

    
        
          The Secret Tunnel Under the School

        

        
        
          Stories for kids, Volume 12

        

        
        
          Benjamin Rivers

        

        
          Published by Moonlight Quill Press, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE SECRET TUNNEL UNDER THE SCHOOL

    

    
      First edition. July 7, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Benjamin Rivers.

    

    
    
      Written by Benjamin Rivers.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1: The Strange Sound Beneath the Floor

Chapter 2: The Loose Floorboard

Chapter 3: The Secret Tunnel

Chapter 4: The Forgotten Classroom

Chapter 5: The Teacher’s Journal

Chapter 6: The Puzzle of the Brass Keys

Chapter 7: The Underground Maze

Chapter 8: The Hidden Archive

Chapter 9: The Founder’s Legacy

Chapter 10: The Mystery Beneath Maplewood School

Sign up for Benjamin Rivers's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To every young reader who has ever wondered what secrets might be hidden beneath old buildings, behind dusty bookshelves, or beyond doors that no one seems to notice.
This book is dedicated to the curious explorers who ask questions, the brave adventurers who are willing to follow clues, and the loyal friends who know that every great discovery is best shared together.
May Ethan and Sophie's adventure inspire you to treasure learning, protect history, and believe that courage, kindness, and teamwork can unlock mysteries that have been waiting for generations to be found.
As you journey through hidden tunnels and forgotten classrooms, may your imagination grow stronger, your curiosity lead you to amazing discoveries, and your love of knowledge become the greatest adventure of all.
Keep exploring, keep learning, and never stop believing that the next extraordinary mystery could be waiting just beneath your feet.
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Chapter 1: The Strange Sound Beneath the Floor
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Rain tapped steadily against the tall windows of Maplewood School.

Gray clouds covered the sky, turning the afternoon dark and gloomy despite the early hour.

Most students had already gone home.

The hallways that normally echoed with laughter and conversation now felt quiet and empty.

Only a few teachers remained inside the building.

And one curious twelve-year-old boy.

Ethan Parker sat alone in the school library.

A stack of history books rested beside him.

His backpack lay on the floor near his chair.

Normally, he would have headed home immediately after classes ended.

Today was different.

His mother was attending an important meeting across town and wouldn't be able to pick him up for another hour.

So Ethan had decided to spend the time in the library.

He didn't mind.

The library was his favorite place in the school.

Tall shelves stretched from floor to ceiling.

Old wooden tables stood between rows of books.

Large windows overlooked the playground.

And the room always smelled faintly of paper and polished wood.

Mrs. Grant, the school librarian, often joked that Ethan spent more time in the library than some of the books did.

He smiled at the memory.

Outside, thunder rumbled softly.

Rain continued drumming against the roof.

Ethan turned another page in his book.

The chapter described the early history of Maplewood Town.

Normally he enjoyed local history.

Today his attention kept drifting.

The storm made concentration difficult.

Wind rattled the windows.

Branches scraped against the walls.

The building seemed unusually noisy.

Then he heard it.

Knock.

Ethan looked up.

The sound had been faint.

Almost too faint to notice.

He glanced around the empty library.

Nothing appeared unusual.

Perhaps a branch had struck the wall.

That seemed likely.

He returned to his book.

A few moments later, the sound came again.

Knock.

Knock.

This time Ethan frowned.

The noise sounded different.

Not from outside.

From somewhere inside the room.

He closed the book and listened carefully.

Rain.

Wind.

Silence.

For several seconds, nothing happened.

Then—

Knock.

The sound came from below.

His eyebrows rose.

Below?

Ethan looked down at the wooden floor.

The library occupied one of the oldest sections of the school.

Wide oak floorboards covered the entire room.

Some creaked when people walked across them.

Others displayed scratches and marks left by decades of use.

But floorboards didn't usually knock.

At least not by themselves.

Curious, he stood.

The room remained empty.

Books lined the shelves.

Tables sat quietly beneath the windows.

Nothing seemed unusual.

Then the sound came again.

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

Definitely below the floor.

Ethan slowly walked toward the center of the room.

The sound seemed louder there.

He crouched.

Placed one hand against the wood.

Waited.

For a moment, nothing happened.

Then another series of knocks vibrated faintly through the floorboards.

His eyes widened.

The sound was real.

Very real.

And it wasn't coming from outside.

A strange excitement stirred inside him.

Most people might have ignored it.

Ethan couldn't.

Mysteries fascinated him.

The stranger the mystery, the more interested he became.

He tapped lightly on the floor.

The wood produced a hollow sound.

Interesting.

Very interesting.

The rest of the floor sounded solid.

This section sounded different.

Almost as though empty space existed beneath it.

He tapped again.

The hollow sound remained.

A grin slowly appeared on his face.

Something definitely seemed unusual.

"Ethan?"

The sudden voice nearly made him jump.

He turned quickly.

Mrs. Grant stood near the circulation desk.

The librarian carried several books in her arms.

"What are you doing?"

Ethan laughed nervously.

"Nothing."

Mrs. Grant raised an eyebrow.

"You were kneeling on the floor."

"When you put it that way, it sounds strange."

The librarian smiled.

"It usually does."

She set the books down.

"Everything all right?"

Ethan hesitated.

Should he mention the knocking?

Part of him worried it would sound ridiculous.

Still, curiosity won.

"I heard something."

Mrs. Grant looked around.

"What kind of something?"

"A knocking sound."

The librarian listened briefly.

The room remained quiet.

Only the rain could be heard.

"I don't hear anything."

"It stopped."

Mrs. Grant smiled kindly.

"The storm is making all sorts of noises today."

"Maybe."

Yet Ethan wasn't convinced.

The sound hadn't resembled storm noises.

It had sounded deliberate.

Almost rhythmic.

The librarian returned to her desk.

A few minutes later, she disappeared into a back office.

Ethan sat down again.

His history book remained open.

Unfortunately, he no longer cared about reading.

The knocking occupied his thoughts.

What could create a sound beneath the floor?

Old pipes?

Loose boards?

A trapped animal?

All seemed possible.

Yet none felt completely right.

The mystery continued bothering him.

Eventually he stood again.

This time he walked slowly around the library.

Pretending to browse books.

Actually investigating.

Whenever he reached a section of floor, he gently tapped it with his foot.

Most areas sounded solid.

Normal.

Then he reached the center again.

The hollow sound returned.

Exactly as before.

His excitement grew.

Something existed beneath that section.

He was sure of it.

The question was what.

As he examined the area, another detail caught his attention.

The floorboards looked slightly different.

Not dramatically different.

Subtle.

Almost impossible to notice unless someone looked carefully.

One board appeared newer than the others.

Its color varied slightly.

The wood grain didn't quite match.

Ethan crouched again.

Interesting.

Very interesting.

He ran his fingers across the surface.

The board felt smooth.

Recently polished perhaps.

Or replaced.

The discovery deepened the mystery.

Why replace a single floorboard in the middle of the library?

The question lingered.

Then he noticed something else.

A tiny mark near one edge.

At first glance, it appeared to be a scratch.

Looking closer, Ethan realized it was actually a symbol.

His pulse quickened.

Someone had carved it intentionally.

The mark resembled a small key.

Or perhaps a decorative design.

Either way, it seemed deliberate.

He pulled a notebook from his backpack and quickly sketched it.

Just in case.

The symbol fascinated him.

It didn't look modern.

It looked old.

Very old.

Like something hidden in a history book.

The irony made him smile.

Perhaps the mystery beneath the library connected to history after all.

The possibility excited him.

A loud crack of thunder interrupted his thoughts.

Rain intensified outside.

The windows rattled.

For a moment, the entire building seemed to shake.

Then the knocking returned.

Louder this time.

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

Ethan froze.

The sound came directly beneath the marked floorboard.

There could be no mistake.

His heart raced.

The timing felt almost impossible.

As though whatever created the sound responded to the storm.

Or perhaps to his investigation.

The idea sent a thrill through him.

He leaned closer.

The knocking stopped.

Silence filled the room once again.

Then something even stranger happened.

A faint metallic sound echoed beneath the floor.

Clink.

Almost like metal tapping against metal.

Ethan's eyes widened.

That definitely didn't sound like old pipes.

Or a trapped animal.

The mystery was becoming increasingly interesting.

Footsteps approached from behind.

This time he recognized them immediately.

Mrs. Grant.

Quickly, he stood.

The librarian emerged from her office carrying a clipboard.

"Still hearing mysterious sounds?"

Ethan grinned sheepishly.

"Maybe."

Mrs. Grant laughed.

"You remind me of someone."

"Who?"

"Mr. Bennett."

"The principal?"

The librarian nodded.

"When he was your age, he spent an entire summer convinced there was buried treasure under the football field."

Ethan laughed.

"Was there?"

"No."

The librarian smiled.

"Just old irrigation pipes."

The story amused him.

Yet somehow it didn't reduce his curiosity.

If anything, it strengthened it.

People had searched for mysteries before.

Sometimes they found them.

Sometimes they didn't.

The only way to know was to investigate.

Eventually the storm began easing.

The rain softened.

Thunder moved farther away.

Afternoon sunlight started appearing through gaps in the clouds.

The library brightened considerably.

Soon his ride would arrive.

Part of Ethan felt disappointed.

He wasn't ready to leave.

Not with so many questions unanswered.

Then an idea occurred to him.

A simple idea.

But potentially useful.

He approached Mrs. Grant's desk.

"Can I ask something?"

"Of course."

"How old is the library?"

The librarian smiled.

"Older than the rest of the school."

That answer immediately captured his attention.

"Really?"

Mrs. Grant nodded.

"The original school building stood here nearly a hundred years ago."

Ethan's eyes widened.

A hundred years.

The number felt significant.

"What happened to it?"

"Most of it was replaced over time."

The librarian thought for a moment.

"But portions of the old structure remain."

"Like the library?"

"Exactly."

Excitement surged through him.

The mystery suddenly gained historical possibilities.

Hidden rooms.

Forgotten spaces.

Old foundations.

The possibilities seemed endless.

Mrs. Grant noticed his expression.

"You're getting ideas."

"Maybe."

The librarian laughed.

"That's usually how adventures begin."

The comment felt surprisingly accurate.

A few minutes later, Ethan's phone buzzed.

A message from his mother.

She had arrived.

Reluctantly, he packed his things.

Before leaving, however, he glanced toward the mysterious section of floor one final time.

The
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