Thomas’s Cellar

Chapter 1

Anyest was a land in the far reaches of the great continent, Limuanza. It was a land covered in great forests, long winding rivers, and lakes. On the shorelines, hundreds of spectacular fjords cut into the land as if someone had attacked Anyest with a huge knife. It was a land full of nature and beauty. Humans had only been to this land for about a hundred years now so there were only a few large cities.

  Anyest, over the last 100 years had become as rich as any other country on the continent because of it had many rare minerals such as gold and silver. People were pouring into this new land over the last 100 years by the millions, settling into one of the few cities, and finding a job as a woodcutter or a miner. One of these cities was the city of Pinyith, which was right next to the coast and was surrounded by the most beautiful scenery in all of Limuanza. The city was on a raised part of the land and from it, you could see the great fjords leading into the sea, only a few kilometres away. A river ran through the cities, which gave water as fresh and clean as water could possibly get. The river ran from a small lake that was up and amongst the mountains to the north, away from the sea, and all around the city of Pinyith was forest. 
  The ruler of Anyest was the granddaughter of Queen Helena who was the ruler of Kirwood, the nearest country to Anyest. The two lands were separated by a giant mountain range, which no one would ever be able to cross without modern technology. The only way into Anyest was by air, because treacherous currents ruled out the possibility of travel by boat or ship to Anyest. In short, Anyest, which had so much to offer to the rest of the world, was practically isolated from it, with defenses impossible to penetrate.

  The granddaughter of Queen Helena was called Princess Tara. Princess Tara was a young woman who had married a strong, handsome young man, and had given birth to two children, both 10 years old. Their family was very rich because of the rich economy, and had built a great palace in the middle of the city of Pinyith. Everywhere in the city, the people could look up at the wonderful palace and think how lucky they were to have the royal family living in the same city as them.

  Thomas was a young boy who lived on the outskirts of Pinyith. He had grown up outside the city and had come to love the beautiful palace seen right in the middle of the city, and he had come to love the nature that surrounded the place. Thomas was happy, living where he lived, and he though that surely there was no other place more beautiful than this place. 

  Thomas lived with his mother and father in a small brick house with seven rooms. There were two bedrooms, a living room, a kitchen which had dusty wooden stairs in it that lead to the cellar, there was a bathroom which also had the toilet and the shower and the mirror, and there was an attic which had all the books and machinery that was worth keeping in it. Thomas always thought that the steps leading to the attic would break underneath his feet because they were so old and weak, but Thomas disliked walking down the steps to the cellar even more because of the dust that was always lying on these steps. There was a trapdoor in the kitchen, which was the only door to the cellar. Beneath the trapdoor were the old wooden steps that were always covered in dust. Every time anyone had to go to the cellar, they always had to cope with clouds of dust kicked into the air from the steps. No matter how must they scrubbed and mopped the steps, they always became dusty again. It really was a mystery how the steps were always dusty although there was no dust around to make them dusty.

   There was a school about ten minute’s walk from Thomas’s house, which Thomas went to most of the time. It was a new school, only about five or ten years old, and only a small amount of children that attended it, not many children lived in Thomas’s part of the city. Consequently, Thomas spent more time in the forest and beside the river, than with children his own age. He sometimes went on trips to visit the royal palace with his class at school, but that was the only part of school that he enjoyed. He much would rather to spend his time in the forest with the animals and with nature.

  Sometimes, on holidays, he would wake up very early in the morning and he would tread very quietly, so as not to wake up his parents, to the kitchen where he would gently open the trapdoor and creep down. He then filled a bag with as much food as he could fit in. After packing enough food, he would climb back up the steps to the trapdoor and he would close it again very carefully. Then he would scribble down a note for his parents to read, telling them that he had gone and would be back before sundown. Then he would go out and spend an entire day in the forest walking around, sometimes diving into the cool, fresh water of the river. Sometimes he would climb up the tallest trees and look out far and wide to see over the city and over the fjords to the sea. If he looked far enough, he could see the river winding its way up the mountains in the north to a small lake which, to Thomas, looked like a tiny pin-prick in the side of the mountain. It was these times that Thomas was at his happiest. When he came home, which was nearly always right on sundown, he would be smiling from ear to ear. Sometimes he would tell his eager parents what he had been doing, but other times he would be secretive and refuse to tell them, so it was a secret what he had done. 

  If you exclude that then nothing exciting had ever happened to Thomas, and that was generally how he liked it.

Chapter 2

On the last day of the school year, there was always a party that was supposed to be something to look forward to. Thomas however, was only waiting for the end of the day when he could hurry home to a whole summer of holidays to look ahead to. Thomas found that usually these parties went very tediously and slowly, and there was a big mess afterward that they had to clean up. 

  This party was no exception. After a few minutes, Thomas found himself staring at the big square clock on the wall and wishing that the bright blue hands inside it would move a lot faster. However usually when you end up staring at a clock and wishing that time would speed up, it seems the opposite. It seemed to Thomas that time was going slower than usual but he stayed sitting where he was and staring at the clock, willing it to go faster.

  Finally, after sweeping up the breadcrumbs off the floor and vacuuming the carpet, the bell rang and Thomas hurriedly grabbed for his bag and sprinted out of the door, through the school grounds and out of the gate. The first smile of the day was planted on his face and it seemed to be a collection of all the smiles that he might have smiled in the day, it was so large. Anybody that saw him might have thought that he had just found a huge jar full of lollies, or had just been given a present that he had wished for all his life, his smile was so broad. If the teachers at school, who thought of Thomas as an uncooperative, silent, serious sort of boy, had seen this smile then their views of him might have changed forever, but Thomas didn’t really care.

  He skipped down the footpath back to his small brick house, and he knocked on the door. He sat down on the steps in front of the door at stared at the sky. It was going to be good weather tomorrow; Thomas was good at noticing those sorts of things from looking at the sky. It was actually quite easy to see what kind of weather it was going to be today because the cloud pattern that Thomas saw could really only mean one thing, sunshine. That was good, it meant that he could go out on one of his day trips to the forest tomorrow. His smile on his face, if possible, broadened, and a vision of himself walking through the forest floated into his mind.

  The door swung open, crashing into Thomas and sending him flying into the bush, planted beside the doorsteps. He climbed out of the bush and looked up to see his father grinning broadly at the sight of him in the bushes. Thomas tried to scowl back at his father to show that him being pushed into there wasn’t funny. Instead of scowling though, he laughed. He couldn’t scowl in the sort of mood that he was in at the moment.

  “So. Finished school for the year now have you?” Thomas’s father said in his deep, husky voice. It appeared that Thomas’s father might have had a cold today.

  “Yes! Finally I have.” Thomas answered. He climbed back up the steps and walked through the open door, past his father.

  “What did you do at school today?” His father asked.

  “Why do you always ask me that question?” Thomas said, choosing not to answer the question just yet.

  “Well aren’t parents supposed to ask that? We’re supposed to show an interest in your education I think.” His father answered. Thomas couldn’t think of anything else to do so he answered the previous question.

  “We didn’t do much today, had a party but it was pretty boring. The best part of the day so far was sprinting out of the classroom door.” Thomas said. He backed away form his father, gave him a wave, and then disappeared in his bedroom where he picked up a book and started reading it.

  By teatime he had finished his book and was drawing a picture of the forest. He wanted to sell his picture when he finished it because he thought that he could draw pretty well and it would be nice to make a bit of money. It wasn’t as if there weren’t enough rich people around that could buy it. So far he had drawn three trees; all of them had twisted around each other as if forming one. He had meant this to be the main feature of the drawing and he was planning to make the rest of the drawing slightly blurred, but the three trees had come out to small. Thomas looked at the picture, dislike forming on his face. It meant that he would have to draw more, and the rest couldn’t be as blurred as he had wanted it to. He had been so intent on his drawing that he had realized just how hungry he was. When he finally told himself that he had drawn enough, the first thing he heard was his stomach rumbling. 

  He went outside, toward the kitchen when he bumped into his father.

  “What have you been doing all this time? Why didn’t you come to tea?” Thomas’s father sounded angry. Thomas hoped that he only sounded that way but wasn’t really angry. 

  “I was drawing a picture.” Thomas nearly always answered with the truth. “Why didn’t you get me?”

  Thomas’s father smiled, and so Thomas breathed a sigh of relief. Thomas wasn’t going to get into trouble if his father wasn’t really angry. 

  “I didn’t get you because you’re always going on about how if you’re doing something then you don’t want to be disturbed.” His father said. Thomas smiled too, it was true that he had said that but he only meant that for less important stuff, he didn’t really want to miss tea.

  “If you’re hungry then there is some stuff in the cellar to eat. Don’t miss tea again.” Thomas’s father started to walk off.

  “Thanks! What’s the time?” Thomas called to his father’s back. 

  Without bothering to turn around, his father called back over his shoulder, “8:00! Don’t forget to go to bed soon.” That was another thing that Thomas liked about his family, he could go to bed whenever he wanted to as long as he was sensible about the privilege. 

  Thomas hurried off to the kitchen and lifted up the trapdoor. He was still deep in thought about his picture. He wondered if he should make up a lake to go behind the tree’s or perhaps put some mountains in there instead? He didn’t know. 

  There was only a little bit of light travelling through the trapdoor hole. He reached about for the light-switch. The light-switch was a very peculiar switch. It was coloured a fluorescent red and it was poking out as if it was a lever. It was a switch that you pushed however but you had to be very careful with it. It was very fragile and could be broken quite easily. Thomas had never heard of it breaking but it looked the sort of thing that broke easily. 

  There were many little cupboards on the wall in the cellar, all of them had labels of the front, telling you what they were for.  Thomas went to the cupboard that had ‘tea leftovers’ written on it and pulled the door open. To his surprise, there was nothing in it. Usually there were always all little bit of stuff in there, leftovers from weeks ago, sometimes if there hadn’t been a lot of cleaning going on, food that was months old was sometimes even left there. Thomas never could remember this cupboard empty before. In fact, it had been quite full when he had opened it in the middle of the night last night. Either he had opened another cupboard, mistaking it for that one, or someone had eaten, or taken out all the contents of it since then. Thomas went back to the light switch and turned off the light before making his way back up the stars to confront his father about this.

  Thomas saw his father walking into Thomas’s parent’s bedroom. He hurried after him. His father had just started to pick up the newspaper when Thomas arrived. His mother was also in the bedroom; she was knitting a jersey for Thomas. Thomas paused for a second to catch up with his mother’s progress before turning around to his father. His mother had completed most of the jersey now, only the sleeves were left to go. With a little bit of luck she would get it finished before the summer holidays were finished, right when he needed it least! 

  “Why didn’t you come to tea, Thomas?” His mother asked, looking up from her work. Thomas explained why and then turned to his father.

  “There’s no food in the ‘tea leftovers’ cupboard. Did you eat it all or something?” He asked.

  “What! Show me!” Thomas’s father was equally astounded by this fact as Thomas had been. Thomas lead the way back to the cellar where he pulled open the cupboard door dramatically to show his father that it was empty. 

  “Have some bread then. I wonder how it could have got empty. It’s always full!” Thomas’s father walked away with a rather puzzled expression on his face. Thomas went into a different cupboard to get some bread. He took a whole loaf with him to his bedroom. Soon he had forgotten about the mysterious disappearance of the tea leftovers and had become to absorbed in his drawing again. It wasn’t until 10:00 until he finally went to bed.

Chapter 3

The sun shone brightly into Thomas’s eyes. He rubbed them and sat up. Why did he wake so early? Thomas rolled over and put his head back on the pillow. Then he remembered that he was planning to go out into the forest today. He pushed all the covers off and sat up. Reaching for some clothes, he went through his day’s plan in his mind. 

  It was 10 minutes later when he had finally finished dressing himself, and making sure that his picture was with him because he intended to finish it today. He gently pushed his door open, he didn’t like to wake up his parents before he left because it was more than likely that they would have something for him to do instead. He found that unless he kept out of his parent’s way during the day, they assumed that he was bored and gave lots of housework to do.

  He walked gently to the kitchen where he silently pushed the door open and stopped listening out for any noise at all. If he woke his parents up then the chances were that they would be angry with him and they wouldn’t allow him to go out. It was something that he didn’t want to happen. He did hear noises though. He listened harder. The noises were definitely of some sort of a conversation between two people, and it seemed to be going on in the cellar.

  Thomas crawled gently to the trapdoor and lay his head on the wooden planks to hear what whoever was in there was saying. Thomas couldn’t think of anybody who would be secretly having a conversation in the cellar. Could it be his father and mother? He ruled out that possibility as fast as it had come. The people that were in there seemed to be in no hurry to get out. Thomas was sure that if, by coincidence, his parents had met in the cellar in the middle of the night then they would be hurrying out of the cellar and back into their bedroom to have a conversation. The people that were in there were definitely not supposed to be in there and Thomas hoped to find out what they were doing in his cellar and why.

  “So. What do you think of it?” He heard an older voice saying this, as though they were fifty years old or over.

  “It still needs touching up. You didn’t explain what these guns were.” This voice was deep and husky.

  “I told you, they are things that were invented in another world, things designed to kill other things by throwing a metal object out at very high speeds.”

  “If they don’t know what these guns are then won’t they be less frightened?”

  “Not if we show them what they are capable of.”

  “I thought that you agreed that there was to be no injuries caused unless we totally have to.”

  “Yes, I meant that we were to shoot at the ceiling, they’d get the message.”

  “Shoot? What does that mean?”

  “It means to make the metal thing come out of the gun.”

  “Oh.”

  “So the plan is that we’ll go to the palace tonight and pull out our guns, telling them that we want the palace jewels. We’ll show these people what the guns are and force them to do what we want. After getting the stuff we’ll hop back here and go back to the other world. What needs touching up?”

  “With those guns we’ll have no problem with the palace guards but what about this I.W.C.P.? Won’t they follow us into the other world?”

  “They probably will but they’ll be looking for a different person, they don’t know that I know about his world. It’ll totally throw them off the scent.”

  “So now you’re saying that they know you?”

  “Well kind of. They busted me a few years ago but I escaped.”

  “So your totally sure that the plan is foolproof?”

  “Of course. What could go wrong.”

  “Anything. I just hope that these guns are as good as you say that they are.”

  “Oh yes, I’ll get them and bring them to wherever we arrange to meet.”

  “How about outside the bank tomorrow evening?”

  “Sounds good to me. You say that you are a respected person around here, nobody will suspect a thing.”

  “I certainly hope so.”

  Thomas sensed that the conversation that he was eavesdropping on was ending. Hurriedly he ran back through the kitchen door and back into his bedroom. Shock ran throughout his body. Some people were going to rob the palace tomorrow. He knew that he would have to do something about this, it was his duty now that he knew it was going to happen. He hadn’t understood the stuff about the other world or the I.W.I.U. but he understood that they were going to take the palace jewels with the aid of some foreign machinery thing. What could he do about it? He was only a little boy and nobody would ever believe him. 

  Thoughtfully he took his drawing out of his bag and put his bag back on the table. What could he do? The question was haunting him as if it was stuck inside his mind and eating away at it. There was nothing else that he could think of to take that question out of his mind. Then it hit him. If he asked his father about the palace protection then he might be able to think of a way of warning the people that they were going to be robbed without them thinking that it was just a hoax. 

  He enthusiastically pushed open his bedroom door onto somebody. He felt the door slam into the body of whoever was outside the door and his first reaction was that he had caught one of the people that he had just heard. It was a reasonable assumption but when he jumped around the door, getting ready to yell for his parents when he saw them, he saw only his father, sprawled on the ground like a snake. 

  “I guess you got your revenge.” His father grinned. Thomas had forgotten the encounter with the front door when he had come back from school. He frowned, puzzled.

  “Yesterday…” His father reminded.

  “Oh, yeah.” Thomas remembered now.

  “Why were you so jumpy? It looked like you thought that you had opened the door into a monster or something.” Thomas’s father remarked. Thomas grinned.

  “Well I had!” He said with a smirk. He then ran into the kitchen, with his father hot in pursuit. 

  As he ran into the kitchen, he noticed that the cellar door had been left open. It was perfect evidence for what Thomas was going to try to explain. 

  “Why is the cellar open?” He asked in what he hoped was a concerned and puzzled voice.

  “I don’t know. Did you go there last night for a midnight feast and leave the door open?” Even though his father had put on an unconcerned face, Thomas could see traces of regret etched onto it. 

  “No I didn’t. It must have been you or Mum.” Thomas answered.

  “It wasn’t me, I don’t know why you look so worried about it, it’s only an open door.” Although his voice sounded as though it was unconcerned, his face showed that he was uneasy with going further with this topic. This seemed to Thomas, all the more reason to carry on with. Unfortunately, although Thomas intended to keep up the conversation about the open trapdoor, he couldn’t think of anything to say. Finally, he decided on telling his father about the conversation he heard.

  “Rubbish!” said his father after Thomas had explained to him about what he had heard. “You must have dreamt the whole thing.”

  “But…” began Thomas, before he was interrupted by his father.

  “How could anyone have gotten in?” His father said, “The front and back doors were locked and the windows were all secure, and the only way into the cellar was through the rest of the house.”

  Thomas thought for a bit. What his father was saying made sense, although he has very sure that he had heard that conversation take place, all the evidence seemed to point toward it not taking place. Thomas was disappointed that he had been convinced that it hadn’t happened. He had been sure that he had stumbled upon the most exciting thing that had ever happened to him in his life. From that moment on Thomas began yearning for something that he never yearned for before. He wished that something exciting would happen to him now, and this was a wish that was about to come true.

Chapter 4
The next morning, Thomas woke up earlier than he had the previous morning and crept out of bed again, to the cellar. Thomas didn’t expect to hear voices this morning because the robbery that the voices had been planning would have been done by now. Thomas allowed himself a peek of the palace while moving into the kitchen. Nothing seemed out of place, there was nothing unusual about it this morning. He walked over to the trapdoor and lifted it up. There was nobody inside it. Thomas almost sighed with relief; he still wanted something to prove that the conversation that he had heard wasn’t just his imagination running wild, but having the palace robbed wasn’t something that Thomas would have chosen to happen. He picked up his bag and began filling it up.

  Thomas wasn’t a fussy person and he didn’t like to spend very much time in the dark and dusty cellar. He picked out a few packets of chips, and some sandwiches. He filled up a drink bottle and placed it into his bag and he also put in his drawing and his pencil. By the time he had filled his bag, he had formed a plan of what he wanted to do. He wanted to go out to the place where there was the clump of trees that he was drawing. He’d decide what else he wanted to do after he had finished drawing his picture. Hurriedly he scribbled a note for his parents and ran out of the door, taking care not to slam it and wake his parents up. 

  Thomas stared up at the rising sun and he felt free. It was already quite warm, and Thomas let the warmth sink into him as he raced down the street. It took him 2 minutes to get to the border between the city and the forest, and during that time the sun had risen from partially hidden behind the horizon, to fully above the horizon. 

  It always amazed Thomas about how abruptly the forest began. One moment he was running through the streets with a large and heavy bag on and the next moment dense jungle surrounded him. He supposed that before the city had been built there had been forest covering the entire area, and they were probably still clearing away the forest to expand the city. Thomas hoped that they wouldn’t expand the city too much more because he thought that the forest was more beautiful than the city. 

  Compasses were very expensive in Anyest and Thomas had never owned one in his life but Thomas had become very good at finding his direction in the forest. He did have a watch on and he knew that if you lined up the sun with halfway between the hour hand and 12, then the 12 pointed directly south. He also knew that the moss and fungi always grew on the side of the trees that wasn’t facing the sun which meant that the moss and fungi grew on the northern side of the trees. Right now Thomas knew that he was travelling away from the sun, which was west. He wrote it down so he wouldn’t forget it, he had never been lost before and he wasn’t planning to get lost on this trip.

  Thomas loved the nature of the forest. He knew that this was as close to nature as anyone could possibly ever get and he was grateful. As he walked through the forest, he stopped regularly to admire the superb scenery that he was in and to climb the trees that looked easier to climb. He saw that he had climbed up a bit and was now about a hundred metres higher than the city. Today Thomas chose not to stare at the city too long and he decided to look farther, far enough to see the huge gaping cliffs dropping from the sides of the fjords and into the sea. Although the city was really close to the sea, it was still about 30 metres above sea level.

  By the time Thomas reached the clump of trees that he was drawing, it was lunchtime. Thomas was only too glad to heave the heavy bag off his shoulder and reach inside for some cool refreshing water and some nice sandwiches. It was always this part of the trip that he began to forget the beautiful surroundings that he was in and he began to focus more intently on what was in his bag. Pulling out a large packet of chips, he sat down on a log that had fallen over in front of the clump of trees. Grabbing hold of both sides of the packet, he pulled them apart and eagerly dived inside the packet with his hands. 

  If anyone was to come walking through that forest that day and just happened to walk into that spot then they’d have got a huge surprise. What they would have seen would have been enough to make anyone stare in wonder. At that moment, large gatherings of animals were fighting, squawking, and tumbling around one little boy who was standing in the middle of these animals and tossing out large hunks of bread into the crowd. There were birds, squirrels, and chipmunks, all in the crowd.

  Thomas had finished eating his chips and he had just began to start on his sandwiches when he had noticed a little bird chirping at his feet. Not wanting to be mean, Thomas had chucked a little piece of bread to that bird and before he knew it, there was a whole army of animals there, waiting to be fed. Thomas had never known that the forest animals were so hungry. He supposed that the reason that the reason that they were so hungry was because humans had cut down some of their habitation and that meant that they had killed a lot of their food. This had made him guilty that humans could do such a thing to something so beautiful but now he was having second thoughts. Humans had only cut down an extremely small amount of forest in proportion to the amount of forest that there was originally, he thought, so then the most likely explanation is that they had gotten used to humans feeding them that they don’t bother to get their own food. That explanation made Thomas feel a lot better as he put away his lunch and brought out a pencil and a piece of paper containing half a drawing. 

  It took him two hours to finish off his drawing to perfection and then when he looked at his watch he realized that it was already 3:00 and it was time to home. It had taken him 4 hours to get where he was at the moment but he knew that if he hurried then he might just get back before tea which was on at 5:00. He packed up all the stuff that he had taken out of his bag, taking care to pick up the chip packet that was sitting beneath his bag. Thomas tried not to litter when he could help it because he knew that littering harmed the environment. He knew that if he was looking at the picturesque surroundings and an empty packet of chips blew past then he would be pretty angry. He thought that it was a crime to litter and so he always stopped to pick rubbish up.

  He got home right on time and burst through the door to the smell of nice-smelling tea. As soon as he walked through to the kitchen,  his mother ran to him and hugged him, pulling him right into her chest and squeezing as tight as she could.

  “I was so worried…” she began.

  “Worried about what?” Thomas asked, wondering if it was because he was out, why she wasn’t worried the other times that he was out.

  “Last night…” Thomas’s insides froze at these words. “There was a robbery at the palace. Listen.” 

  She flicked the switch of the radio and sound came booming out. It wasn’t until Thomas’s mother turned the volume down that Thomas could interpret the sounds into words.

  “…and the robbery last night at the palace was reported as vicious and ruthless. So far the culprits have not been apprehended but authorities say it is only a matter of time before they are caught. It was reported that the robbers threatened royal subjects with black things which blew out metal objects at high speeds. Several of these metal objects have been found beneath the rubble which was the palace ceiling. So far these black things have not been identified but the metal objects are currently under close examination. The robbers took two bags, all which were filled with the finest and most highly valued jewelry in current existence. Authorities appeal to the public to help them with the investigation. They say that anyone that is in possession of these jewels will have accomplices and acquaintances that may be able to tell them what they need to know. Anyone who has information or thinks that they may have information regarding this robbery could please inform their local police station immediately.” 

  Thomas’s mother switched off the radio and looked at Thomas.

  “I thought that they might have kidnapped you or something.” She said and then burst into tears. Thomas who knew how paranoid his mother was tried to calm her down but he kept thinking back to the conversation he had heard in the cellar yesterday morning. He knew that it must have happened and that the robbers had used his very own house to help them in that robbery and that he was going to try and find out why it was his house that was used. 

Chapter 5
As Thomas sat down at the table and picked up his knife and fork to begin eating, he thought a great deal over what he could gather up in relation to the robbery: the conversation, the radio report, why the conversation had taken place in his house and so on. He hardly noticed what he was eating and when he had finished, he was surprised at how quickly his food had one down. He decided that he was going to do some more thinking about this mystery and so the best place to do thinking was in his bedroom, so he excused himself from the table and walked through the hallway and into his bedroom.

  Usually after a whole day trip into the forest he liked to go over what he done that day and relish the good moments and think about all the life he had run into but today was the very first exception. He lay on his bed and stared at the wall, trying to think of something and he didn’t even know what he was trying to think about. How could anyone have got into his cellar? All the doors were locked and the windows were shut so it would have been impossible to get into the house without anyone knowing. Why would anyone want to get into the cellar in the first place? It wasn’t as if there weren’t other places around the place that were private. The cellar of someone else’s house wasn’t a place where anyone I knew would be likely to meet to stage a very private conversation. In addition, it wasn’t as if anyone was just going to accidentally meet in the cellar. It had to have been a pre-arranged meeting.

  Thomas thought about this for ages, not making any sense of it and just merely hoping that the conclusion would jump out at him instead of him thinking about it to find the answer. Thomas decided that writing all the stuff down would make it easier to figure out so he write it all down and begun to stare at the sheet of paper that he had written it down on instead of the wall.

  He looked up and saw that night had fallen already. He decided to go into bed so he got off the bed and picked up his pajamas. He took a short shower before changing into them and climbing into there. He kept the light on so that he could stare at the writing that he had written on the sheet of paper. He stared at the sheet of paper for a long, long time and not getting anywhere until he decided to turn off the light and try to get some sleep. 

  Straight after he switched off the light the solution hit him right in the face and he knew that it was the solution that he had been trying to think of for the last few hours. It was simple. There must have been a secret passage from the outside world to his cellar. He had probably not heard them in his cellar; he had probably heard them in the secret passage that lead out of the cellar. It all made sense. The reason that they had used Thomas’s house was that it had handy passageway leading out form it. Then another thought suddenly hit Thomas. What if the robbers were using the passageway to hide their loot until the hype about the robbery died down? What if Thomas went could find the passageway and discover where the jewelry was? He’d get a reward and then be rich! A smile planted itself on Thomas’s lips as he formed that thought. He went to sleep knowing that in the morning he’d get up early and search the entire cellar from floor to ceiling until he found that passageway and until he found those jewelry.

 When he finally woke up, he knew that he had slept for much longer than he had intended to. Life was now bustling the corridors of his house as his parents ran around, getting breakfast and getting ready to go to work. Even though he had planned to find the secret passageway before his parent had woken up, he had forgotten that they had work today and so sleeping in didn’t stuff up his plans like he thought it would.

  Thomas’s father worked in the bank as a bank teller. Thomas knew that his father spent less time at the bank than he should but it looked like his father was going to be on time for work this morning. This pleased Thomas because as soon as his parents were out of the house he could begin searching the cellar. His mother worked at the university as a lecturer and she had never once been late for her work. Thomas had a sneaking suspicion that his mother made more money than his father did but that didn’t matter because Thomas liked his father more. 

  He walked into the kitchen and reached for the bread. He liked to eat bread in the morning. He didn’t know why, he just did. 

  “I’m off to work now. His mother told him, “what are you going to do while I’m out?”

  Thomas’s father leant towards them to see what Thomas’s reply was going to be. Thomas knew exactly what he was going to do but he wasn’t so sure if they’d like it. His parents were the types of people that if they thought what you were going to do was a waste of time then they’d give you something to do, usually something that involved work. 

