacy, paired with advanced Pleiadian technology, like dimension jumping, creates an intriguing intersection of old magic and new science.
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      Most of all the series is for my wife, my primary reader and editor and my heartbeat: Rosemary Maher.
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      The novels are dedicated to my beautiful brothers, John, Frank and Anthony, who Dimension Jumped too early. And to Steve and Jean, who prepared the way - eternal gratitude.

      Frank Finn (dec), Leigh Steedman, David Freeman and Michael Drenth also breathed life into my dream of writing.
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        * * *

      

      These wonderful people live in my memories. I value their thoughts and support. They whisk me back to the days of my Gaelic ancestors.

      

      For hundreds of years, generation after generation gathered around a fire somewhere, shared good conversations and humour, and invented stories that tickled the brain, tugged at the heartstrings or were rich in symbolism and mystery.

      

      The ‘Craik’ still lives on in those ancient, mystical lands to this day.

      

      Stories are forever.
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        Arthur Templar and the Secret Codex

      

      

      
        
        Elderberry Academy for Special Education has the only Eternal Library in the world. It disappeared.
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        Arthur Templar and his friends attempt to unravel the dark secrets of the missing library.

        A shape-shifting evil lurks in the shadows and corridors of the Academy, and it is out to destroy them.

        The stakes are high as Arthur and his friends risk everything to find the Eternal Library of the Psychic Academy.
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            FRIENDS IN A TREEHOUSE

          

        

      

    

    
      The radio in the treehouse was tuned to ‘The Goon Show’.

      ‘The oldies are the goodies,’ Arthur said when he had tuned their radio to the Pleiadian Intergalactic Pulse Wave band. Now they could get the old BBC Earth stations whenever they wanted. It was tuned to PIPW, and it stayed on PIPW.

      Arthur, Erin, Torin, and Darcy fell about laughing at the hilarious antics of Neddie Seagoon, Bluebottle, Eccles, Little Jim, and Major Bloodknock. They each tried to pick the exact moment of the impossible but inevitable SPLASH! Then, right on the beat, yell, ‘He’s fallen in the water’. The sillier it was, the better.

      The school holidays were spent mucking about in the treehouse, riding around Elderberry on their bikes, heading off to the beach to swim with the dolphins, or visiting the Watering Hole and enjoying Millie’s oversized custard tarts, lamingtons, and blue moon milkshakes.

      Now and then, Dr Reynard joined them for a meal at Aunt Dotty’s place. She seemed happier now. She told Aunt Dotty her life was richer and full of purpose again. Her sense of humour had returned. Giving up classroom teaching turned out to be the best thing she had done.

      Aunt Dotty asked about how Charlotte was doing. Dr Reynard said Charlotte had become much more mature after the incident with the shark and after Darcy spoke to her about how today was the beginning of the rest of her life.
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      Aunt Dotty and Dr Reynard often wandered around Aunt Dotty’s herb garden. Arthur knew Dr Reynard was reading all the award-winning books that Aunt Dotty had written. They shared a jug of cold herb tea and a passion for science and enjoyed experimenting in Aunt Dotty’s herb laboratory. They often laughed and chatted away until the sun gave up and went to hide beyond the horizon. One day, he read Dr Reynard’s mind as she asked Aunt Dotty about him.

      ‘He’s the bravest young man I’ve ever met. He knows his parents haven’t abandoned him, but they sure don’t put him at the centre of their lives.’

      ‘Still, Serpo - why did they call Alpha Centauri, Serpo?’

      ‘Misdirection maybe.’

      ‘More than four years to get there if you can travel at the speed of light.’

      Arthur could see them from his rocking chair in the treehouse. It filled him with a powerful sense of being part of a family when he realised he was close to the centre of Aunt Dotty’s life. The people he loved were doing their own thing, feeling safe together, chatting, sharing memories, and enjoying each other’s company. He thought, Being happy is catching. But a lot of the feeling came from Elderberry itself and the energy core that the ancestors had left there. He wondered what that stuff about Serpo was about.

      He ached so much for his parents to be part of Elderberry’s life again. Then, it would have been a family.

      The afternoon had been a typical mellow day with a cool sea breeze drifting in from the Indian Ocean. The forecast for the rest of the week was for days around twenty-six degrees centigrade all the way from Fremantle down to Elderberry, Rockingham, Shoalwater, and Safety Bay. The sea air was cool on his face and a little moist. He could see Thunder Mountain had a soft cloudy mist wrapping around the top.

      Harry Pettit sometimes dropped in, and Arthur listened in awe as Uncle Bob and his best mate drank coffee out on the patio under the grapevine and carried on about the ‘old days.’ They regaled each other with tales of flying intergalactic Federation fighter orbs in various battles with UR bombers and sorties against squadrons of fast Nibiruan fighters.

      Arthur wanted to know every detail about the controls of the orb fighters. How did the anti-gravity device work? How did you control it? How did it perform a sudden stop in mid-air and reverse or change its angle of flight in an instant? How come the pilot was not affected by gravity? They were patient with him, remembering they had the same questions while they were in training. He could see the control panel of an Orb fighter in his mind’s eye. He even got a feel for flying an UR bomber.

      They were sure they’d be ready to fly again if they were needed. Arthur soaked up the stories as if his Biggles novels had sprung to life. He often sat on the patio deck chair and listened to the tales of how had performed the Immelmann turn, and he could see it in his mind’s eye.

      Uncle Bob took him up in the Moth, and he went through the whole Immelmann turn manoeuvre for real. Arthur’s body pressed hard into the seat as the Moth made high-speed diving attacks on an imaginary enemy, then Uncle Bob pulled the Moth into a steep climb past the imaginary ‘enemy’ aircraft, and short of stalling, he applied ‘full-rudder’ to yaw the Moth around. Arthur felt the force of gravity pulling blood from his brain to his feet as the Moth rolled wing-over and was now facing up for a second climbing attack on the enemy aircraft.

      Uncle Bob showed him how pilots performed the turn, coming in to attack from above and up from below. ‘Try it in deep water as an underwater exercise to get the feel of it.’

      Arthur practised the turn in his favourite ocean pool at the beach, imagining his cousins swimming nearby were enemy aircraft.

      He thought he must be the luckiest kid in the world. If only he could share his stories and adventures with his mum and dad. But Doctors don’t enjoy stories of war and battle and sneaking up on the enemy. Their lives are devoted to healing bodies, not breaking them.

      He made a promise to himself that he would never study medicine as he sank into a fog of deep despair. It had been too long since they left on their medical mission to Serpo. They hadn’t returned at the end of the year after all.

      Two Christmases had passed without his parents. Two broken promises. He could not bring his parents back. He felt abandoned and alone, like his insides were wet spaghetti.

      Aunt Dotty did her best to reassure him it wouldn’t be long.

      Words, words, words, and no action. He was here in Elderberry Valley, and they were on war-torn Serpo. That troubled him. It was all wrong. ‘I’ll be an old man before I see them again,’ he said to Aunt Dotty.

      No one could or would give him a good reason why they hadn’t come home two years ago at Christmas, when they said they would. Something was not right. Aunt Dotty and Uncle Bob had never lied to him, so he guessed they really did not know. They also believed his parents would return like he did. They had no answers.

      Aunt Dotty and his best friends sensed his feelings. Erin and Torin and Darcy tried to cheer him up, but that amounted to trying to divert his attention to custard tarts and blue moon milkshakes at ‘The Watering Hole.’ Erin felt a real physical ache deep in Arthur’s chest, and it hurt her as much as it hurt him. Arthur knew she was an empath, and he did his best to cheer himself up so he wouldn’t read and feel his sadness. He could hear his dad saying, ‘Pull your socks up Arthur.’ But that was another memory that made him feel flat again.

      He knew the world didn’t revolve around him, and he always tried to snap out of it and join in. He loved these people in his life so much. They were all so generous and selfless. He would give his life for them if he had to, and he’d do anything to get his parents back. At least he had his friends together in the treehouse.
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            HARRY PETTIT’S REWIND

          

        

      

    

    
      Harry Pettit again asked Erin about the ‘Rewind’ thing. He was feeling in a good mood and realised she would be at the Academy soon, and then she couldn’t help. He didn’t want to put it off any longer because nothing he was doing helped his nightmares and pain. She had said she would help.

      They were on the back veranda of Aunt Dotty’s House, sitting under the cool grapevine on a balmy summer day.

      ‘So, Erin, what do I need to do?’

      ‘Almost nothing. Trust you are safe, and the technique is powerful.’

      ‘Is it right for me? The doctors said I had a post-traumatic stress syndrome because I hadn’t resolved the death of my wife and daughter.’

      Erin paused, wondering if she offered a rewind session to Harry. Would it interfere with any medical treatment?

      ‘Are they treating you for it?’

      ‘No, not really.’

      ‘Well, you gave a name to the problem. That’s a huge insight and a good place to start. Let’s go over it and what you can expect.’

      She told him again how the Rewind Technique worked.

      He listened as she explained how it was like watching a movie, but Harry Pettit would be the star, and it would run super-fast.

      He finally said, ‘Do it. Let’s at least try. Nothing else works, and it can’t hurt.’

      He allowed himself to relax at the sound of her gentle, confident voice, and the movie began as he sat alone in his own imaginary theatre. Then, the entire traumatic experience flickered before Harry’s eyes like a movie running at high speed. He saw the full moon raid over enemy territory. He sat and watched himself landing at his squadron’s base after the sortie, taxiing his orb fighter to its hangar and climbing down.

      He saw his head mechanic tell him that word had come through that his wife and daughter had died from the virus that raged on Serpo. He felt guilt flood over him. His rational mind watching the movie knew he hadn’t even known they were sick.

      The Nibiruans had released a virus they had all been inoculated against. It was germ warfare. It violated every covenant of war and every intergalactic convention, a clear war crime. There had been a mad scramble to find a cure or a vaccine. There had been some progress, but it was too slow to reach everyone. It had been given to all military personnel, but they didn’t have enough supplies to vaccinate the entire population. He was vaccinated, but his wife and daughter were not. It made him feel responsible in some strange way. He blamed himself, even though there was not a thing he could have done to prevent it. He couldn’t see that he was putting his life on the line every day to stop the evil that let it happen. Harry Pettit realised he had to accept that medical fact, and yet, he could not forgive himself. In the movie, he stood outside himself, telling himself over and over to accept the facts and move on.

      He realised the image of the full moon on the night of the raid had stayed with him all these years. So, that was the trigger. There on the screen, in the movie in his mind, was a full moon. The moon was behind the head mechanic as he learned about his wife and daughter. He had imprinted the trauma with the moon as the trigger. He now understood for the first time why he relived the trauma every time there was a full moon. The full moon released all his guilty memories. He had finally made the connection. He was in pain. At least he wasn’t crazy.

      The movie ended.

      Harry Pettit sat still and wept with sobs so deep he could hardly breathe. And in front of a twelve-year-old girl. Erin was no ordinary twelve-year-old girl. She soothed him with her soft voice and calmed him. He breathed deeply as he followed her instructions. It had the strange effect of making him a little giddy.

      ‘Deeper, slower.’ She said in her hypnotically calming voice.

      She asked him how he felt as he watched himself watching the movie about his trauma.

      ‘It seemed remote. Like a story about someone else.’ He said. ‘I watched it as if it was someone else’s story all in fast motion. I could see it all. I was watching a movie, but it wasn’t about someone else; it was me, and it was all true.’

      The next full moon did not affect him. He later told Erin he was getting at least eight hours of sleep every night. He had stopped having the disturbing dreams that were destroying his life and health. He looked healthier and a lot happier as the days went by. To celebrate, he bought himself a new emerald green waistcoat with a teal trim.

      They all remarked on how smart he looked.

      He placed his favourite picture of his wife and daughter over the mantlepiece in the kitchen and sent loving wishes to them every day.

      Erin heard about the picture from Uncle Bob, and she knew Harry began healing and living his life again. It filled her with a level of satisfaction that only those who heal can understand.

      Harry knew Erin would not accept gifts, so he got her a voucher at Pages Books for Boffins. It was the biggest and best bookshop ever, as far as the folks of Elderberry could tell. It had to have something of interest for a bright young psychologist and maybe a future doctor. ‘Choose a book you wouldn’t buy yourself but would love to have.’ Harry had said.

      She went with Arthur and Torin, and Darcy, and she chose the latest edition of DSM. ‘Yes, I know they update it,’ she remarked when Torin asked her if it was the latest edition. ‘It isn’t the sort of thing you’d find at the Academy,’ she said. ‘I’ve been going through an old copy of Mum’s. It is version four. This version is way more advanced.’

      Later that day, after she had finally extracted the boys from the bookshop, and as the shop was closing, she showed it to Harry Pettit. ‘Will you sign it for me?’

      He was filled with delight and thought of his daughter, how he would have enjoyed sharing moments like this with her and her mother, and what pleasure it would bring.

      He wrote, To Erin, my angel of mercy and healing. In memory of my most precious wife and daughter. With affection, Marshal Harold Pettit.

      Erin showed it later at dinner to Arthur, Torin, Darcy, Aunt Dotty, and Uncle Bob.

      ‘I’ll treasure it all my life,’ she told them, and she meant it. ‘It will go on my personal bookshelf at the Academy.’

      Arthur and Erin, Torin, and Darcy could feel themselves changing from ‘Primary school kids into big kids.’ The big day was approaching fast. Too fast for Arthur.
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      Several warm summery weeks slipped by, and thoughts turned to preparations for a new school year at the Elderberry Academy.

      He focused his mind on doing a writing or journalism course there.

      Then he discovered could do a program of creative studies at John Curtin College of the Arts that included creative writing. It meant a long bike ride to Fremantle and back every day for the next five years. He was having trouble deciding.

      On the one hand, the Elderberry Academy was closer and live-in, and he had got a full scholarship to go there.

      He had heard that John Curtin College of the Arts had the best reputation for creative studies, but it was like cycling to another country to get there, and then he would have to do it all over again in reverse to get home every day.

      Aunt Dotty and Uncle Bob said they would get him a new bike if he went to John Curtin College. They didn’t have to say he wouldn’t need one if he went to the Academy. He knew that.

      Several warm summery weeks slipped by, and thoughts turned to preparations for a new school year.

      Principal Reynard could see Arthur was struggling to decide, so one day, on one of her visits, she brought the school brochures from the Academy and John Curtin College of the Arts. She suggested he might compare their competing claims. It hurt her to think, after all the effort she had made behind the scenes for Arthur, Erin, Torin, and Darcy to gain entrance into the Academy, that he may throw it all away. They each had the academic grades and the psychic gifts they needed to qualify. It would be a shame to lose it, but not everyone who has a set of special skills enjoys using them.

      She had tried but could not get her own daughter accepted into the Academy. She knew Charlotte didn’t qualify; it was always a long shot. She knew Charlotte had no psychic abilities, and her academic grades were nothing but ordinary at her last school. Charlotte’s personality had changed in her new school. Now, she was right at the top of every class. She made the most of every minute.

      Dr Reynard was proud of her daughter.

      In the end, Arthur weighed up the long bike ride to John Curtin and back each day and decided it was worth it. He worked out he would have a better chance of finding a job as a journalist if he did the John Curtin College course. He knew he would lose contact with his cousins at the Academy, who meant everything to him. He was sure his future was in journalism, not some other career like his parents and he doubted his psychic skills. He was not in the least bit interested in going on to university.

      He studied the brochures again. He was weighing up how much better off he would be living in full-time accommodation at the Academy - but then he would miss Aunt Dotty and Uncle Bob, and he could no longer fly the Tiger Moth.

      He remembered his dad joking about making hard decisions. ‘Toss a coin and make a flippant decision,’ his dad said, totally without conviction. No! Real decisions about the rest of your life, should be thought through and should not be flippant decisions.

      The more he thought about it, the more unsure and stuck he became, and the more e thought about it, the more Ashkenazy and Dr Cleary became concerned. They knew he was leaning toward John Curtin College of the Arts. They also knew he would discover his destiny at the Academy, but it had to be his decision.

      Arthur did not know his extraordinary skills were needed and would be developed at the Academy. He had no idea about the surprises and revelations in store for him there. He didn’t know the Academy would change the course of the rest of his life. He didn’t know about the resident ghost or the forest folk. He didn’t know about the lifetime of stories waiting to be discovered. He didn’t know about the evil stalking its halls and passageways. He didn’t know the skills he mastered at the Academy might one day help him and save the lives of his parents and an entire planet.

      Arthur didn’t know much at all.

      He didn’t even know about the prophecy.
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      Ashkenazy tried to read but kept being distracted. Was Arthur always in two minds about every decision he made? It was as if Ashkenazy had tuned his brain into Arthur’s brain. It was like listening to a radio.
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      A sneaky idea popped into Ashkenazy’s mind.

      He dimension jumped into Dr Cleary’s office to see if his latest idea might do the trick.

      ‘What if we invite the kids to visit and set up a room in the west tower for each of them? We could reserve the room with the Wisteria Vine outside the window for Arthur. He needs to know he can come and go. He needs the sky.’

      Dr Cleary said. ‘Well, we’ve got to try something. But I can’t see Arthur falling for a bribe like that. Can you?’

      Ashkenazy agreed, ‘It’s not in his nature. Portuguese tarts and blue moon milkshakes on tap in the refectory would stand a better chance.’

      ‘We can organise that.’

      ‘A story might work,’ Ashkenazy added as an afterthought. ‘We’ve got enough mysteries around here to give him material for ten novels.’

      Dr Cleary said, ‘The afternoon before Orientation day would be ideal.’
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            STUDENT ROOMS

          

        

      

    

    
      Five large bedrooms occupied the top of the west wing tower. They were set around a comfortable common room with high beams under a grand vaulted ceiling. Their common room was quite like a lounge room in a large house. It had recliner chairs and side tables, perfect for reading and lounging around, chatting and passing the time.

      The outer door to the common room could be locked to allow for privacy for the students in residence. It opened onto a wide landing and a long circular flight of stairs to the classrooms and the Refectory. Arthur was delighted that the Refectory was open all day and night. He could get a snack any time he wanted to.

      Different dormitories were on different levels, served by different stairs. Arthur felt he would understand the geography - if he stayed. The Refectory offered round-the-clock access.

      Torin sensed someone was in the room closest to the landing door. So did Erin.

      ‘There is something familiar about the feeling I’m getting,’ Darcy said, surprised by something quite like a tiny spark of electricity in the air.

      Erin knocked on the door. A moment later, the door opened.

      ‘Sophie.’ Darcy almost yelped her name. He was shocked. The last time he had seen her was when he focused his gaze on the back of her head, and she had turned around and smiled at him. He thought, She’s the prettiest girl in the school.

      ‘Didn’t expect you would be here. Great to see you,’ Darcy said rather sheepishly.

      ‘Sorry, I didn’t mean to surprise you. Mum brought me here. She’s teaching Writing and English.’

      Arthur realised he knew her mother. She was Dr Mulvaney, the editor he had met at the Fremantle Press when he submitted his story.

      Sophie or Sophia. He wondered.

      ‘I prefer Sophie. Mum calls me Sophia, But we can’t help what our mums call us.’

      They all picked up on it. She could read minds, too.

      Arthur, ever one to lighten the moment, said, ‘I don’t care what they call me as long as they call me for dinner.’

      They laughed. The old bonds they shared at Elderberry School all fell into place again.

      As they visited each room, it became clear who should get each room. Each of them was delighted with how perfect their own room was. Apart from an enormous bed, a wardrobe big enough to hide Narnia in, and an ensuite. A bookcase lined one wall of each bedroom with copies of every textbook they would need. Each room was furnished to match their aspirations and dreams.

      Erin’s room was ‘Erin’ in every way. She remembered saying to Principal Reynard, ‘I’d like to become a doctor, and I’m interested in psychology.’ Her room was equipped with medical artefacts. There was a full-length skeleton standing in the corner next to a specimen display cabinet. A marble nephrology head sat on a long bookshelf. There was a table
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