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			Chapter One

			Boy, Found

			The woman was back. And this time, she was sitting in the mandarin tree near Sebastian’s window.

			Careful not to make any sharp movements, Sebastian finished gluing the hair back onto his little brother’s pet rock and set it on the desk. Why hadn’t he checked the tree before? After all, the woman had been spying on him for a week now, popping up in random places. Sometimes she watched him through a tiny pair of binoculars. Today, she scribbled in a silver notepad.

			Her feet, wedged into a glossy pair of heels, dangled from one of the lower branches.

			Sebastian still had no idea what she wanted from him. It wasn’t like he was famous. He definitely hadn’t done anything newsworthy—except maybe that time he’d eaten nineteen coconut macaroons at the school fête and thrown up in the sandpit. But that had happened years ago.

			The woman didn’t strike him as a reporter anyway.

			Whatever she was, Sebastian couldn’t let her snoop around his back garden. His whole family would find out what was going on if he didn’t do something, and there was no way that would end well.

			He pulled on his dressing gown and his school shoes, making sure not to wake Ollie in the bed behind him. Then, he slid the window open and climbed outside.

			The chill winter’s air nipped at his skin in greeting.

			Sebastian scanned the mandarin tree, his breath stuck high in his chest. He couldn’t see her anymore. Had she already made a run for it? How had she got down from the tree without him noticing? He’d only looked away for a second.

			His head light, he hugged his arms to his body and ran up the side of the house towards the gate. He peeked out onto the street through the wooden slats. Nothing.

			He’d already lost her.

			Unless …

			Sebastian raced back to the tree. Broken twigs and fallen fruit littered the soil around its trunk. When he gazed upwards, he noticed several leaves stuck out at odd angles. But the woman wasn’t hidden among its topmost branches.

			She’d disappeared.

			This wasn’t good. At all. It was one thing to follow him around the neighbourhood, but to turn up in his backyard … He bent down and patrolled the muddy ground for footprints—heel-prints—anything he could—

			‘Nah, this is actually gold.’

			Sebastian felt the blood drain from his face. Finn, one of his two older brothers, leaned casually against his own windowsill, his tablet pointed in Sebastian’s direction. Finn was never up this early.

			‘Quit filming me!’ Sebastian wanted to run, but his legs refused to get the message. Of course his dressing gown had to be covered in skateboarding penguins. The people at school would never let him live this one down.

			‘But you look so pretty! Go on, tell your adoring fans what you’re up to.’

			‘You’re not putting this online. Dad won’t—’

			‘Dad’s not here. And Mum actually likes our Little Bro Antics page.’ Finn puffed up like a bullfrog. ‘I might consider your request, though. But only if you tell me why you climbed out your window and started gallivanting around the backyard at seven o’clock in the morning.’

			‘I wasn’t gallivanting.’

			‘That was classic gallivanting.’

			Sebastian inspected the mandarin tree again, the hairs on his neck bristling. Finn mustn’t have seen the woman.

			Good.

			‘So,’ Finn pressed, ‘what’re you doing out there?’

			‘I just …’ Beads of sweat formed along his hairline in spite of the cold. Was the woman secretly hiding nearby, listening to all this? ‘I thought I saw a seagull.’

			‘In Swan’s Creek?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘An hour away from the ocean?’

			‘I already told you, yes!’ And then it hit him. ‘You didn’t catch it on camera, did you? Or … anything else? Can you show me?’

			Finn pressed the screen of his tablet and tucked it under his arm. ‘Okay, that’s just sad. You seriously don’t realise this is the Jungle Puppy thing all over again?’

			Jungle Puppy had been Sebastian’s imaginary friend until about the age of six. This was different, though. He wasn’t imagining the woman. Only the day before, his best friend, Yixing, had dropped his slushie on the woman’s foot at the local 7-Eleven and caused a scene. They’d been working to piece together the mystery of her identity—and her motivation—since the spying began.

			There was no way he’d tell Finn that.

			‘I saw what I saw.’ Sebastian placed a hand on the mandarin tree for support. ‘It looked like a seagull. I’m going inside now anyway.’

			‘And I’m going to tell Mum you hopped out your window to look for a bird.’

			Something rose in Sebastian’s throat. ‘You wouldn’t. She’ll make you hang out with me to “normal me up” again if you do.’

			

			Finn looked torn. Sebastian knew his brother would love to get him into trouble, but if spending time with him was the price to pay …

			‘Have it your way, Seagull Boy.’ He disappeared into the darkness of his bedroom.

			‘Don’t call me—’

			‘Who’s Seagull Boy?’

			Sebastian froze. His mum was standing near the back door in her slippers and fleecy pyjamas, a hair curler hanging limp over one of her eyebrows. She held her phone close to her right ear. There was only one person she ever spoke to this early. The weight in Sebastian’s chest lifted slightly.

			‘I am,’ he said. ‘Is Dad on the phone?’

			‘Why are you Seagull Boy, Sebastian?’

			‘It doesn’t matter. Finn was just messing around. Can I please talk to Dad?’

			‘Not until you explain how you got out here without passing through the kitchen!’ His mum threw him an icy look. Water from the patio gutter trickled onto the ground behind her. ‘You crawled out the window, didn’t you?’

			‘Maybe.’

			His mum let out a groan and pointed to the spot in front of her with her free hand. The dark shadows under her eyes told him she hadn’t slept well, and that meant she wouldn’t go easy on him. But resisting would only make matters worse. Resigned, he shuffled across the garden to where his mum stood.

			‘Look, don’t worry about it. I’ll deal with him myself,’ Sebastian heard her say. He was so close to her that he could just about hear his dad’s voice. ‘You can chat with him later. And I told you, the shirt fits him fine. I’m not going out and buying him new stuff for a school disco. Yeah, bye.’ She poked at her phone to shut it off.

			The shirt didn’t fit him fine. It belonged to Riley, who was at least half a metre taller than him and much broader in the shoulders. The orange material also clashed horribly with Sebastian’s red hair. Still, now was not the time to complain.

			‘Remember what I said when you and Ollie almost set the living room on fire?’ she asked, her voice thin.

			‘We didn’t mean to—’

			‘This is strike two. One more incident—one more—and I swear to whatever’s out there that I’m chucking out the wi-fi.’ His mum directed her finger towards the kitchen door, silently commanding him to go inside. ‘Oh, and I’ll send Finn those pictures of you from the school play, too. I’m sure you don’t need me to tell you where those will end up!’

			He shuffled into the house without another word.

			***

			

			Sebastian was pacing up and down the front porch when Yixing arrived for their walk to school. He flew down the driveway to meet his friend.

			‘That video this morning was brutal,’ Yixing said, his face stony. ‘I’m really sorry. Can’t believe Riley and Finn actually put it up.’

			‘You saw it then?’

			‘Yeah, Dad let me use his phone for a bit. He’s not following them, just so you know.’

			Sebastian opened his mouth to ask how many followers they did have but then thought better of it. ‘Did you see Coat Lady in the video?’

			‘No, why?’

			‘Not here.’ Sebastian nodded in the direction of his house. The red-brick walls of 94 Hinckley Street did little to block out the sound of his brothers cackling. ‘Come on!’

			The two set off along the rain-soaked footpath at a quicker pace than usual. Sebastian’s eyes scanned every house they passed for signs of the woman, or something that might belong to her.

			‘She was in my backyard this morning, sitting in the mandarin tree, writing like it was nothing,’ he said once they’d reached the end of the street. ‘She’s never been at my house before.’

			‘Yikes.’

			‘Right? So I went outside, because she can’t show up in my garden like that, but when I climbed out, she was already gone.’

			‘Did she leave anything?’

			‘Nope. Not even a footprint.’

			‘Covering her tracks, huh?’ Yixing gave Sebastian a sideways glance. ‘I know you’re not going to like this, because we said we’d investigate on our own and all, but this is getting creepy. She was on your property. That’s trespassing. I reckon that’s a crime.’

			‘You think I should talk to Mum.’

			‘What’s the worst that could happen at this point?’

			‘She won’t let us leave the house until the woman’s in jail. She decides to go find the woman herself, and then she does something that gets her into trouble.’ Sebastian listed off the possibilities on his fingers. ‘She thinks I’m making it all up and drags me to the school chaplain to “talk through my feelings” again.’

			‘You sure that’s not something she needs to do?’

			Yixing had a point. His mum hadn’t been herself lately. She reminded Sebastian of a piece of string pulled too tight, coming apart one fibre at a time and always a hair away from snapping. But trying to speak to her about it only made her angry.

			A man drying the windscreen of an old Toyota on his front lawn eyed them as they walked by. Sebastian moved closer to his friend.

			‘What about your dad?’ tried Yixing.

			

			‘Dad’s back at work in the mines. He’s not going to be in Perth for ages.’ Sebastian kicked a stone from the wet path. ‘Three weeks.’

			‘You can’t tell him over the phone?’

			‘With Mum listening to every word I say? Yeah, that’d go down well. Not going to her first, hiding stuff from her …’ Guilt made his voice thick. ‘You know what she’s been like since Dad left.’

			‘Okay, you’d be toast.’ Yixing hitched his school bag higher up on his back. ‘But you might be toast anyway. People don’t just follow you around for no reason. That lady’s got something planned.’

			‘You don’t think she wants to kidnap me, do you?’ he asked, ignoring the fear biting his insides.

			‘It doesn’t sound like she wants to invite you to wizard school, put it that way.’

			‘We don’t know that.’

			Yixing laughed. ‘I like you a lot, but you’re no wizard. Maybe at The Ravenna Case …’

			‘You’re better than I am at the Nardi Corp games and you know it.’

			‘True.’ He and Sebastian rounded another corner. ‘Anyway, we need to do something about Coat Lady. The two of us aren’t getting anywhere on our own. And if you can’t talk to your parents, we should probably get the police involved. Next time you see her, or I see her, we call. No ifs, no—watch it!’

			

			Too late. Sebastian stepped into a puddle as deep as his ankles, drenching his running shoes and the bottom of his blue school trousers. Any other day, something like that would have sent him into spirals of panic. This morning, he barely noticed.

			‘And if she doesn’t turn up again?’ he said, shaking out his feet.

			‘We thank our lucky stars she’s moved on to better things.’ He looked Sebastian up and down. ‘But I have a feeling she’ll show up again somehow.’

			Sebastian had a feeling she would, too.

			

			Chapter Two

			An Invitation

			‘Wait, go back. You had it! Right there.’ Sebastian pointed at the computer screen, indicating a small metal box beneath the water of the flooded crypt.

			Ollie set his jaw and clicked on the box. It immediately floated to the surface of the water, and two items were added to their inventory: an old hand mirror and a scroll. ‘See? Those are your next clues.’

			Ollie clicked on the scroll, which unfurled to the sound of trumpets. His lips silently mouthed the words as he read. ‘Twenty-five west for reflection and rest? What does that mean?’

			‘You have to work it out.’

			‘You can’t just tell me?’

			Sebastian smiled to himself. Nothing would persuade him to spoil The Ravenna Case for his brother. It was Ollie’s first play-through, and he’d only get to do that once. If it were any other game by any other company, he might have given in. But the Nardi Corp games had something special about them. They were world famous for a reason.

			Nobody made games like Elisabetta Nardi. She’d started out making board games from her father’s workshop back in the nineties and, against all odds, the games had exploded in popularity. The hype had only grown since her company expanded into the virtual realm.

			Nowadays, she boasted legendary status … and more money than he’d ever know what to do with.

			Sebastian slung one arm around the back of Ollie’s chair, suppressing a laugh.  His brother had given up on the scroll and instead forced his character to swim around the crypt at random. He bumped into a fish and was propelled backwards through the water. Then the distorted music of their doorbell swept through the house.

			They weren’t expecting anyone that afternoon. He and Ollie rushed to the living room windows and peered through the crusty lace curtains.

			Coat Lady was standing pin-straight on their welcome mat.

			What was she doing at his house again? Neither he nor Yixing had spotted her since she’d turned up in his garden a full day and a half ago. They’d assumed they’d frightened her off when they’d mentioned the police—she must have been listening in.

			Yet here she was. Unfussed.

			

			‘What do you reckon she wants?’ whispered Ollie.

			Sebastian’s heart jumped around in his chest. He had to call the police. That’s what he and Yixing had decided. But he couldn’t move. Why wasn’t he moving?

			Too late. His mum reached the front door and pulled it open.

			‘Can I help you?’ his mum said through the security screen, her voice fraying around the edges.

			‘Yes, I believe so, Mrs Walker.’ Coat Lady had a strong European accent. Italian, maybe. Or Spanish. ‘We have important matters to discuss. I will elaborate once I am inside.’

			‘I’m sorry?’

			‘No matter, Mrs Walker. There is no need to apologise. Please step aside.’

			‘No, hold on a second!’ Sebastian’s mum dug one hand into her hip. Some of the curls tucked behind her ears fell across her face. ‘I don’t know how things work where you come from, but over here we don’t just demand to enter strangers’ houses. Also, how do you know my name?’

			‘Come, we sit at the table.’

			‘You’re not from the—excuse me!’

			The woman wrenched the security screen open and stepped past his mum into the entryway. His mum moved to block her path, but it was useless. Coat Lady was already steering herself towards the kitchen and dining area. It was as if she’d memorised every last detail of their house. With a sinking feeling, Sebastian realised she probably had.

			He tugged on Ollie’s jumper. The two tiptoed after their mum, settling on two chairs at the end of the dining table. Sebastian’s mum had turned a violent shade of pink. She grabbed the wooden spoon she was using to make tomato soup, parked herself behind the kitchen counter and gave the woman her best death stare.

			‘You have one minute to explain yourself,’ she said, one eye twitching, ‘then I’m calling the police.’

			The woman unbuttoned her coat and studied her surroundings. Her gaze flitted over the deep scuff marks in the linoleum flooring and the paintings from the local charity shop that peppered the walls. Sebastian wasn’t surprised when her eyes settled on the family of spiders living above the freezer in the corner.

			He tended to glance that way a lot, too.

			‘Well?’ His mum gripped the wooden spoon so hard Sebastian worried it would splinter in her hands. ‘Are you here from the bank? I already told you I’d be late this month. Mr Bikram assured me—’

			‘Your finances are not my concern.’ Coat Lady pointed a scarlet fingernail at him. ‘You are the parent or guardian of this boy, Sebastian Trent Walker?’

			‘I’m one of them. Why? What’s he done now?’

			Sebastian shrivelled in his seat. What had he done? Aside from accidentally stealing one of his classmates’ pens, nothing came to mind. Sure, someone might have hijacked one of his gaming accounts, but how much damage could they really do? It wasn’t even possible to chat with other players in the games he played.

			‘Nothing that I know.’ The woman gave a curt nod. ‘I am Giuliana. I only came to invite him to a party in Italy.’

			For a moment, all Sebastian could hear was the tomato soup bubbling away on the stovetop.

			Italy?

			This had to be a mistake. He didn’t know anyone in Italy, let alone anyone who would ask him over to celebrate something. It was hard enough getting his classmates to invite him to their birthday parties. This year, the only birthday he’d been to was Yixing’s, and it was already July.

			Sebastian’s mother scowled. ‘Is this your idea of a joke?’

			‘Indeed not.’ Giuliana turned to Sebastian for the first time. ‘Mr Walker, you have been chosen—’

			‘Eye contact, Sebastian.’

			He forced himself to look Giuliana in the face, resisting the urge to talk back to his mum.

			‘As I was saying,’ Giuliana went on, ‘you have been chosen to join Elisabetta Nardi for the launch of the Nardi Corporation’s newest game.’

			‘What?’

			‘It is as I have said. The party will be held at Ms Nardi’s private mansion in Sardinia, which I am certain you will like. Thirteen lucky children from all over the globe will be in attendance—you included, we hope—as well as many people who work for the company and members of the press.’ She cleared her throat. ‘It will be a nice experience for everyone involved.’

			A thousand thoughts sprang up in his mind at once, swirling around and bumping into each other in a confusing sort of dance. With all her fame and fortune, Elisabetta Nardi could have had anyone she wanted at her launch party. Why would she invite him?

			Was this even real?

			‘I …’ Shock tied Sebastian’s tongue. ‘I don’t …’

			‘Oh, please!’ his mum snapped. ‘As if my son hasn’t had enough disappointment to deal with. I know what you’re here for, and I’m not having it!’

			‘Excuse me?’

			‘You’re here with this nonsense story so you can scope out the house. You want to see what valuables we’ve got, and then you’re going to send people in at night, aren’t you? My husband, he’s going to be home any minute now!’

			Giuliana’s features softened. ‘We both know Mr Walker will not come.’

			‘I beg your pardon?’

			‘Sebastian’s father does not live with you anymore. In any case, he will not be in Perth until three Tuesdays from now,’ she said, placing a hand upon one of the empty dining chairs behind her.

			The reminder struck Sebastian like a cricket bat to the ribs.

			‘How do you know that?’ Sebastian’s mum said, lowering her tone.

			‘I know many things about you. I know you have four children, all boys. I know you like to have yoghurt with defrosted Christmas pudding for lunch all year round, and you sleep for sixteen minutes before your children come home from school every day.’

			‘You’ve been spying on us.’ His mum’s eyes widened. It only made the shadows beneath her eyes grow deeper. ‘That’s not on! I’m going to need you to leave the house. Now.’

			‘Not until I have given Sebastian Trent Walker his invitation.’

			‘His … hey!’

			She drew a silver envelope from her handbag and nodded in Sebastian’s direction. Slowly, cautiously, he rose from his seat and shuffled towards her. He could feel his mum’s eyes boring into him as Giuliana slipped the invite between his fingers.

			‘It’s got the Nardi Corp logo, Mum!’ He ran his fingertips over the envelope’s purple seal. Anyone would have recognised it. It was a mermaid, her hair splayed out to one side as if pulled along by a current, her long tail twisted around a jewelled sceptre. ‘I think this is actually for real!’

			‘Of course it is,’ said Giuliana. ‘I do not play around.’

			‘Aren’t you supposed to work for a games company?’ Sebastian’s mum clapped back.

			Giuliana did well not to answer that. She turned back to Sebastian, who was gripping the envelope with both hands. ‘Open it. It is yours to read.’

			Ollie and his mum gathered around him as he broke the seal and eased a single sheet of paper from the covering. The paper was smooth to the touch and glistened under the light.

			‘The event will be held over a three-day weekend,’ Giuliana explained as they looked over the invitation. ‘The children will arrive in Cagliari on Friday, where there will be a chauffeur waiting to take them to the residence.’

			‘Speaking of flying,’ Sebastian’s mum said, ‘who’s footing the bill for all this?’

			‘Travel, food and accommodation will be covered by Ms Nardi. Sebastian must bring only some clothes and other necessities. Any medications he takes, for instance.’

			‘What about his passport? He’s never been overseas before.’

			Giuliana reached for her purse and pulled out a stack of yellow notes. Sebastian gasped. He’d never seen so much money in his life.

			‘We understand, Mrs Walker,’ Giuliana said, handing the cash to Sebastian’s mum. His mum hesitated before taking the money, her pale lips drawn into a line. ‘We have prepared for this. The money we have just given you will cover the cost of the document and the priority processing fee.’

			‘Priority? When’s he supposed to leave again?’

			‘In two weeks, Mrs Walker.’

			Two weeks? A pit yawned open inside of him. Did that mean he wouldn’t get to see his dad before he left?

			‘You didn’t give us much time, did you?’ his mum said.

			‘Ms Nardi has her reasons.’

			‘I see.’ His mum straightened up and stepped away from the table, her disbelieving eyes on the wad of cash in her hands. Sebastian felt like he might explode. ‘Well, thanks. This is … a lot. But I think it’s time I finished getting dinner ready.’

			The tomato soup gurgled in defiance. Giuliana shot Sebastian’s mum a look he couldn’t understand. ‘You have no further questions?’

			‘The flight details are all written in the invite, aren’t they?’ She nodded in Sebastian’s direction. ‘It’s all there?’

			‘Yes. But then the boy will come? You will both allow him?’

			‘I suppose so. Sure.’

			The world seemed to be made of jelly, or of hot air. He was going to meet the great Elisabetta Nardi. There was so much he wanted to ask her. And tell her. Her games were the one thing that kept him sane half the time.

			‘If you have any other questions over the course of the next two weeks, please direct them to the number you see in the top left corner, here.’ Giuliana indicated the contact details with a soft tap. ‘Do you see?’

			‘Okay,’ his mum replied, barely turning her head. ‘Look, I’m sorry, but I’ve really got to get on with dinner. It was nice meeting you. Sebastian, would you mind seeing the lady to the door? Hey, earth to Seagull Kid!’

			Sebastian exhaled. ‘It’s not Seagull Kid, it’s—’

			‘Seagull Boy,’ said Giuliana.

			‘Show her out, please, Sebastian.’

			Sebastian stuffed his invitation back into the envelope and moved to Giuliana’s side, the invite firmly in his grasp. The woman followed him back down the hall.

			‘So,’ said Sebastian once they reached the front door, ‘I guess I’ll be seeing you soon?’

			‘Yes. I will return the day of your departure and will accompany you until we touch down in Sardinia.’ Giuliana picked at the straps of her bag. ‘But I will not stay with you at the villa.’

			‘Ah.’

			‘Do not worry. There will be other people to look after you there.’ She checked the living room before leaning in to whisper. Delicate lavender perfume teased his nose. ‘You will take care of yourself until then, okay?’

			Sebastian nodded. Giuliana drew away, her face unreadable. ‘Remember, if you need anything, the contacts are on your invitation.’

			She opened the door to leave. Within moments, she’d disappeared into the shadows at the end of Hinckley Street.

			Sebastian waited at the door a while, flipping the invitation over and over. When he drifted back into the kitchen, unsteady on his feet, his mum was counting out the notes on the countertop as his brother looked on.

			‘Mum?’ he said. She continued to mouth numbers to herself without looking up. Sebastian noticed only then that she had soup spatters on her shirt. ‘Can we call Dad now? I want to tell him.’

			She sucked in her lips and kept counting.

			‘Thank you, by the way! For letting me go.’

			‘Sebastian, please.’

			‘Please what?’

			She sighed and placed both hands on the counter. ‘Just let it go, all right?’

			‘What do you mean? What’s wrong?’

			His mum took on a pained expression. She looked much older than Sebastian remembered. ‘Surely you know I can’t send you all the way to Italy?’

			

			Chapter Three

			Pieces

			Sebastian buried his face in his pillow and heaved out a sigh. Even if he drifted off now—which wasn’t going to happen—he’d still have to be up in two hours for school. What good was two hours of sleep going to do him? He’d probably end up having nightmares anyway.

			Staying awake was just as bad. Image after image from the evening before replayed in his head, like short videos in an endless loop he was powerless to stop. Begging his mum to change her mind while his brothers watched on, snort-laughing. The snarky comments during dinner. ‘Why don’t you get that it was just a prank!’ they’d said. ‘You don’t seriously think Nardi Corp would pick you to go to something like that?’

			And then his mum had gone off at them for fighting at the table and Riley had ripped up his invitation. They were all sent to their rooms before they’d even finished their soup.

			The whole thing reeked of unfairness. The one time something amazing came Sebastian’s way—the one time he got a chance to do something his brothers hadn’t done before—and he couldn’t go. It wouldn’t have cost his parents anything. And they knew how much he worshipped Elisabetta Nardi. Why not let him meet his hero? It wasn’t like he’d have to board the plane by himself or that he’d be stuck alone in a foreign country. Giuliana would take him there. Twelve other kids would be at the mansion, too.

			It didn’t make sense.

			Or maybe it did. Given the choice between sending Sebastian to a party in Italy or having an extra thousand dollars to spend on the family …

			He knew money was tight. That cash Giuliana had given his mum meant at least a month’s supply of breakfast cereal. Or finally being able to retile the bathroom floor. Perhaps, if the people from Nardi Corp offered more money—a sort of prize for letting him go—his mum would change her mind.

			What if he managed to salvage the contacts on the invitation? He’d be able to explain the situation to the people at Nardi Corp. Considering Elisabetta Nardi cared enough to have his invite hand-delivered, she’d be willing to do what it took to get him there, surely

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Trying to eliminate another player by stating their name at the iron door will not work.

					Attempts to escape by breaking through the iron door or the East Wing Window are futile and will be punished.

					Players may form teams of up to three people. If a team wins, the prize will be divided equally among all members.

					Players are free to leave their teams if they wish to do so. Any information they have discovered about the secret exit can be shared with new teammates without consequences.

					Each room inside the East Wing holds a maximum number of players. The number displayed above each door indicates how many players are still allowed inside. Violations of this rule will result in strict time penalties.

					Fighting amongst players will not be tolerated. Respect is to be shown to others at all times.

					Players will be held responsible for any damage they cause to the items contained within the wing.

					Items removed from their original position must be put back within ten minutes.

					By playing the game, contestants agree without reserve to abide by the aforementioned rules.
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