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    To every curious mind that asks questions, follows clues, and refuses to accept the world at face value—may your courage to seek the truth always be stronger than your fear of the unknown.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The truth rarely announces itself.It waits in the quiet details—for those willing to look closerand listen more carefully."
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Evan Cross sprinted down the school hallway, his dark-blond hair bouncing with every stride. His sneakers squeaked against the polished floor, drawing curious glances from passing students. He waved urgently at Mia Calder and Riley Thorn, who were just stepping out of math class.
“Club meeting in the library—now!” Evan called, his voice echoing off the lockers. His eyes gleamed with the thrill of discovery. Mia tilted her head, sensing his urgency, while Riley straightened, already guessing this wasn’t about homework.
Students turned to watch as the three friends converged, weaving through the bustling corridor. Evan’s mind was already racing ahead to the clues he’d found earlier that morning. There was no time to waste.
The air around them buzzed with excitement, as if the school itself knew something big was about to happen. By the time they reached the library doors, Evan’s pulse was pounding with anticipation. A new mystery had landed right in their laps—and he was ready to lead the charge.
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In the quiet library, Mia Calder leaned over the central table, her black hair falling like a curtain that shielded her focused eyes. She tapped a folded map spread open between them. “Three break-ins in three nights—there’s a link,” she said, her voice low and certain.
Riley Thorn slid into the chair beside her, copper-brown hair tousled from his run down the hall. He pushed his sleeves up, scanning the map as if it might reveal its secrets
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