
  
    [image: Secret of the Diamond Sword]
  


  
    
      Secret of the Diamond Sword

    

    
      
        Kevin Tumlinson

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Happy Pants Books]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2016 by Kevin Tumlinson

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      To Donald J. Sobol and Encyclopedia Brown—thanks for all the inspiration and adventure.

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

    

    
      
        Stuff at the End of the Book

      

      
        Here’s how to help me reach more readers

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Kevin Tumlinson

      

      
        Keep the Adventure Going!

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Chapter 1

          The New Girl

        

      

    

    
      Alex Kotler looked at all the evidence in front of him, and thought.

      What did all of this add up to? What story did all these little details tell, and how could he pull it all together into something that made sense?

      It took a moment—but as the pieces came together in his mind he felt that little click that told him he’d solved it.

      He looked up at the eager faces of the Jessup Twins. They were grubby, dirty little boys about two years younger than Alex, with puffy, baby fat cheeks and blue eyes so bright they were forever drawing comments from teachers and parents and adults of all types. Alex had known the Jessup Twins all their lives. They were some of his best customers—he had solved cases for them on more than one occasion.

      That’s what Detectives did, after all. They solved cases. And Alex was the best Detective in the city—for a kid.

      “You say that you left your bikes outside of the Dairy Mart? This morning?”

      “We got ice cream for breakfast!” Timmy Jessup said.

      “Nobody’s s’posed to know that!” Teddy Jessup said, smacking his twin brother on the arm.

      “And you say that when you came out of the Dairy Mart, your bikes were nowhere to be seen?”

      “Gone!” Timmy said, starting to tear up.

      “It’s ok!” Alex said, patting Timmy’s arm. “I know exactly where they are!”

      Timmy stopped crying before he’d really started, and he and Teddy both looked at Alex, their blue eyes flashing wide and bright. “Where?”

      “They’re at the Dairy Mart,” Alex said, smiling.

      “Nuh-uh!” Teddy cried.

      “You went in for ice cream, which means you entered at the ice cream parlor entrance—which is on the west side of the Dairy Mart,” Alex said. “But you had to pay for your ice cream, which puts you at the east side of the building, at the registers, where there’s another exit. Which exit did you use?”

      They looked at each other, and slumped. “We left from the register,” Timmy said.

      Again, Alex smiled.

      “Ok, fine!” Teddy said, reaching a grubby hand into his pocket and producing a dollar bill.

      It was wadded and dirty, but it would spend, and Alex took it with a nod and a slight bow. “Pleasure doing business with you, boys,” he said.

      When they left Alex’s office—also known as the converted shed that his parents had made into play house—Alex quickly went to his “safe.” He slid a large wooden crate from the corner of the room, revealing a rusted old lock box hidden in a hole in the floor. Taking this out, he dialed the combination with his thumb, popped open the lid, and revealed his savings.

      There were stacks of dollar bills in the box—a couple of years of solved cases. “A buck per mystery” was Alex’s slogan, and for more than two years now he’d helped neighborhood kids find lost bikes, lost homework, even lost teeth.

      He smoothed the dollar bill from the Jessup Twins, oriented it so that George Washington’s head was looking in the same direction as all the other George Washington’s, and placed it carefully on the stack.

      He locked the box and hid it again under the crate, then went to his log book. The latest entry was marked, “CLIENT: Jessup Twins. CASE: The Case of the Missing Bikes.” Next to this he wrote “SOLVED. Bikes were still at Dairy Mart.”

      He closed his log with a loud and satisfying thump, and placed it back on the shelf. He then dropped into the wooden swivel chair behind his makeshift desk—a paint-encrusted piece of plywood resting on two wobbly sawhorses.

      His chair was actually the nicest thing in his office—a gift from his Uncle Dan, who totally understood Alex’s passion for solving mysteries.

      And not only a passion—an obsession. Just like his Uncle Dan Kotler, Alex Kotler loved a good mystery, and could barely keep himself from investigating when something seemed out of place. His Uncle found lost cities and unearthed ancient artifacts, and one day Alex wanted to be just like him. But for now, he had to make do with cases that were no more exciting than lost bicycles, and missing homework assignments.

      You took what you could get.

      But what he wouldn’t give for a real mystery.

      There was a buzz from the box on the wall—the intercom that Alex had rescued from someone’s garbage and installed in his office. It had taken a little effort to get that working—most of a weekend spent cleaning it and replacing some of the bad bits with good ones from Alex’s box of scavenged parts. But it was totally worth the time, because that sound meant only one thing.

      A new case!

      Alex opened the door to his office—a loud and high-pitched squeak came from the rusty hinges on the door. He swore he would get to those one day.

      Alex expected that on the other side of the door he’d find one of his neighborhood friends, probably anxious about their lost lunch money, and hoping Alex could help find it. Standing in the doorway, though, was a girl that Alex didn’t recognize.

      That never happened.

      The neighborhood wasn’t that big—Alex knew pretty much every kid who lived within ten blocks of his house. They’d all grown up together, gone to school together, played together. So someone new … that really was new.

      “Uh … are you the Detective?” the girl asked.

      Alex blinked, then smiled. “Yes! Come inside! I’m Alex Kotler.”

      “The Detective?” the girl asked again, unsure.

      “I solve mysteries at least,” Alex said, shrugging. “And if you’re here, that must mean you have one.”

      She stared at him, her face a mask of suspicion and confusion, and then she nodded and came inside.

      Alex showed her to one of two ‘guest chairs’ in front of his desk. These were rescues—more items he had hauled from a trash pile, cleaned up, and repaired. He liked to fix things—it was kind of his second passion. He could never fully understand why someone would throw away perfectly good junk! But their loss as his gain.

      He took a seat in his wooden swivel chair, took out his little black notebook, opened to a blank page, and then paused. He looked up at the girl.

      “What’s your name?” he asked. He’d never really had to ask before, so he’d been slightly thrown.

      “Cammy,” the girl said. “Cammy Krush.”

      Alex had her spell it for him, and jotted it down carefully. “And what can I solve for you, Cammy?” he asked.

      She looked nervous now, glancing from side to side as if someone might be hiding in the corners. She bit her lip.

      “I’ve lost something,” Cammy said. “Something really important. I don’t really know how I lost it—I took it out just for a minute. But …” At this point, Cammy wasn’t really looking at Alex, but was instead looking at the table, and at her hands. She was kneading her hands together, as if she were trying to make dough. And then she started crying.

      Alex did not know what to do.

      “Uh … no! That’s ok! It’s … whatever you’ve lost, you don’t have to worry! I can help you find it, I swear!”

      She looked at him then, and there was a sudden flash of hope in her eyes. “You can?” she asked.

      He smiled, and nodded. “I can help you,” he said. “But it will cost you a buck.”
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      “It all started when I found something in my father’s closet,” she said, glancing around the room as if someone might be listening. “A sword.”

      “Whoa!” Alex said, suddenly excited. His whole life, he’d wanted a sword. A real sword. But his parents, and even his cool Uncle Dan, simply refused to give him one. Something about cutting his pinky finger off with it.

      “I had never seen it before, so I was curious,” Cammy said. “We just moved here a month ago, and there are all these boxes all over our house. I was looking for the box that had some of my books in it, and I knew that my dad had packed them along with some of his. So I wasn’t snooping,” she looked up at him as she said this last part, as if trying to make sure he knew she wasn’t snooping.

      “No, of course not,” Alex said.

      “But when I opened a couple of boxes without finding the books, I looked at the box in the closet. I opened it up, and there it was—a sword. But it wasn’t made of metal. It was … well, I think it was made if diamond.”

      Alex blinked. “Diamond?” he asked. “As in the precious stone? Like engagement rings and necklaces, that kind of diamond?”

      She nodded.

      Again, Alex blinked. “Go on,” he said.

      Cammy told the rest of her story, telling Alex how she had taken the sword out of the
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