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    treasure hunter / n 1. a person who hunts for wealth or riches or jewels or gold statues or anything that is treasured by someone.


    2. Arkie Sparkle.
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    What’s happened so far in Arkie Sparkle: Treasure Hunter?


    Egypt one day, China the next – nothing is geographically impossible when you’re flying around the world in a supersonic mini-jet piloted by the pilot of all pilots: TJ (that’s short for Theodora Junior if any reporters need her name for an international press release). Thanks to TJ’s incredible ingenuity and genius cunning, Arkie, TJ and Cleo have discovered the temple of Ramses II buried in the desert sands, chased a tricky thief along the Great Wall of China, met the First Emperor, deciphered clues, escaped from a cage with gold bars, found the Book of Songs – and still made it home in time for Chinese takeaway and Junior Genius (TJ’s favourite show. Producers please note: she is available 24/7 for an audition).


    And that’s where we’re up to in Arkie Sparkle: Treasure Hunter.


    Arkie: TJ?


    TJ: Hmmm?


    Arkie: Did you write that?


    TJ: I may have given some excellent editorial suggestions here and there.


    Arkie: That would explain it then.


    TJ: Explain what?


    Arkie: Why it’s all about YOU! You’ve hardly mentioned Cleo and me.


    TJ: Well, Cleo’s a dog so she can’t read, and you did spend most of the time in China behind bars. I was the one arranging midnight meetings with Fu Su and Lu Sheng and finding out about secret underground tunnels in the Imperial Palace.


    Arkie: Anything else?


    TJ: Have I left out another heroic deed?


    Arkie: What about your close encounter with the Emperor’s pets? Don’t you want to mention the demoiselle cranes?


    TJ: NO WAY. Those snotty cranes can stay in Ancient China forever.

  


  
    Treasure Hunter’s Diary

    DAY 3


    It’s 2 o’clock in the morning and I can’t sleep.


    And it’s not because TJ’s snoring next door and the wall’s shaking (she’d sleep through a natural disaster, I reckon).


    TJ and Cleo are sleeping over for the week because I don’t want to be in the house on my own. It’s too big, too empty. Without you.


    You’ve been gone 48 hours, 18 minutes and . . . 10 seconds.


    I’m thinking about everything that’s happened but nothing’s making sense. Why are thoughts so tangled-mangled in the dark?


    I know what you’d say, Dad: Look at the facts if you’re in a muddle.


    You’d tell me to pull them out one by one and see what connections are sneaking between them.


    Okay, here they are:


    Fact 1: You and Mum have been kidnapped.


    Fact 2: We have to find seven treasures.


    Fact 3: We’ve found two already: the gold statue of Queen Nefertari and the Book of Songs.


    Fact 4: A mysterious person might have helped us in the temple of Ramses II.


    Fact 5 : Two mysterious people stole our scroll on the Great Wall of China.


    Fact 6: Someone got past HAL at the front gate to deliver the second clue.


    Fact 7: Someone broke into BLUR to leave the third clue.

    



    I’m looking, looking, looking at the facts until my eyes see spots and my head swirls.


    But no threads. No connections. No nothing.


    I know what you’d say, Mum: keep calm, Arkie. Don’t panic first and think later.


    Thinking hard about something doesn’t always make the answer pop up. It’s more likely to happen when I’m eating a cheese sandwich, or thinking about who to invite to my birthday party in 12 hours and 26 days (or whether I’ll even have a birthday party in 12 hours and 26 days).


    Or when I’m waiting to go to sleep. When the little worries in my head wash away and the big worries stay for another day.


    I’ll try that now.


    It might work.


    Mightn’t it?


    Love from Arkie xox
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    One Seed, Two Seeds


    Arkie Sparkle had been on the biggest treasure hunt in the world for two days – the longest 48 hours of her life.


    It was 7 o’clock in the morning on Day Three.


    Cleo was curled up on the leather couch in the THinc Tank, the underground headquarters of Treasure Hunters Incorporated. (Basset hounds sleep a lot when they’re on the job.)


    Arkie and TJ, her first cousin and best friend, were sitting at the mahogany desk eating toast and jam.


    A silver envelope lay on the desk in front of them – the clue to Treasure No. Three.
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    ‘I still don’t know how they managed to break into BLUR to deliver the clue,’ said TJ. ‘How could they do that?’


    ‘By having access codes that only Mum, Dad, Quincy and I have,’ said Arkie. ‘And maybe a parabrella, or something similar.’ The significance of her words suddenly hit her and she paled. ‘That means they would then know a lot about two of Quincy’s most important treasure-hunting inventions.’


    ‘Maybe the kidnappers really do have Professor Quince as well as Aunt Martha and Uncle Ted,’ said TJ. ‘Maybe they’re extracting Quincy’s teeth – one by painful one – to make him reveal the secrets to his inventions.’


    ‘No way,’ said Arkie. ‘Quincy would never ever betray us. He’s our family’s best friend. And my godfather.’


    ‘Well, the kidnappers, or someone, cracked BLUR’s access codes somehow,’ said TJ. ‘Let’s look at the clue. Maybe that will tell us more.’


    ‘You open it,’ said Arkie, slurping some hot chocolate.


    ‘No, you open it,’ said TJ. ‘My hands are jammy and it might be a super-sensitive clue that dissolves on contact with raspberry jam.’


    Arkie put her hand on the envelope. ‘It’s very flat,’ she said. ‘I can only feel a tiny bump.’


    ‘Maybe the kidnappers forgot to put the clue in,’ said TJ. ‘My granny did that last year when she meant to send me money for my birthday. All I got was the envelope. Not even an IOU. And then she forgot to remember she’d forgotten in the first place.’


    ‘At least you’ve got lots of relatives,’ said Arkie. ‘I’ve only got your parents and you and Isabella on Mum’s side. Dad doesn’t talk about his family, except his sister Edie. I think something dramatic happened before I was born.’


    She picked up the envelope. ‘Okay, here goes.’ She tore it open and looked inside.


    She frowned, then turned it upside down.


    A shrivelled ball, smaller than a marble, rolled out of the envelope onto the table.


    TJ and Arkie stared at it, then looked at each other.


    ‘I think it’s some kind of seed,’ said Arkie. ‘Mum planted peas last year and they looked like this, only greener.’


    ‘A seed?’ said TJ, picking it up and holding it between her fingers. ‘It can’t be just a seed. Isn’t there anything else in the envelope like a poem, or invisible writing, or some kind of really tricky code that needs an ace decoder like me to crack it?’
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    ‘I don’t think so,’ said Arkie, turning the envelope inside out.


    ‘But you check it out too,’ she said, handing it to TJ.


    TJ put on her Super Enhanced Goggles, which had X-ray vision, and studied every side of the envelope closely.


    ‘There’s some kind of raised texture on the sticky part,’ she said. ‘I can only just see it.’


    ‘Show me,’ said Arkie.


    TJ pointed to the place and Arkie ran her fingers along it. ‘It feels like Braille,’ she said. ‘It’s often used for codes and secret messages.’ She put on her SEGs too and looked at it closely.
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    ‘Yeah, I’m pretty sure it’s Braille,’ Arkie said. ‘Let’s see what Codemode says.’


    Arkie scanned the texture into Codemode and they watched as it sourced the Braille alphabet and then began to decode the writing.


    Soon, a message appeared on the screen:
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    ‘Well that’s it then,’ said TJ, sitting back. ‘That’s the clue to the clue. This clue is just the beginning. There are more parts to come.’


    ‘But the seed itself must still be important, don’t you think?’ said Arkie.


    TJ picked it up. ‘I guess,’ she said. ‘It’s a weird clue, though. Maybe we’re supposed to plant it and see what grows?’


    ‘But that could take months,’ said Arkie. ‘We haven’t got that long. What kind of treasure is a seed?’


    TJ didn’t reply but she was squinting so Arkie knew she was thinking.


    ‘Well, we need seeds for food and stuff,’ said TJ, ‘so if we had a plague of locusts that wiped out all the crops a seed could become a treasure. And a locust is a bit like a seed, if you think about it. A single locust can’t do much on its own but a whole bunch of locusts can. Did you know there can be millions of locusts in a single swarm and that they can eat tonnes of food in a day? That’s what I call a real pigout. Some swarms are so massive they can even block out the sun. You’d think it was the end of the world if you saw that.’


    Arkie looked at her. ‘How come you know so much about locusts?’


    ‘I’m reading the encyclopedia again,’ said TJ. ‘In case I get a call from the producers of Junior Genius. I’ve sent in more than a hundred applications so I want to be bursting with knowledge and ready for my Big Opportunity. I’m up to L at the moment, and I’ve just finished reading the entries on locomotives and locusts. Only 250,000 topics and 20 million words to go.’


    Arkie was pacing up and down. ‘Well, we can’t just sit here waiting for the other parts of the clue. Let’s find out what kind of seed it is.’


    TJ took out her hairbrush and brushed her hair twenty times to power up the supermagnification microscope.


    She put the seed on a slide and looked at it under the microscope.


    ‘Just as we thought,’ she said. ‘It’s 100 percent seed.’


    ‘And?’ said Arkie.


    ‘And I’m just typing some information parameters into DATAMAX,’ said TJ.


    The information tablet DATAMAX was connected to all the databases of museums around the world so THinc always had the most up-to-date archaeological research.


    They waited as it glowed blue for SEARCH then red for FOUND and its electronic voice began to speak:


    ≥≥ Data analysis complete.

    The seed in question is a rare

    kind of chickpea. Chickpeas are

    high in protein and were one of

    the earliest vegetables to be grown.

    Many people find them

    absolutely delicious.≤≤
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    ‘Thanks, DATAMAX,’ said Arkie. ‘I like chickpeas too. Mum makes the best hummus with them.’


    ‘Hey, maybe that’s it,’ said TJ. ‘Maybe we have to eat the clue?’ She screwed up her face as she looked at the chickpea. ‘It’s not a very appetizing clue, though. They could have coated it with chocolate.’


    ‘I think we need more than one chickpea to make hummus anyway,’ said Arkie.


    Suddenly Arkie’s mobile pinged. ‘That’s strange,’ she said, looking at the screen. ‘Who’s sending me a text message this early in the morning?’


    ‘One way to find out,’ said TJ.


    Arkie clicked on the message and gasped. ‘It’s from them.’


    ‘Them who?’ said TJ.


    ‘Them the kidnappers,’ said Arkie. ‘The text is signed with the same Z that’s on the ransom note and the other clues.’


    ‘What do they say?’ said TJ.


    Arkie read the message aloud:


    You have completed Part 1 of the

    clue correctly. Part 2 now follows:


    One seed, two seeds, three seeds, four.

    Find the place where there’s even more.

    Bank on seeds when the end is nigh

    Safe from seas that rise up high.


    Z


    P.S. Pack a thermal.

    Or two.


    P.P.S. Just a photo is not enough.


    ‘Aha,’ said TJ, reading over Arkie’s shoulder. ‘Told you Zac, Zander, Zacheus, Zena or whoever they are would be sending a poem.’


    But Arkie didn’t reply. Instead, she picked up a piece of paper and a pen and started writing. She handed TJ the note.
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    TJ looked up from the note. ‘You mean —’


    Arkie put her finger up to her mouth to shhhh TJ. She took the paper back and wrote another sentence.
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    To Catch a Bug


    TJ and Arkie stared at each other in chilled silence.


    Someone had been spying on them all this time, hearing their words and plans, always being one step ahead.


    Arkie remembered that feeling from Day 1 when she had found the ransom note in the cookie jar. A feeling that someone was watching her.
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    Of course, she thought, a bug. That explains how they knew we were back from Eygpt so they could deliver Clue 2. It’s like we’re playing a game but they know the rules and we don’t. Well the game just got a little trickier because now we know they are watching us and they don’t know that we know.


    She scribbled another note to TJ.
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    TJ took the pen and paper and wrote back.
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    TJ stood up, pulled her shoulders back, loosened her mouth and jaw and then pointed at the railway clock on the wall. ‘IS THAT THE TIME?’ she shouted slowly. ‘I HAVE TO GO UPSTAIRS AND I’M TAKING CLEO, MY SUPER-SNOOPER DOG, WITH ME.’


    TJ waved goodbye with several swoops of her arms, and clanked up the spiral staircase with extra heavy footsteps. Cleo followed close behind.


    At the top of the stairs, she gave Arkie the thumbs-up and Cleo wagged her tail.


    Arkie put her head in her hands. That had to be the most suspicious PERSON LEAVING A ROOM she had ever seen. TJ had been ripped off!


    She opened the door of the gadgets cupboard and lifted down the box on the second shelf with the label I SPY.


    The Bugster was next to the Sneaky Snake Sound Synthesiser at the bottom of the box. Its bulging electronic eyes stared at her.
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    The dragonfly Bugster was one of Professor Quince’s favourite surveillance detectors. ‘It takes a bug to catch a bug,’ he always said.


    Arkie remembered the week they had all stayed at Quincy’s house by the lake. She and Quincy had spent hours watching dragonflies hovering above and zooming across the languid water – a ballet of wings.


    ‘Dragonflies are some of the fastest insects in the world, Arkie,’ Professor Quince had said. ‘Now you see them, now you don’t. What effective detectors they’d be.’


    The next day he had drawn up plans for the Bugster.
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    That was the way Quincy worked. He was always sprouting ideas before breakfast, lunch and tea and had at least a dozen inventions on the boil at the same time.


    I wish you were here now, Quincy, she thought, as she lifted the Bugster out and switched it on.


    Her dad said they would be anatomically incomplete without Quincy. ‘You, Martha and I are the heart and soul of THinc,’ he had said. ‘But Quincy is the head. We need his brains.’


    As the Bugster began to flutter around the room with a gentle beating of its wings, Arkie looked again at the seed sitting in the middle of the desk. It was so tiny. Was it really a part of Treasure No. Three? And what did the seed poem mean?


    She needed to think.


    She walked over to her dad’s desk.


    The leather chair creaked around her as she settled into it, put her feet up on the desk, placed a pen behind her ear, rested her dad’s glasses on the end of her nose and closed her eyes.


    She had seen her dad do this a hundred thousand times when he was perplexed by a problem. ‘If inspiration’s going to hit me on the head,’ he always said, ‘I want to be comfortable when it happens.’


    Arkie felt her thoughts rushing from one side of her brain to the other.


    First they had to find a gold statue of Queen Nefertari in Egypt.


    Then they had to go to China to find the famous Book of Songs.


    Now it looked as though they had to find some seeds. But where?


    This treasure hunt just got stranger and stranger. But until she found the seven treasures, she couldn’t find her mum and dad.


    The Bugster was still hovering around the bookcases, carefully checking each book for bugs.


    Arkie surveyed the THinc Tank despairingly. Books, maps and travel mementoes were sprawled from one end to the other. It was the perfect place to hide a bug. It might be in the ceremonial urn they had brought back from the ancient city of Petra in Jordan. Or maybe it was tucked behind the Zulu war mask. This search could take a while. And Arkie hated waiting.


    She got up and walked over to the corkboard on the wall – her dad’s Noticeboard of Thoughts.


    It was littered with newspaper headlines, torn pieces of maps, tickets, travel itineraries and faded post-it notes curling at the edges.
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    The board was as messy as Arkie’s mind – cluttered with odd bits of half information and news, none of which seemed to go together.


    There was a newspaper report about a shipwreck discovered off the shores of Cuba.


    There was a postcard from Edie, sent in September last year:
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    Arkie reread the postcard. It didn’t make any sense. Be where? Stab Siena? Who was Siena? And was Edie really telling her dad to stab her?


    Maybe Edie had caught some kind of brain sickness, thought Arkie. She travelled around the world a lot and they never knew where she was. Postcards often turned up from faraway places with weird notes on them. But none had ever sounded as weird as this.


    Arkie read another headline about a gold altar lifted through the roof of an Italian museum. The newspaper said it was one of the ‘most daring and audaciously executed treasure heists of the 21st century’.


    She saw that her dad had underlined the words ‘daring’ and ‘audaciously executed’. In the corner of the clipping he had written:
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    S.Arkie repeated the letter in her head. Could it be Siena? But Siena was a ‘her’ – not a ‘he’. Wasn’t she?


    Arkie got out her Treasure Hunter’s Notebook and wrote STAB SIENA in it. Her dad was always reminding her to Observe and Record – even things that didn’t seem to make any sense at first. ‘Sense comes later,’ he said. ‘When there are enough crazy pieces to make a crazy pattern. Even nonsense forms a pattern eventually.’


    She closed her notebook and was continuing to work her way around the board when one of the post-it notes caught her eye. It was the only one not curling up at the edges.
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    She breathed in quickly and pulled the note off the board.


    That definitely hadn’t been there a few days ago. It was a new note. A message from her dad.


    When Arkie was eight, she had invented a game called ‘When I’m eight you’ll be thirty-five’ with her dad. When they had got to ‘When I’m fourteen’, they had discovered something momentous: when Arkie was fourteen, Ted Sparkle would be forty-one. If they put their ages together, they would be a numerical palindrome: 1441 – the first time in their lives that this would be so.
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    Her dad said it was too auspicious an event not to use it in some way so they gave themselves palindromic names and developed a code – a code that was just for them.


    Arkie became HANNAH 14, and her dad (who was already a palindrome through and through, as he always liked to say) became OTTO 41.


    They had left palindromic notes around the house for each other for weeks but they hadn’t done this in ages.


    Until now.


    Arkie knew straightaway what the note meant. She went to the painting of the Temple of Artemis – one of the Seven Wonders of the Ancient World – and pulled it open to the left.
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    In the wall behind the painting was the THinc safe. Her dad changed the password every week. He was big on security.


    She keyed in OTTO1441 and the safe popped open.


    Arkie reached inside and pulled out the safe deposit box that held their passports, assorted foreign currencies, THinc IDs and vaccination cards.


    On top of the box was an envelope.
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    Here a Clue, There a Clue


    Arkie was trembling.


    She tore open the envelope.


    The letter was dated five days ago.


    Before her parents were kidnapped.


    Before this treasure hunt had begun.


    She started to read.
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    Arkie reread the last two points in the letter. STAB SIENA. There it was again. And what did the last point mean?


    She looked up as TJ and Cleo came clanking back down the stairs. TJ shook her head at Arkie and mouthed the word, NOTHING.


    Arkie checked the progress of the Bugster. It was at the far end of the THinc Thank, dipping in and out of her mum’s collection of antique Syrian vases.


    She handed TJ a Lexi and clipped one on her own ear. Then she wrote on the piece of paper:
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    Lexi’s THink was another of Quincy’s inventions. Through a series of electrical impulses, he had managed to reroute the words formed in the vocal cords so they went via the ear canal, not the mouth. It was just like reading each other’s thoughts.


    Then she gave TJ the letter from her dad to read.


    ‘Interesting,’ said TJ, moving her mouth as normal but instead of her words being spoken aloud, they went straight to Arkie’s ear. ‘So your dad was feeling uneasy about things before all this happened. But I think he was feeling plain loopy when he wrote the last two points. It could have been induced by a sugar high. Uncle Ted’s very partial to chocolate. I’ve seen him demolish a whole block of it. Does STAB SIENA or E042 D1988 I82 E7 mean anything to you?’


    ‘No,’ said Arkie slowly. ‘But the weird thing is I found a postcard from Edie on Dad’s Noticeboard of Thoughts and that said STAB SIENA as well.’


    ‘I can’t see Uncle Ted and Aunt Martha stabbing anyone,’ said TJ. ‘But remember what your dad said: “Things are not what they seem.” I really like the palindrome code, though. It’s lucky you don’t have aibohphobia.’


    ‘Yeah, I’m relieved too,’ said Arkie. ‘What is it?’


    ‘It’s a made-up word for the fear of palindromes,’ said TJ. ‘Mum told me about a man she knew called Bob who couldn’t ever say his name to anyone, or even write it down.’


    ‘Why didn’t he just change his name, then?’ said Arkie.


    ‘Because that would involve either saying his name or writing it down,’ said TJ. ‘See, it’s like a Catch 22 – an unsolvable logical dilemma. He was in a circle of consequence so he couldn’t do anything.’


    Arkie looked at TJ. She had no idea what TJ was talking about sometimes.


    The Bugster landed suddenly in Arkie’s lap, and she picked it up. It was glowing green for CLEAN. ‘Well, the room’s free of bugs,’ said Arkie. ‘But I don’t understand. Bugster’s the latest in surveillance detectors. If there’s a bug in here, the Bugster would find it.’


    ‘Maybe someone’s invented a bugless bug?’ said TJ.


    ‘But who?’ said Arkie. ‘Quincy’s the best inventor in the world. No one could invent a bug that could be undetected by Quincy’s Bugster.’


    ‘So how are they watching us?’ said TJ.


    ‘I don’t know,’ said Arkie. ‘And I don’t know what STAB SIENA means either or what Dad’s trying to tell me in his letter.’ Her thoughts were so muddled.


    ‘I just need to think about one thing for a while,’ she said, trying to clear her head. ‘Let’s focus on the seed and the poem. I reckon we should break it down and brainstorm some ideas.’


    She took out her Treasure Hunter’s Notebook and started to write:
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    TJ was reading over her shoulder. ‘So we’ve got three somethings, two somewheres and five question marks,’ she said.


    ‘That’s right,’ said Arkie. ‘So we just need somewhere in the world that ticks all of these clues.’


    ‘Three somewheres,’ muttered TJ.


    Arkie glared at her. ‘Are you going to be helpful, TJ?’ she said.


    ‘Yeah, sorry,’ said TJ. ‘It’s just that vagueness makes me nervous. I like questions and answers. Straight lines are more predictable than curves.’


    But some problems don’t travel in straight lines, thought Arkie, remembering her dad’s words: A problem can have more than one angle.


    Arkie looked at her notes. ‘We need to make some kind of pattern out of these so that we can see them more clearly. What’s the most important clue here?’


    ‘Well, I guess it would have to be the end of the world,’ said TJ. ‘That’s about as big as you can get. And “something that makes the seas rise” fits into the end of the world because if the ice caps melt it’ll be the end of the world as we know it.’


    ‘Okay,’ said Arkie. ‘The end of the world it is. Mum says word associations often help to figure things out. Let’s key all the clues into DATAMAX to make a clue map. Then, it will automatically scan in any words we might say that fit the search criteria and link all the clues together.’ Arkie typed the words in and turned to TJ. ‘Ready? Just say the first thing that comes into your head when you think of the end of the world.’


    ‘Well, it’s something I don’t like to think about too often,’ said TJ. ‘You know that geniuses have very fluid personalities and slide quickly from one end of the mood scale to the other. It makes me a bit motion sick actually.’


    ‘We won’t stay at the scary end for too long, I promise,’ said Arkie. ‘But, please, TJ. I need your big brain.’


    ‘Well, okay,’ said TJ, closing her eyes. ‘Thinking of the end of the world now, depressing thoughts come upon me … yes, here they come … all I can see is … BLACK.’


    ‘Locusts,’ said Arkie.


    ‘Plagues,’ said TJ.


    ‘Famine,’ said Arkie.


    ‘Hunger,’ said TJ.


    ‘Despair,’ said Arkie.


    ‘Death,’ said TJ.


    ‘Heaven,’ said Arkie.


    ‘Hell,’ said TJ.


    ‘Fire,’ said Arkie.


    ‘Judgement Day,’ said TJ.


    ‘Doomsday,’ said Arkie.


    DATAMAX suddenly played the opening bars of Beethoven’s Symphony No. 5.
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    ‘Mum’s favouite piece of music,’ said Arkie excitedly, ‘and when we hear that it means DATAMAX has got a match.’


    They both leaned forwards to peer at the screen.


    Vibrating lines were joining all the clues on the clue map, and they were revolving around two words:
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    ‘This has got to be it,’ said Arkie, reading from DATAMAX. ‘The Svalbard Global Seed Vault, commonly called the Doomsday Vault. It’s a seed bank in an old coalmine dug into a mountain on an island halfway between Norway and the North Pole. “Bank on seeds when the end is nigh,”’ she said, quoting from the clue poem.


    ‘But I’ve never heard of it,’ said TJ.


    ‘Maybe it’s not in the encyclopedia yet,’ said Arkie. ‘It only opened in 2008. It’s full of seeds from all around the world – so if there’s a major global catastrophe like the meteor that wiped out the dinosaurs, we can get replacement seeds from the vault to grow crops again. Anyone can store seeds there. And I bet that’s where we’ll find more chickpea seeds.’
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    ‘But why did they put the seed bank near the North Pole? It’s not exactly down the road.’


    ‘It needs to be somewhere really cold – at -18 degrees Celsius – to keep the seeds well refrigerated and it’s also above sea level so if the ice caps melt, the seeds will still be safe and dry. “Safe from seas that rise up high”,’ said Arkie. ‘See, it all fits.’


    ‘The North Pole,’ said TJ. ‘As in one of the coldest places on Earth?’


    ‘It’s not as cold as Antarctica,’ said Arkie.


    ‘Well, that’s something, I guess,’ said TJ. ‘So that’s why they said to pack a thermal. Or two. I might take three. Or four. And a woolly vest for Cleo.’


    Cleo barked.


    ‘Cleo’s a dog,’ said Arkie, patting her on the head. ‘She’s already wearing fur.’


    ‘Fur!’ said TJ, jumping up. ‘That’s a brilliant idea, Arkie. I haven’t got an extensive polar wardrobe for obvious reasons, but Mum went to Russia last year to inspect her pickled herring factory and bought a couple of fake furs that she doesn’t wear anymore. I’m going to adapt them for us. That means we don’t have to sacrifice style for warmth.’ She smiled. ‘I’ll just need half an hour,’ she said looking at her watch, ‘so let’s ETD in BLUR at 0900 hours, Alfa Sierra.’


    ‘You could just say let’s leave at 9 o’clock this morning, Tango Juliet,’ said Arkie.


    ‘I could,’ said TJ, ‘but I don’t think international treasure hunters should sound so ordinary.’
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    TJ’s Style File


    HOT TIPS FOR COLD CLIMATES


    Ensure your style sizzles
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    White World


    BLUR was speeding through the atmosphere towards the North Pole.


    It was more than 12,000 kilometres away, but in the supersonic mini-jet they would be there in just a few hours.


    As they headed north towards the top of the world, across the Indian Ocean, passing over Africa and Europe, Arkie followed the map on the screen in front of her.


    They were travelling to a place of ice and snow, filled with mountains, icebergs, polar bears and reindeer.


    When Arkie was five, she had begged her parents to take her to the North Pole. She wanted to visit Santa Claus in his snowy mansion, burning bright with lights and swelling with music. She could almost see the Christmas joy swirling and twirling across the bleak landscape, sprinkling like snowflakes through the world.


    And now she was actually going there.


    But without her mum and dad.


    As she thought of Christmas and her parents, Arkie could feel tears filling her eyes.


    How can this be happening? she thought. Mum and Dad have been kidnapped.


    How could these six words – not even a paragraph, or a page – be so devastating? Words were supposed to mean something, to make sense. But these words didn’t. They were swollen with questions and fear and too enormous to fit in her head. They looked like a simple straight line with a beginning and an end, but they were curved and angled and wrapped in barbed wire. How could she ever get near them?


    She needed to concentrate on something she could reach – something she could solve: Clue No. 3:


    •      They would find the vault.


    •      They would find the chickpea seeds.


    •      Then they’d be three treasures down and four to go.


    They were inching towards her mum and dad, treasure by treasure.


    TJ flicked the automatic pilot switch on the dashboard and picked up DATAMAX. ‘The Doomsday Vault is on the Norwegian island of Spitsbergen, near a town called Longyearbyen,’ she read. ‘Coordinates: latitude 78° 13’ North, longitude 15° 39’ East.’


    ‘Copy that, Tango Juliet,’ said Arkie, keying the coordinates into the screen to get a fix on their location. ‘Longyearbyen – that’s a funny name for a town,’ she said. ‘It’s like they ran out of ideas for names so just strung a random phrase together like Hotsummerthisyeareh.’
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    ‘An unusual name suits it,’ said TJ. ‘It’s one of the northernmost towns in the world. And nearly 1000 kilometres from the North Pole.’ She checked the flight path on BLUR’s dashboard. ‘Beginning our descent in three minutes.’


    Arkie could already glimpse the landscape below – a patchwork of sea ice covering most of the Arctic Ocean for as far as she could see. It was one of the coldest times of year to be in this part of the world.


    ‘Visual on Longyearbyen in three seconds,’ said TJ. ‘Two, one and … visible at 12 o’clock.’


    They looked out the window at the town appearing directly below them. A collection of brightly coloured houses – red, blue and orange – were dotted along the bare, grey land and nestled at the foot of a valley. Steep mountains on either side reached into the sky.
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    Arkie thought of all the buildings in a city, towering into the sky, shadowing the streets and tiny people below; crowding out nature.


    In this Arctic landscape, nature was the king of everything.


    A river ran through the centre of the town, but it was frozen solid. Some children were ice-skating on it, while others dragged toboggans around the outside.


    The roads were covered in ice and transport in and out of the town was mainly by boat, skis, dog sleds or snowmobiles.


    ‘It’s still pretty dark,’ said Arkie. ‘But the local time is midday?’


    ‘The polar night – when the sun stays below the horizon all through the day – has only just ended,’ said TJ. ‘I think we’ve just missed the aurora borealis. This is what it’s like for four months in the middle of winter. And then in the summer, it’s light for 24 hours of the day for about five months.’
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    This is the hardest hunt yet, thought Arkie. It’s not just us against the kidnappers. It’s us against nature too. And nature’s tough.


    ‘I don’t think we should use the parabrellas,’ she said. ‘Quincy said the rotor motors don’t work well in temperatures below -7 degrees Celsius.’ She checked the temperature on her THinc ring. ‘It’s -10 already and I guess it’s only going to get colder.’
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    ‘Roger, Alfa Sierra,’ said TJ. ‘There’s a small airstrip just outside the town where planes bringing shipments to the vault unload their cargo. We can land BLUR there.’


    The airstrip was a short road with lights on either side. Snowmobiles were parked outside the only building at the airstrip, and a couple of snow scooters sat beside them.


    ‘Activating CamOp 7a,’ said TJ. ‘We’re a stratocumulus. It’s already very misty so we should just blend in.’


    She landed BLUR smoothly on the airstrip and came to a stop before the building, parking to the side of it so no one would bump into BLUR by mistake.


    ‘What’s our plan, Alfa Sierra?’ said TJ as BLUR’s engines idled to a stop.


    ‘We’ve got to get into the vault somehow,’ said Arkie, ‘so maybe we can intercept a shipment?’


    ‘According to the international airwaves there’s a shipment for the vault arriving soon,’ said TJ. ‘I just heard them requesting landing clearance.’


    ‘Perfect, Tango Juliet,’ said Arkie, studying the plans for the vault that she’d just downloaded from DATAMAX. ‘The vault’s been built 120 metres inside the mountain. There are four locked doors in total. One at the entrance, another about 115 metres down the tunnel, and then the air-locked doors to the two seed vaults where the seeds are kept in special sealed envelopes.’


    ‘Just like ours,’ said TJ.


    ‘Exactly the same,’ said Arkie. ‘They’re all stored in plastic containers on metal shelving stacks.’


    ‘Any security at the vault that we need to worry about?’ said TJ.


    ‘Steel-reinforced doors and a 24-hour video surveillance system.’


    ‘So not too much to worry about then,’ said TJ. ‘I’ve been exploring the intricacies of security systems since I was six.’


    ‘Then there are the polar bears outside the vault,’ said Arkie. ‘There are more polar bears than people around there.’


    ‘I was reading about polar bears last winter,’ said TJ. ‘I like my knowledge to be seasonally appropriate. Did you know that they are one of the biggest bears on Earth and that a male bear can weigh up to 680 kilograms?’


    ‘That’s a big bear,’ said Arkie. ‘It could squash you with a paw.’


    ‘If we have any close encounters,’ said TJ, ‘we just need to work out if they’re hungry or not. Polar bears that have just eaten don’t usually attack people unless the people make them really mad. But hungry polar bears can kill and sometimes eat people.’


    ‘So if a polar bear has just eaten you I should be okay,’ said Arkie.


    ‘Very funny, I don’t think,’ said TJ. ‘Though with all my creative juices, I’d probably be very tasty.’


    ‘Listen – can you hear something?’ said Arkie.


    ‘Sounds like the plane with a shipment of seeds,’ said TJ, checking BLUR’s radar. A small dot was bleeping its way across it.


    The drone of the plane became louder.


    Although visibility was low, they could just see a black shape emerging from the clouds. As they watched, a small plane landed on the airstrip and puttered to a stop.


    Three men dressed in thick red jackets with fur-lined hoods climbed out of the plane and began unloading boxes of seeds onto several long trollies with wheels.


    ‘Ready to see inside the Doomsday Vault?’ said TJ.


    ‘Ready,’ said Arkie.


    They opened BLUR’s hatch and dropped silently onto the ice.


    It was time to find some seeds.
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    Three Blind Mice


    Arkie, TJ and Cleo lay very still under the tarpaulin that was covering one of the trollies.


    They had snuck beneath it while the men had been taking a break from their work on the other side of the plane.


    As the men began to wheel the trollies towards the vault, wind whistled around the edges of the tarpaulin and the sides of it flapped, letting in rushes of Arctic air.


    ‘Hey, I need help with this one,’ yelled the man pushing their trolley. ‘There must be some giant seeds in these boxes. They’re heavy.’


    TJ, Arkie and Cleo lay very still, barely breathing. If they were discovered now, it would all be over, before it had even begun. They’d just have to make a run for it and try to think of another way into the vault.
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    The IAEs, Arkie. That’s what her dad always said. They’re the mark of a really good treasure hunter. Improvise, Adapt and Exit. Knowing when to exit is just as important as knowing when to arrive.


    Treasure hunting rose and fell on timing: being in the right place at the right time, being favoured by a sea breeze, the lucky winds of fortune.


    Or not.


    Another man laughed as he came over to help. ‘More likely you’re just lacking some muscles, Jack,’ he said. ‘Here, I’ll show you what real muscle looks like.’


    He pushed the trolley and it began to move slowly along the ice.


    ‘Phew,’ said Arkie, relaxing her body and speaking to TJ through Lexi’s THink. ‘That was close.’


    TJ nodded. ‘And just as well we’ve got our thermals and furs. That was considerate of the kidnappers to tell us we’d need warm things.’


    ‘Don’t forget those “considerate” kidnappers have got my mum and dad,’ said Arkie, scowling.


    ‘I haven’t forgotten,’ said TJ. ‘I just like to look for little sparks of goodness in everyone.’


    These kidnappers are evil, thought Arkie. Their hearts are black.


    She could feel anger spreading through her as she thought of them. For a moment, it even made her feel a little warmer. But it was still so cold.


    ‘I wish I had some fur on my face,’ she said. ‘My nose feels as though it’s about to drop off.’


    ‘It’s called frostbite,’ said TJ. ‘Extremities like fingers and toes are usually the first to go. And the nose.’


    Arkie wrinkled her nose, then twiddled her fingers and toes. Still ten of each. She touched her THinc ring. The gold was cold against her skin. She checked the temperature: -12 degrees Celsius – the coldest she had ever been.


    She and her mum had been to Omsk, the treasure city of Siberia, a couple of years ago, but even Omsk wasn’t as freezing as this.


    Arkie’s bones were rigid with cold and she imagined the blood in her body slowly turning blue.


    She snuggled in closer to Cleo, and Cleo rested her head on Arkie’s leg.


    ‘I know it’s a bit late now but I hope this was a good idea,’ said Arkie.


    ‘That’s the thing about good ideas,’ said TJ. ‘You don’t know if they’re good until later, when you can assess the outcome. So, at the moment, this is technically just an idea. And I think we can agree it is.’


    Arkie sighed. TJ could be so logical at times.


    The wind and ice seemed to be whipping into a blizzard as the men wheeled the trollies across the ice. They were silent as they walked, burying their faces into their jackets, keeping their thoughts warm.


    ‘Are we slowing down?’ said Arkie, after about ten minutes. ‘We must be getting close.’


    She peeked out from under the tarpaulin. ‘I can see lots of lights ahead,’ she said.
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    ‘It’s a work of art,’ said TJ.


    ‘I wouldn’t call it that,’ said Arkie. ‘It just looks like a whole bunch of lights on top of each other.’


    ‘No, I mean it’s an actual work of art,’ said TJ. ‘I read about it on the way here. The roof and entrance to the vault have lots of mirrors and prisms. They reflect the polar sun in the summer and generate their own power for the winter. It’s like a beacon that will last forever.’


    ‘Even when it’s the end of the world?’ said Arkie.


    ‘Even then,’ said TJ. ‘A beacon for a dead world.’


    Arkie shivered at TJ’s words and looked at the greeny-blue white lights illuminating the icy mist.


    It was almost as she had imagined Santa Claus’s mansion, glowing in a winter welcome.


    It didn’t seem real – this place of darkness and bright light. The colours of Arkie’s world didn’t exist in this twilight land.


    And in this land where it looked as if nothing could ever grow they were about to find seeds for the future of humanity.


    ‘We’re close,’ said TJ. ‘Lie very still.’


    They were being wheeled across a rickety bridge with judder bars that shuddered all the way through them.


    Then, they stopped.


    ‘We must be at the first door of the vault,’ said Arkie.


    They heard the hiss of the airlocked door as it opened. And suddenly there was no more wind. Just an intense cold.


    ‘Let’s unpack the seeds after a cup of tea,’ said one of the men. ‘We’ve got time and my hands are frozen.’


    ‘All right,’ said another. ‘We’ll have to wait for this blizzard to settle before we can fly out anyway. I’ll put the kettle on.’


    They could hear the footsteps of the men, walking away.


    ‘Quick,’ said Arkie, throwing back the tarpaulin and jumping off the trolley. ‘We have to get out of sight before they come back.’


    TJ and Cleo jumped off the trolley after her.


    They gazed around them.


    They were in a long tunnel, with pipes and lights running all along the roof. It was still and silent, as though they were in the centre of the earth.


    ‘I guess this is what it would be like inside an iceberg,’ said TJ.


    ‘I thought it would be warmer in here,’ said Arkie.


    ‘Those pipes give the vault extra refrigeration,’ said TJ, pointing above to the long lines of piping.


    ‘As if it needs it,’ said Arkie. ‘It’s freezing on freezing already.’ She pulled her fur coat around her as tightly as she could. ‘It’s like being in a giant ice box and I’m feeling like an ice cube. Let’s get moving.’

  


  
    Road Kill


    They hurried along the corridor, their breath evaporating like a slipstream behind them.


    Blue lights curved around the walls, wrapping the tunnel in long tubing.


    TJ stopped to look at her GPS. ‘We just have to walk in a straight line,’ she said, smiling. ‘Excellent.’


    ‘What about the video monitoring system?’ said Arkie.


    ‘I’ve already recorded a feed of the empty corridor with CAMMAX and uploaded it into the vault’s security system,’ said TJ. ‘It will play continuously for about 30 minutes. That should give us enough time to find the chickpea seeds and get out of here.’


    It was eerily quiet as they walked through the vault to the seed storage areas. The only sound was the insistent whirr of generators and the occasional flick-flicker of a light that sent shadows darting around the walls.
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    Arkie tried not to think about the mountain around her, all that solid rock pressing down.


    What kind of treasure hunter suffers from claustrophobia? Not a very good one, she thought, trying to calm her breathing. It sounded impossibly loud inside her – as though her icy bones were the pipes of an organ, sending deep resonant sounds through a church.
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    She glanced at TJ to see if she could hear her breathing but TJ was looking at DATAMAX.


    ‘Second airlock door 50 metres ahead,’ said TJ.


    ‘How are we going to get through that?’ said Arkie.


    TJ held up her hand. There were two access codes written on her palm. ‘I hacked into the system while we were still en route,’ she said. ‘I like to be prepared.’


    ‘DATAMAX says the seed storage areas are at the very end of the vault,’ said Arkie. ‘In the deepest part of the old mine. Safe from nuclear explosions, meteors and flooding seas. The chickpea seeds should be in the second storage vault.’


    They walked quickly through the tunnel and finally saw the door to the second seed vault.


    TJ keyed in the code and pulled the door open.


    They were inside the seed storage area.


    It was an ordinary looking room, filled with blue and orange metal shelves. The shelves were overflowing with plastic containers and thousands of silver envelopes.


    ‘It doesn’t look like the place that holds the seeds for the survival of humanity,’ said Arkie.


    ‘No, it looks like the post office at Christmas,’ said TJ.


    ‘Let’s split up,’ said Arkie. ‘You take the shelves on the left and I’ll take the ones on the right. Cleo, you can come with me.’


    They hurried along the rows and rows of shelves, past envelopes holding seeds of rice, wheat, strawberries, soybeans, tomatoes, corn and beans from places such as Canada, Switzerland, Colombia, Syria and Mexico.


    It’s a snapshot of the world’s crops, thought Arkie.


    ‘Arkie,’ cried TJ. ‘Over here. I’ve found it. Chickpea centre AUD 293. Hey, and you wouldn’t believe it!’


    ‘What?’ said Arkie, hurrying over.


    ‘There’s a note attached to it,’ said TJ. ‘ARKIE SPARKLE PART 3. How did that get here?’


    ‘The kidnappers have been one step ahead of us all the way,’ said Arkie. ‘Guess we shouldn’t be surprised to see that they’ve already been here as well. But why?’
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    TJ handed the note to Arkie.


    ‘What does it say?’ TJ said, as Arkie opened it.


    ‘“The measure of a treasure”,’ said Arkie, reading slowly.


    ‘I don’t understand,’ said TJ. ‘What does that mean?’


    Arkie was silent for a moment. ‘I know what it means,’ she said. ‘It’s Point 73 of the Treasure Hunter’s Code.’


    ‘But I still don’t understand,’ said TJ.


    ‘The Treasure Hunter’s Code is on DATAMAX,’ said Arkie. ‘Check out Point 73.’


    TJ keyed in The Treasure Hunter’s Code and it soon appeared on DATAMAX’s screen. She began to read out loud:


    ≥≥ POINT 73:

    The Treasure Hunter’s Dilemma

    -------------------------------

    Can a wrong ever make a right? All

    treasure hunters will be faced with

    this dilemma at some stage. How do

    you measure a treasure? ≤≤


    ‘Well, that explains nothing,’ said TJ, frowning. ‘What’s the dilemma?’


    ‘If these are the only chickpea seeds left in the world,’ said Arkie, ‘and we take them all, that means humans will never be able to grow chickpeas again.’


    ‘But we need them,’ said TJ. ‘We have to take them because Part 2 said “Just a photo is not enough”. They’re telling us to take the seeds.’


    ‘I know,’ said Arkie. ‘That’s the dilemma. Because a treasure hunter is always supposed to think beyond the individual. They have to think about the greater good. And I think that’s what this treasure hunt is all about. Seeing what kind of decision we’ll make.’


    She leaned against the shelf. ‘I just need a minute to think.’


    ‘Well, think fast,’ said TJ, looking towards the door. ‘We’re about to get company.’


    They listened. Footsteps were stomping along the corridor outside. Footsteps coming their way.


    ‘OH, NO,’ said Arkie. She hated thinking under pressure. It made her brain take shortcuts that didn’t always lead her to the right place.


    Mum and Dad. The future of humanity, she thought. Mum and Dad the future humanity Mum and Dad the future of humanity Mum and Dad the future of humanity


    Arkie looked at the envelope bulging with chickpea seeds. ‘Take half of the seeds and leave half there,’ she said. ‘I reckon there’s enough for the kidnappers and humanity.’


    TJ filled their original envelope quickly with half the seeds.


    The footsteps were getting closer. And closer.


    ‘By my usually accurate estimation, we’ve got about 45 seconds before they come through that door,’ said TJ.


    They looked around at the shelves. There was nowhere obvious to hide. No cupboards or big empty spaces.


    ‘Quick,’ said Arkie, pointing to the bottom rung of the chickpea shelf, ‘you and Cleo squeeze in there.’


    ‘But what about you? Where are you going?’ said TJ, as she and Cleo climbed onto the shelf.


    ‘The shelf’s not big enough for all of us,’ said Arkie. ‘I’ll find somewhere.’ She covered them with a canvas. ‘Don’t make a sound.’


    She looked around desperately. She needed to hide too. But where?


    The chickpea shelf was the only one with an empty bottom rung.


    The airlock door was opening.


    Any minute now the men would see her standing in the middle of the room like a terror-locked rabbit – bounding into the safety of the bushes too late to avoid the headlights and
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    She was about to be road kill.

  


  
    Run, Rabbit, Run


    The doors opened.


    The two men were mid conversation when they saw Arkie.


    They stared at her in shock, their mouths slack in surprise.


    She stared back.


    For many long seconds, the staring moment seemed locked on replay:


    Men. Shock. Shock. Men. Men. Shock. Shock. Men.


    The taller of the men shattered the moment first.


    ‘HEY YOU,’ he yelled. ‘What —?’


    Arkie turned and ran as fast as she could down the aisle, hurtling past shelves with beans from Brazil.


    The men broke out into a run behind her.


    ‘STOP,’ they yelled. ‘There’s nowhere to hide.’


    They were right.


    Arkie could see the wall in front of her. A wall where she would soon be trapped.


    Was it all about to end here?


    Just as her brain was exploding with fright, someone put a hand over her mouth.


    ‘Don’t make a sound,’ said a quiet voice in her ear.


    The person yanked her sideways and pushed her through a small door that was blending into the wall.


    A door! thought Arkie. She hadn’t even seen it.


    Arkie stumbled through the narrow entrance and tripped on a step.


    ‘There’s a step,’ said the voice behind her. ‘Hurry. This way.’


    The person grabbed Arkie’s arm and led her through a tunnel with a low roof.


    They could hear the men shouting on the other side of the wall and the sounds of an alarm echoing through the vault. It was going into lockdown.


    It was too dark to see ahead but Arkie’s rescuer seemed to know where they were going.


    They ran down the long tunnel, stumbling with jerky speed.


    ‘Stay close,’ said the voice – a girl’s. ‘They’ll be looking for us in the main storage vaults. This is an alternative way to the outside – through an air-conditioning shaft. It’s going to be a tight squeeze.’


    Great, thought Arkie. This is my nightmare.


    ‘But I have to go back,’ she gasped. ‘TJ’s still in there. I have to help her. And Cleo.’


    ‘It’s too late,’ said the girl. ‘If TJ’s smart, she’ll stay hidden till the men leave and the lockdown is deactivated. If not, they’ll have found her already.’


    ‘She’s smart,’ said Arkie. ‘She’s the smartest person I know.’


    The girl didn’t respond, just pushed Arkie to go faster and faster.


    Please be okay, TJ, thought Arkie. I need you.


    She put her hand to her ear to try to contact TJ via Lexi but the clip-on earring wasn’t there. Arkie checked her whole ear frantically. It was definitely missing. The girl must have knocked it off when she’d put her hand over Arkie’s mouth.


    Arkie had no way of contacting TJ.


    It was getting colder and colder. Their breaths formed clouds of ice before them.


    The shaft ran parallel to the main corridor. Arkie could sense they were going back the way they had come in. As the space became smaller and smaller, they crawled and edged their way through the shaft.


    Arkie tried to think of the sky. Big. Blue. Wide Open. She would see it soon. Just a few more metres.


    Finally, they came to a small grate. The girl kicked it open with her feet and they slithered out of the tunnel into the outside air, breathing deeply.


    The girl pulled Arkie to her feet. ‘NOW RUN,’ she shouted. And run they did. Fleeing across the ice – as far away as possible from the vault and the sirens shattering the air around them.


    Arkie’s breath burned in her throat as they fled through the icy mist that had now descended into a thick fog.


    ‘Stop. Rest,’ gasped the girl as they saw a small clump of rocks ahead, at the edge of a cliff where the land plummeted into the Arctic Ocean.


    They slumped beside the rocks – gulping air, unable to speak.


    As soon as she could, Arkie lifted her head to look at the girl.


    She was dressed in a black ski suit with a ski mask but Arkie recognised her immediately.


    ‘YOU!’ she said.


    It was one of the thieves from the Great Wall of China – the one who had stolen her backpack and pushed her to the ground.


    The girl took off her ski mask.


    She had long dark hair tied back in a ponytail and dark brown eyes. Freckles ran across the top of her nose.
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    Arkie had never seen her before. But, still, there was something familiar about her.


    ‘Who are you?’ said Arkie.


    The girl stared at her without smiling. ‘I’m Cate,’ she said. ‘Cate Sparkle.’
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    Freefall


    ‘WHAT?’ said Arkie. ‘Cate Sparkle? But does that mean we’re —’


    ‘Yeah, we’re related,’ interrupted the girl. ‘Brilliant deduction.’


    Her voice was as chilly as the air around them. She took off her backpack and started to rummage in it.


    ‘But how can we be related?’ said Arkie.


    Cate stopped searching inside the backpack. ‘You don’t know much, do you?’ she said. ‘The Great Arkie Sparkle. Not so great at the moment. You’d have been caught in the storage vault if I hadn’t rescued you.’


    Arkie blushed. ‘Well, it’s true I don’t know what’s going on at the moment,’ she said. ‘But you obviously do. So what are you doing here? And who are you really?’


    ‘I’m your first cousin,’ said the girl.


    ‘But I’ve only got one first cousin,’ said Arkie. ‘TJ.’


    ‘Well, you’ve just got yourself another one,’ said Cate. ‘I’m your lost and found cousin. My father is Sebastian Sparkle. Your father’s brother.’


    ‘No,’ said Arkie, struggling to piece the information together. ‘I don’t believe you. Dad’s never even mentioned a brother. Or you. How old are you?’


    ‘I’m nearly thirteen,’ said Cate. ‘I’ll be thirteen on 28 June. Why? Are you planning to send me a present? After all these years.’


    ‘But why don’t I know anything about you?’ said Arkie. ‘Or your father? Do you know about me?’


    ‘Of course,’ said Cate. ‘We’ve heard about do-gooders Ted and Martha Sparkle and their treasure-hunting prodigy Arkie for years. Joining THinc and finding your first treasure when you were two. Being chosen for an “Archaeologists of the Future” delegation to Scandinavia when you were eight. Topping your class at the Treasure Hunters’ Summer School when you were ten. My father doesn’t like your family very much, you know.’


    ‘Well he doesn’t even know me,’ said Arkie. ‘How can he be so sure he doesn’t like me? He should at least get to know me first and then he can decide not to like me.’


    ‘Well, he sure hates your father,’ said Cate, ‘and strong feelings like hate tend to transfer from one generation to another.’


    ‘But I don’t understand,’ said Arkie, her brain in a complete frenzy, trying to unscramble the words she was hearing. ‘I didn’t know Dad had a brother. Just a sister, Edie. And why are you even here in the first place? And what were you doing on the Great Wall of China? Are you following me?’


    Cate Sparkle grinned. She had a gap between her two front teeth. ‘You could say that,’ she said. ‘I’ve got a job to do. Same as you.’ She put on her backpack and looked at her watch. ‘And now I’m late,’ she said. ‘Rescuing you was an unexpected chore. Goodbye, Arkie. It’s been interesting.’


    She swung her backpack over her shoulders and started running to the edge of the cliff ahead.


    ‘WAIT!’ shouted Arkie, running after her. ‘You can’t just leave. I’ve got more questions. Lots of questions.’


    But Cate Sparkle was fast on her feet. Too fast. She was already hurtling away from Arkie.


    Arkie remembered the sparks that had flown from her shoes on the Great Wall of China. She could see them again now – scorching the snow and leaving a trail of melted ice.


    Arkie couldn’t keep up with her. She watched as Cate ran faster and faster, heading towards the edge of the cliff at breakneck speed.


    Arkie looked on, horrified, as Cate jumped and hurled herself into the air – her feet still in the motion of running.


    Time seemed suspended as Cate spread her arms out wide, like a bird in flight, her feet now locked together, her head thrown back.


    Arkie had only just met her cousin and now she was going to watch her die.


    She thought about her book Amazing Survival Stories and Vesna Vulovic, a flight attendant who had supposedly fallen 10,000 metres when a jetliner exploded and hit a mountain.


    Miraculously, she was the only person to survive the crash.


    Maybe Cate would be lucky like her?


    But then Arkie remembered. Cate was falling onto ice. Ice that might crack and open into the freezing, hypothermic, die-in-a-few-minutes Arctic Ocean.


    As Arkie’s mouth opened in a scream, a large red balloon suddenly burst from Cate’s backpack, halting her freefall with a jolt and yanking her up into the sky.


    Arkie watched as Cate attached a harness to the balloon and settled into the ride.


    She glided across the ocean until the red balloon became a tiny dot.


    Then it disappeared.
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    Bear Stare


    Arkie felt very alone.


    She was in the middle of a frozen landscape without TJ and Cleo, and no idea where she was.


    The fog had now closed around her completely. The ice was grey and sludgy beneath her feet.


    Cate Sparkle – her cousin (the words still sounded strange) – had rescued her in the Doomsday Vault but for what?


    To let her die here?


    To let her die from confusion?


    Arkie wasn’t sure which would happen first.


    Better activate my shoe sensors, she thought. If TJ is out there somewhere, she might be able to get a fix on them.


    As the rim of her shoes began to sparkle with light, she took out her Super Enhanced Goggles from her backpack and put them on. As she strained to get some kind of bearing on her landscape, she realised she wasn’t alone after all.
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    There was a polar bear about 10 metres away, sitting on the ice, watching her.
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    She hadn’t seen it at first because it was blending in so well with the ice and the fog. Camouflage 101, she thought.


    Unfortunately, Arkie’s fake fur was so black against the ice she was incredibly visible.


    Black and white, she thought. Prey and predator.


    Everything was simple out here in the wild. If you were hungry you ate what you could find. It was eat or be eaten.


    Arkie wished it wasn’t quite so simple. She’d love an extenuating circumstance like, ‘Please don’t eat me, Mr Polar Bear, because I’ve got really important things to do. People are depending on me.’


    She tried to remember what TJ had said about polar bears. This one looked very big. And very hungry. He was watching her with more interest now.


    Maybe he thought she was a seal? Polar bears loved to eat seals. She had watched a David Attenborough program on seals last week. She could hear his voice now:


    The polar bear is the natural enemy of the seal. As a seal lounges on the ice, a polar bear will crouch low and stalk towards it. The polar bear creeps closer and closer and then charges.


    Arkie stood very still. Not moving a muscle, not daring to take the heaving breaths she needed to calm her beating heart.


    Maybe he’ll think I’m a tree, she thought, except there weren’t any other trees in sight.


    Maybe Cate Sparkle would drop in again on her red balloon?


    No, I can’t rely on Cate Sparkle for anything. I know she saved me but I don’t trust her.


    It was a stare-off. The polar bear and her.


    Arkie was so cold now she wasn’t even trying not to move. She was frozen to the spot.


    And then, just as David Attenborough had described, the polar bear began to creep towards her.
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    ‘No wait,’ shouted Arkie. ‘I’m a girl, not a seal!’


    She closed her eyes. She could almost feel his great big jaws and his sharp teeth biting into her. Ripping her flesh apart, limb by limb. Her bright red blood staining the ice and seeping sorrowfully into the sea.


    She moved her hand slowly into the pocket of the fur coat. She needed a weapon. There was something in the far corner. She pulled it out slowly and looked at it. A nail file. Not the weapon she would have chosen for a showdown with a polar bear but at least it was something. Something between her and the jaws of death.


    Arkie crouched into a fighting pose – nail file in her hand, ready to defend herself.


    The polar bear was low on the ice, edging towards her.


    Then, it stopped and swung its heavy head to the right. And then to the left.


    It could hear something.


    Arkie could hear it too. It was the sound of a motor. Coming closer. Something was speeding across the ice.


    Arkie fixed her SEGs to ZOOM. She could see it was a snow scooter. And she could see who was on it.


    TJ.


    Arkie didn’t know how TJ had managed to escape the vault and find a snow scooter, but she didn’t care. There was only one question in her head right now: would TJ reach her before the polar bear?


    She could see the polar bear asking itself the same question.


    The question was like a link between them, binding them from movement.


    But instinct doesn’t pause for long and, suddenly, the link snapped.


    The polar bear and Arkie both began to run.


    Arkie pushed herself through the sludgy ice, stumbling, running. The bear was loping behind her – slow but determined. She could hear his raspy breathing. It would just take one swipe of that paw to flatten her. Forever.


    Polar bears are heavy but surprisingly agile. Just as it was positioning itself to attack, TJ sped in between Arkie and the polar bear, skidding to a stop with a flourish of ice that sprayed the bear in the face.


    ‘No lunch for you today,’ she said. ‘Quick, Arkie. Jump on behind.’


    Arkie was on the scooter in a flash.


    As they raced away, the polar bear howled hungrily into the wind.
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    Arkie squeezed TJ around the waist.


    She couldn’t speak just yet. She just wanted to enjoy the complete relief that was flooding through her.


    Finally, she found some words. ‘TJ. I thought you were – I thought I was —’


    ‘Yeah, me too,’ said TJ. ‘Too many close encounters for one day.’


    ‘But where’s Cleo?’ said Arkie. ‘Is she okay?’


    ‘I sent her to get backup,’ said TJ, turning around so Arkie could hear her words. ‘I thought we might need it. These scooters aren’t really built for two. I think they’re —’


    ‘TJ,’ shouted Arkie. ‘ROCK AHEAD. WATCH OUT!’


    There was a large black rock in front of them, half buried in the snow.


    TJ saw it too late. They were heading straight for it.


    ‘HOLD ON,’ she screamed as they went sailing up the side of it, into the air, falling, falling, crashing into the snow.


    They lay sprawled on the snow in a shocked tangle of limbs, not moving.


    ‘Are you okay?’ said TJ, untangling her legs.


    ‘I think so,’ said Arkie, shaking the snow off her fur coat. ‘But I don’t think the scooter is.’


    The scooter had broken into two.


    ‘I knew it wasn’t going to last,’ said TJ, pulling out something yellow that was stuffed inside her backpack. ‘It’s a twister tube,’ she said as she unfolded it onto the ice. ‘Like a lifejacket on a plane. Quick inflation.’ She looked ahead. ‘It’s downhill for a while so this will at least get us some of the way back to BLUR.’
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    TJ and Arkie jumped into the twister tube and held on to the sides as they twisted along, then dropped down the side of the steep valley, screaming all the way down.


    At the bottom of the valley, the terrain levelled out and the twister tube stopped. Arkie tried to stand up but her legs were too wobbly. Her head and stomach were spinning.


    TJ pulled out her stopwatch and scanned the landscape in front of her. ‘Any second now,’ she said.


    ‘What are we waiting for?’ said Arkie.


    ‘You’ll see,’ said TJ. ‘And there they are.’


    Arkie followed TJ’s gaze. Cleo and a pack of Siberian huskies were pulling a sled across the ice.


    ‘Good girl, Cleo,’ said TJ, as Cleo came bounding up to her. ‘Your timing is impeccable. I’m giving you an A+ for this rescue. Now let’s get out of here.’


    Cleo put her head in the air and led the huskies in a happy chorus of barks.


    As Arkie and TJ climbed on board the sled, they could hear a helicopter flying overhead and see floodlights sweeping across the ice.


    ‘They’re still looking for us by the vault,’ said TJ. ‘I think we might have created an international incident. Time for another quick exit.’


    ‘How did you and Cleo get out of the vault?’ said Arkie as they settled into the sled, piled high with blankets.


    ‘When they couldn’t find you in the storage area,’ said TJ, ‘they must have thought you’d made it outside somehow, so they shut off the alarm and rushed out of the vault to search the surroundings. Cleo and I walked out the front door. It was the easiest escape ever.’


    ‘And the scooter?’ said Arkie.
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    ‘I found a whole cupboard of them at the entrance so just borrowed one.’


    As they approached the airstrip they could see it was empty of planes and snowmobiles.


    ‘They’re all searching for us and they’ll soon realise we’re not near the vault,’ said TJ. ‘Time to vanish.’ She deactivated CamOp 7a and BLUR reappeared in front of them.


    As Cleo barked goodbye to the huskies, Arkie buckled herself in and TJ programmed BLUR’s turbo-charged start – to be used for quick getaways.


    Then they were ready to depart.


    With a roar of BLUR’s engines, they rose steeply into the air – their heads pulled back by the velocity of their ascent.


    As BLUR levelled out after 60 seconds, Arkie sank back into her seat.


    There were so many gaps to fill in but, for now, she just wanted to go home, have a hot bath. And sleep.
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    Debrief


    ‘So she’s your cousin?’ said TJ. ‘Like me?’


    Arkie had filled TJ in on everything that had happened after they were separated in the vault. Arkie had taken a replacement Lexi from the I SPY box and they were speaking through Lexi’s THink.


    ‘There’ll never be anyone like you, TJ,’ said Arkie, ‘but that’s what she said. Not that I trust anything Cate Sparkle says. She doesn’t like me – she made that obvious – and I don’t like her.’


    ‘But what was she doing there?’


    ‘I don’t know. Maybe she’s following us for some reason. First, she turns up on the Great Wall and now she’s in the Doomsday Vault. And somehow I think we’ll be seeing her again.’


    Arkie thought of the clue in Braille. They were following the clues from the kidnappers blindly –with no idea of what was going on.


    ‘But the kidnappers have made their first mistake,’ she said.


    ‘They have?’ said TJ.


    ‘We know the house is bugged. We can use that to our advantage.’


    ‘You mean feed them wrong information?’ said TJ.


    ‘Exactly,’ said Arkie. We’re going to be smarter than them from now on. Have you got the seeds?’


    TJ pulled them out of her pocket and rolled them all out on the table.


    Arkie took a photo and emailed it to the kidnappers at k.napper@treasurehunt.com


    The reply came quickly:


    Treasure No. 3 verified and credit registered in treasure bank.


    Post seeds back to Doomsday Vault.


    Await further instructions.
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    ‘We’ll be waiting all right,’ said Arkie, grimly. ‘We’ll be waiting and ready.’
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    What next?


    At 11 o’clock that night, the THinc hotline rang.


    The red mobile was reserved for AEs – Archaeological Emergencies. It hardly ever rang.


    Arkie stared at it through sleepy eyes, waiting for her brain to tell her what to do. Finally it did:


    THE PHONE IS RINGING. ANSWER IT.
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    Arkie picked it up and pressed the green button. Her hands were trembling. ‘Hello,’ she said. ‘Who is it?’


    There was silence on the other end of the phone – just a faint mechanical sound, as though some kind of generator was running in the background.


    ‘Who’s there?’ Arkie repeated in a louder voice, her heart pumping inside her chest.


    ‘Arkie,’ said a faint voice on the other end.


    ‘Mum?’ said Arkie, gripping the phone and pushing it as close as she could to her ear. ‘Is that you? OMG! Are you all right? Where are you? Is Dad there too?’ Her words tumbled over each other in their rush to pull her mother closer.


    ‘Arkie, please listen, darling, I haven’t got long,’ said her mother. ‘You need to find Edie.’


    ‘Where?’ said Arkie. ‘Where will I find her? Please, Mum. What’s going on?’


    ‘She’ll explain —’ There was a sudden shout. And a crash. Something was falling.


    ‘Explain what?’ said Arkie. ‘I can’t hear you, Mum. Mum? Are you okay? What will she explain? MUM,’ she screamed down the phone.


    But the line was dead.

  


  
    In Real Life


    



The Doomsday Vault


    The Doomsday Vault was opened in 2008

    and is situated near Longyearbyen.

    Delegates from countries all around the

    world bring seeds to store in this safe place.

    It is extremely difficult to get inside the vault

    and the seeds are safe from international

    treasure hunters flying around the

    world in a supersonic mini-jet.


    [image: ]


    [image: ]


    [image: ]


    [image: ]


    [image: ]


     


     


    [image: ]

  

images/00026.jpeg





images/00023.jpeg
marking new location_





images/00021.jpeg





images/00022.jpeg





images/00019.jpeg
THiNC






images/00020.jpeg
Switch to THink.





images/00017.jpeg
ARKI E’” e

o

SPARKLE

e
0200000

Petra James
Illustrated by Roy Chen

PAN
Mot





images/00018.jpeg





cover.jpeg
Pete"“eCat

ey wme Shoes

Art by Story, by
James Dean Eric Litwin
(creator of Pete the Cat)





images/00036.jpeg
THINC






images/00034.jpeg
We need o find the bug. Make up an excuse and

check out upstairs. Il check the THine Tank with

the Bugsten. Try fo act nafural. Take Qo with
you. Shell i out any bugs.





images/00035.jpeg





images/00032.jpeg
Hab Head Hot and cold

Iovestind’ et
e eful beanic one that KR ks warm
e ‘and operational by
@ e ke Cesorising Elegant gloves,
“.,T“mil s 0, 2rmuFand pashmina
wwwd‘u> ‘mex\m maximum style
you're in minimum
ratures.
Remmember:
, somewhere,
“always has a camera

(even in the Arctic Circle).






images/00033.jpeg





images/00030.jpeg





images/00031.jpeg





images/00028.jpeg





images/00029.jpeg





images/00027.jpeg
AURRA BoREALIS
Punsat s Ho
Loman gudls
of daun,
Boraas s
e frod for





images/00005.jpeg
The Seven Wonders of
the Ancient World

+ Lighthouse of Alexandria
+ Temple of Artemis at Ephesus
. Great Pyramid of Giza

+ Hanging Gardens of Babylon
 Statue of Zeus at Olympia

+ Mausoloum of Halicarnassus

+ Golossus of Bhodes.





images/00006.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg
HANNAH 14
OTTO Yl safe

| |





images/00004.jpeg
END OF
i THE WORLD

2001SIAY VAU

<oLD RISING
PLACE

i DATAMAX_






images/00001.jpeg





images/00002.jpeg
cameron





images/00016.jpeg
EDIBLE CLUES
. Crocolt foctprishs
« Nowsst nste.
Fonch o fingorroch
Liorte ke o)
marshmallow mime





images/00014.jpeg





images/00015.jpeg
1 Hoped with al my heart that it would never come

1o tis, but after Quincy’s disappearance and the incident i
Chin, e had a bad fcing that st gone axoay —os ough
I bing folcwoed by a rain cloud and a storm is about o
unleash itself upor me.

And it isn't, and althis s just one big case of
Unexplained Uncase, then o'l have a good laugh Il beable
1o tell you I isinterpreted all the s and y fincly tuned,
iormallyreliable treasure nanter's intinct oas ubterly wron:

Remenber that piece of paper you found buried i a ar it
Tuscany and were conoinced it s  treasure map i Code?
Yot locked yourselfin your room and spent days deciphering .

Sometimes you just have to follow your instinct, Arkie.
Eoen it leads youosohere. (Mind you,your revsure map’
s the best recipefor raspberry jam we'd ever tasted. Treasure
can come i all flavours)

Whatever happens, Arkie, Tzoant you to remenber
these =3
« You're smart and you come from a famous

iy of treasure hunters.
« Things are not akoays as they seen.
« A problem can have more thatt o angle.
o We love you.
o Bewhere STAB SIENA
« £042 D1988 I82 E7

Dad x





images/00012.jpeg
P R ) S 7
TREASURE HUNTER'S NOTEBOOK %
CLUES

* Something fo do with seeds (lfs of them)?

 Something o do with fhe end of the worid?

% Somewhere very cold because we need a thenmal (or fwo)?
* Somewhere by fhe se?

* Something that mokes the sea ise?





images/00013.jpeg





images/00010.jpeg





images/00011.jpeg





images/00008.jpeg
Iey Glamour

Faux furis definitely not a
fashion faux pas. For instant
glamour on the ice, rug up in

eithera fake fur jacket or vest

Top TiP

ing is the key to staying
Layering is the key s
e moreyou wea

the more you can it
n your suitcase!

Best Foot Forwyrd

Youlook your best when both feet are
on the ground. Slipping and siding
on the ice is nevera good look (unless
you'e ice-skating). A pair of sturdy,
fur-trimmed boots will kick your style
upanorch and keep you upright.






images/00009.jpeg
Yo





images/00007.jpeg





images/00065.jpeg
24-hour clock





images/00066.jpeg
-
- — e P






images/00063.jpeg





images/00064.jpeg





images/00061.jpeg





images/00062.jpeg





images/00059.jpeg





images/00060.jpeg





images/00068.jpeg





images/00069.jpeg
HANDT Noco Bug
o 845 (i),
Tn% Comtong,
A 845 1.
@m.”






images/00067.jpeg





images/00072.jpeg
MY Tof Five
FAVuRITE Tomn NAmES

0 pull

2 Bori

y 5’“"%«.

A Povwony

9 Land of Nod





images/00070.jpeg
Day 2

ARKiEti

SPARATT






images/00071.jpeg
skldqing
screeching,

g yres





images/00045.jpeg





images/00046.jpeg





images/00043.jpeg
125ept

=
Trapped in China. Ted Spari
Bevbore. SobSea. | e
Edex :

| Jamestoun





images/00044.jpeg
19 February, 7 pm

Hello, my litte Sparkle

You'r i the oher room with your mother as Twrite this, the
100 of you plotting our patl through Peru o the ancient nca
city, Machu Picchu.

1t feels strange — to b talking to you, but not talking to
Yo ak the same time — but if you're reading this something
has happened and we're not there with you.






images/00041.jpeg
\





images/00042.jpeg
DATAMAX _





images/00039.jpeg





images/00040.jpeg





images/00037.jpeg
fis por
PALIWDROME
Spet Hhe differnce

<«n





images/00038.jpeg
Sount> SINTHESISER

(g i thls
10 tinas ;g}uﬂa)





images/00047.jpeg





images/00056.jpeg
Ithink weire being bugged.





images/00054.jpeg
SPEED READ
Hhin oy





images/00055.jpeg





images/00052.jpeg





images/00053.jpeg





images/00050.jpeg
1AM MoRe. ImporTaNT
THW | ookt






images/00051.jpeg





images/00048.jpeg
Copy that: Iknew those expensive acting lessons
Ttook last summen o smooth out the kinks in my
persondty were going fo come in handy. Watch
#his! Im going fo do the best performance of o
PERSON LEAVING A ROOM youive ever scen.





images/00049.jpeg
Something’ wrong. Why did they send a message
Jjust then? The very moment we'd worked out i
was a chickpea. How did they know?





images/00057.jpeg





images/00058.jpeg





