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    To every young detective who loves asking questions, solving puzzles, and uncovering hidden secrets.
To the curious readers who know that every clue is the beginning of a new adventure and every mystery is an opportunity to learn something extraordinary.
May this story inspire you to think creatively, work together with good friends, and never stop searching for truth. Remember, the greatest discoveries are often found by those who are patient, kind, and willing to look a little closer.
This book is dedicated to all young minds whose curiosity lights the way to wonderful adventures.
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Chapter 1: The Mysterious Note
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The final school bell rang with its familiar buzz, sending students pouring through the front doors of Maplewood Middle School like a river breaking through a dam. Backpacks bounced, conversations filled the air, and bicycles rolled down the sidewalk toward home.

Lily Carter walked at a slower pace than most of her classmates.

She wasn't in a hurry.

While many students rushed home to play games or watch television, Lily followed the same path every Tuesday and Thursday after school. She crossed Oak Street, waved to the crossing guard, passed Mrs. Green's flower shop with its colorful window boxes, and continued toward the oldest building in town.

The Maplewood Public Library.

The stone building had stood for more than a hundred years. Ivy climbed partway up its walls, and enormous oak trees shaded the front steps. Tall windows reflected the afternoon sunshine, making the library glow with a warm golden light.

Some children thought the old building looked gloomy.

Lily thought it looked like a place where adventures waited patiently between dusty pages.

She climbed the wide stone steps, pushed open the heavy wooden door, and smiled as the familiar scent greeted her.

Books.

Old paper.

Polished wood.

A hint of lavender from the fresh flowers that always decorated the front desk.

It smelled like possibility.

"Good afternoon, Lily," called Mrs. Harper, the librarian.

Mrs. Harper wore bright blue glasses and always seemed to know exactly where every book belonged.

"Hello!" Lily replied cheerfully.

"Looking for another mystery today?"

Lily grinned.

"You know me too well."

Mrs. Harper laughed softly.

"I've noticed."

She leaned closer and lowered her voice dramatically.

"I received several donated books this morning. Some are adventure stories from many years ago. They're on the cart near the history section if you'd like first pick."

Lily's eyes sparkled.

"Really?"

Mrs. Harper nodded.

"I thought you might enjoy them."

"Thank you!"

Without another moment to waste, Lily hurried toward the back of the library.

If there was one thing Lily loved almost as much as solving puzzles, it was discovering old books.

Unlike shiny new books with crisp covers, old books seemed to have lived exciting lives.

Some had handwritten names inside.

Others held pressed flowers between their pages.

A few contained newspaper clippings or forgotten bookmarks left behind by previous readers.

Every old book carried tiny mysteries of its own.

Lily believed that every object had a story waiting to be uncovered.

As she reached the rolling cart, she carefully examined each book.

A book about ocean explorers.

A collection of fairy tales.

A history of trains.

An atlas with faded edges.

Then she spotted one that immediately caught her attention.

Its dark green cover was worn smooth with age.

Gold lettering, though faded, still spelled out the title.

The Explorer's Secret Journey.

The corners were bent, and the spine showed signs of being read many times.

"Perfect," Lily whispered.

She gently opened the cover.

Inside the front page was an old library stamp dated nearly forty years earlier.

Forty years.

The thought amazed her.

How many children had borrowed this very book?

Who had laughed at its funny parts?

Who had stayed awake late reading it with a flashlight?

Who had imagined climbing mountains and discovering hidden treasures?

She smiled.

Books connected people across time.

Lily carried the novel to her favorite reading corner beside a large window overlooking the library garden.

The chair there was soft, slightly squeaky, and perfectly placed beneath a tall lamp.

She settled into the seat and opened the first chapter.

The story began with an explorer searching for a forgotten island.

It was exciting from the very first page.

Lily became so absorbed that she hardly noticed the world around her.

Minutes slipped by unnoticed.

Outside, birds hopped across the grass.

Inside, the clock ticked steadily.

She turned another page.

Then another.

When she reached about halfway through the book, something unusual happened.

As she flipped a page, a small folded piece of paper slipped free and floated gently onto the carpet.

Lily blinked.

She looked down.

The paper wasn't a bookmark.

It looked older than the book itself.

Its edges were yellowed and slightly curled.

For a moment she simply stared.

Most people might have assumed someone had accidentally left a note inside years ago.

But Lily's curiosity stirred immediately.

She carefully picked it up.

The paper felt surprisingly thick.

Not notebook paper.

Something sturdier.

Almost like parchment.

She unfolded it slowly.

There was no greeting.

No signature.

No explanation.

Instead, neatly written in dark ink, were four puzzling lines.

Where time still watches without a face,

Begin your search in that quiet place.

Beneath the stone that never strays,

The first small answer quietly stays.

Lily read the words again.

Then a third time.

It wasn't a letter.

It wasn't a poem.

It sounded like...

"A riddle," she whispered.

She looked around instinctively.

The library remained peaceful.

Mrs. Harper was helping an elderly man find gardening books.

Two younger children sat in the picture book section.

Everything appeared completely normal.

Yet Lily's heart had begun beating faster.

Who had written this?

Why had it been hidden inside this particular book?

Was it simply someone's game from years ago?

Or had someone deliberately left it to be found?

She turned the paper over.

The back was blank.

Holding it closer to the window, she noticed faint creases suggesting it had been folded many times.

It had clearly been hidden for a long time.

Lily carefully examined the page where the note had fallen from.

Nothing seemed unusual.

Then she looked more closely.

Near the inside edge of the page was the tiniest pencil mark.

Not a word.

Just a small circle.

It was so faint she almost missed it.

Interesting.

She compared the note to the page again.

Could the mark have been placed there intentionally?

Maybe.

Maybe not.

Lily wasn't the kind of person who jumped to conclusions.

She preferred gathering facts before making guesses.

That was one reason she loved mysteries.

Good detectives observed first.

They solved later.

She slipped the folded note inside her notebook rather than back into the novel.

Then she returned to reading.

Or at least she tried to.

Every few paragraphs her thoughts drifted back to the mysterious riddle.

Where time still watches without a face...

What did that mean?

A clock without numbers?

An old sundial?

Something else entirely?

Begin your search in that quiet place.

The library itself was certainly quiet.

Could the clue be referring to somewhere inside the building?

Or another peaceful location?

Beneath the stone that never strays...

That sounded even stranger.

Stones didn't wander.

Unless it referred to a statue.

Or a monument.

Or perhaps a large stepping stone.

Lily smiled despite herself.

This was fascinating.

She had solved crossword puzzles.

Escape room challenges.

Treasure hunts at birthday parties.

But never a mystery that appeared to have been waiting inside an old library book.

When she finally reached the last page of the novel, she closed it gently.

The adventure inside the story had been exciting.

Yet somehow the folded note seemed even more intriguing.

She carried the book back to the circulation desk.

Mrs. Harper smiled.

"Finished already?"

"It was wonderful."

"I thought you'd enjoy it."

Lily hesitated.

She almost mentioned the folded note.

Almost.

Instead she asked casually, "Do people ever leave things inside library books?"

"Oh, all the time."

Mrs. Harper chuckled.

"We've found grocery lists, birthday cards, shopping receipts, photographs, homework assignments, bus tickets—even a five-dollar bill once."

Lily laughed.

"Really?"

"Oh yes."

"Has anyone ever left...a puzzle?"

Mrs. Harper tilted her head thoughtfully.

"Hmm."

"A crossword?"

"No."

"A treasure map?"

Mrs. Harper laughed louder.

"Not that I've ever seen."

Lily smiled politely.

"So...nothing unusual?"

"Books always hold surprises."

Mrs. Harper stamped the return date.

"But usually they're ordinary ones."

Lily thanked her and headed toward the exit.

Outside, the afternoon breeze rustled the oak leaves overhead.

She sat on one of the stone benches in front of the library.

Carefully, she unfolded the mysterious note again.

The handwriting was neat.

Confident.

Whoever had written it had taken great care.

No words were crossed out.

No ink had smudged.

It almost looked as though the writer expected someone to find it someday.

But who?

And why?

A group of younger children ran across the lawn chasing each other.

Their laughter echoed across the library grounds.

Lily barely noticed.

She was studying every letter.

Every space.

Every line.

Then something caught her attention.

The first letter of each line.

W.

B.

B.

T.

That didn't seem to spell anything.

Unless...

No.

Probably just coincidence.

She checked whether every line contained the same number of words.

No.

Perhaps every second word formed another message.

No.

She counted letters.

Nothing obvious.

Interesting.

Whoever created the riddle hadn't made it too easy.

That made Lily even more determined.

Her curiosity had grown into a challenge.

Challenges deserved solutions.

As she walked home, she
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