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Chapter
1 The Intruder

he intruder had disabled the burglar alarm with ease. Moments later, he had 
cracked the pin code to the heavy basement door. Now the intruder stood just 
inside the large, dark room. He swept a brilliant beam of torch light across a 
vast number of priceless stolen works of art. The beam came to rest on a 
life-sized bust: carved from pure white marble, it was a statue of the head and 
shoulders of a proud, powerful-looking man with a long, thin nose and a cruel 
mouth. But the intruder wasn’t interested in the statue itself. Instead, with 
two hands he lifted a circular object off the top of the bust. He put the 
artefact inside a small rucksack and carefully did up the zip, before leaving 
the basement room of treasures. As he slipped back outside into the bitter 
night, he immediately reached into his jacket for his phone and began to text.

Seconds later, in a bedroom hundreds of miles away, a mobile phone buzzed and 
twitched like an angry wasp. From under the covers, a girl reached out a floppy 
arm and fumbled for her phone. She peered sleepily at the message on screen. It 
was a text from a number she recognised immediately. She shot upright in bed, 
her mind jolted from its slumber. Hardly daring to believe her eyes, she smiled 
down at the words:

'The flea market, the day after 
tomorrow. Dad.'


(Capitolul 1 Intrusul)


Intrusul a 
dezactivat alarma antifurt cu ușurință. 

Câteva momente mai târziu, a spart codul pin la ușa grea de la subsol. 
Acum 
intrusul stătea chiar în interiorul camerei mari, întunecate. A 
măturat cu un fascicul de lumină al lanternei o mulțime de obiecte de artă 
inestimabile furate. 

Fasciculul s-a oprit asupra unui bust în mărime naturală: sculptate din marmura 
albă pură, era o statuie a capului și umerilor unui om mândru, puternic, cu un 
nas lung, subțire și o gură crudă. 
Dar 
intrusul nu era interesat de statuia în sine. El 
ridicat în cele două mâini un obiect circular aflat în partea de sus a bustului.
A 
pus artefactul într-un rucsac mic și a închis fermoarul cu atenție, înainte de a 
părăsi sala cu comori de la subsol. 
În timp ce se strecura înapoi afară în noaptea profundă, a scos imediat din 
sacou telefonul și a început să tasteze.



Câteva secunde mai târziu, într-un dormitor la sute de mile depărtare, un 
telefon mobil suna și se zvârcolea ca o viespe furioasă. 

De sub pătură, o fată întinse neglijent un braț și bâjbâi după telefon. Se 
uită pe jumătate adormită la mesajul de pe ecran. Era 
un mesaj de la un număr de telefon pe care îl recunoscu imediat. Se 
ridică brusc în
pat, 
mintea ei smucindu-se brusc din somnul dinainte. 

Cu greu îi venea să creadă ochilor, zâmbea privind în jos, la cuvintele din 
mesaj:

'Piața de vechituri, poimâine. 
Tata.'
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Chapter 2 Mud and mist

Twenty-four hours later

The intruder understood that he was taking a huge risk. If there had been any 
passers-by, a man on his hands and knees in such a public place would have 
attracted a lot of attention. The intruder, his face streaked with soil, clawed 
urgently with his bare hands at the water-logged earth. All of a sudden, he 
stopped, sprang upright on his aching knees and surveyed his surroundings. His 
eyes were bright and keen with fear. Convinced that he was still alone, he bent 
over again and withdrew a small object from his rucksack. For a moment, he held 
the object carefully over the shallow hole in the soil. The sound of an 
approaching car pierced the rattle of the rain and snapped him out of his 
reverie. He flattened himself on the ground, barely daring to lift his head from 
the wet grass. A few seconds later, it was clear that the car had moved on.

Without a moment’s pause, he forced the object deep into the hole and filled 
it with the surrounding mud. Moments later, he scuttled like a crab to another 
patch of earth and began to dig again. His work here had only just started.

Several hours later, with the storm passed, the spring sun was glowing 
milkily through the low mist. A handful of market traders were setting up their 
stalls in the Place du Jeu de Balle in the centre of Brussels. Within a couple 
of hours the flea market, one of the most popular open-air markets in Europe, 
would be heaving with locals, antique collectors, curious tourists and bargain 
hunters. But for now, the traders went about their business laying out their 
goods on tables and boxes around the cobbled square.

So it was that the intruder, dressed in mud-caked trousers and a jacket, 
slipped quietly into the square. Approaching the stall of a yawning bric-a-brac 
dealer, he stopped and pretended 

The intruder moved on down a side street. He felt a mixture of relief and 
satisfaction, yet his eyes betrayed a deep, gnawing fear. He considered how 
lucky he had been that there had been no passers-by that night. How lucky that 
there had been so few people at the flea market and that the mist had not  
yet lifted. Indeed, much of this was true, yet since dawn he had never really 
been alone.


(Capitolul 2  Noroi și ceață)

Douăzeci și patru de ore mai târziu

Intrusul a înțeles că și-a asumat un risc enorm. Dacă ar fi apărut cel puțin 
un trecător, un om în patru labe într-un astfel de loc public ar fi atras 
imediat atenția. Intrusul, cu fața murdară de pământ, scurma în grabă cu mâinile 
goale în pământul îmbibat cu apă. Dintr-o dată, s-a oprit, s-a ridicat brusc 
icnind în genunchi și s-a uitat de jur împrejur. Ochii lui străluceau și plini 
de spaimă. Convins că era în continuare singur, se aplecă din nou și extrase un 
mic obiect din rucsac. Pentru un moment, ținu obiectul cu atenție deasupra 
găurii de mică profunzime din sol. Sunetul unei mașini care se apropia străpunse 
zgomotul ploii și îl întrerupse din reverie. Se lipi de pământ, abia îndrăznind 
să ridice capul din iarba udă. Câteva secunde mai târziu, era clar că mașina 
trece mai departe. 

Fără a face pauză, împinse forțat obiectul adânc în gaură și îl umplu cu 
noroi din jur. Câteva momente mai târziu, o luă la fugă ca un crab până la un 
alt petic de pământ și începu să sape din nou. Treaba lui aici era abia la 
început.

Câteva ore mai târziu, după ce furtuna a trecut, soarele de primăvară a 
început să se întrevadă lăptos prin ceața joasă. O mână de comercianți din piață 
își ridicau tarabele în Piața Jeu de Balle în centrul orașului Bruxelles. În 
câteva ore piața de vechituri, una dintre cele mai populare piețe în aer liber 
din Europa, urma să se umple cu localnici, colecționari de antichități, turiști 
curioși și vânători de chilipiruri. Dar, pentru moment, comercianții își vedeau 
de treabă întinzându-și bunurile pe mese și cutii din jurul pieței pavate.

Deci intrusul era cel care, îmbrăcat în pantaloni mânjiți de noroi și jachetă, 
se strecură în liniște în piață. Se apropie de standul unui vânzător de 
bibelouri, se opri și se prefăcu că se leagă la șireturi. Întors cu spatele la 
vânzător, băgă mâna în rucsac pentru ultima oară în acea zi și scoase o jucărie 
ponosită. O puse repede într-o ladă lângă alte jucării.

Intrusul se deplasă în jos pe o stradă laterală. Simți un amestec de ușurare 
și satisfacție, deși ochii lui trădau o teamă profundă, chinuitoare. Se gândea 
cât de norocos fusese că nu a fost niciun trecător în acea noapte. Ce noroc că 
erau așa de puțini oameni în piața de vechituri și că ceața nu se ridicase încă. 
Într-adevăr, era mult adevăr aici, dar încă din zori el nu fusese nicio clipă cu 
adevărat singur.
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Chapter 3 The bear necessities

It was 9 o’clock and Josh and Ricki were finding it hard to know where to 
start. In front of them, the busy flea market throbbed with visitors peering at 
antiques and poking through boxes of junk.

Josh, wrapped up neatly against the cold, stood next to his friend. Ricki 
wore a thin fleece which was open at the front and slipping off his bony 
shoulders. His hands were stuffed deep inside his pockets and unruly curls of 
hair sprang out around the edges of his woolly hat.

‘Look at all this beautiful junk!’ said Ricki excitedly. ‘We’re bound to find 
something brilliant today in all this stuff. Let’s start with those crates of 
books over there. Come on!’ 

They stepped forward into the crowds. Josh felt a rush of excitement as he 
began to inspect some of the items on sale more closely. Here they both were in 
Brussels, the capital city of Belgium. It was also the home of one of their 
heroes — Hergé, the author of Tintin. Both boys had read every Tintin comic book 
many times over. Now they felt just like their favourite boy detective searching 
the market for something exciting: an old figurine, a T-shirt, some playing 
cards, a signed copy of a book, anything to add to their Tintin collections at 
home.

A couple of hours later, the two boys were feeling disappointed. They had 
turned up nothing, except a battered Tintin lunch box, which Ricki already had. 
The crowds were drifting away and some of the traders were beginning to 
dismantle their stalls in time for an early lunch.

‘Stupid flea market, what a waste of time,’ muttered Ricki. ‘I want to smash 
something.’

Josh was used to his friend’s short temper and tried to calm him down before 
things got out of hand.

‘Ricki, listen to me. Let’s get a hot chocolate and make another plan.’

‘No!’ growled Ricki and spun around looking for something to punch or kick. 
The nearest crate went flying, the contents clattering across the cobbles.

‘Oh là, attention!’ exclaimed the market trader, turning to face the boys 
angrily.

‘Pardon, monsieur, pardon,’ Josh stepped in, expertly guiding his fuming 
friend to a safe distance and scrambling to pick up the scattered items. The 
trader stared at him suspiciously and watched as Josh replaced his wares into 
the crate. He raised his hand abruptly for Josh to stop and pointed at the 
crate.

‘C’est cassé, l’ours est cassé,’ he snarled.

‘Pardon, monsieur, I don’t understand,’ Josh stuttered.

‘Eenglish?’

Josh nodded.

‘The bear,’ the man continued pointing, ‘the bear is broken. You have to pay 
for it.’

Josh looked down and saw a tatty soft toy bear. An eye was missing, the fur 
was wearing thin in places and now one arm was held on by a thread, the result 
of Ricki’s furious kick.

‘Oui, monsieur, how much? Combien?’

‘Ten euros,’ he replied.

Josh sighed and handed over a €10 note.

‘Why





























	
	
	



(Capitolul 
3

Problemele ursului)
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