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Chapter One
Ransack
 
Charlie Bradford stared out the car window at the passing cornfields. It had been a cold, wet spring and the stalks were barely knee-high. He couldn’t remember what the countryside had looked like the last time they’d driven by. They’d been on their way back from his grandfather’s funeral and nothing else had mattered. 
“The house is going to seem so empty without him,” sighed Laura Bradford as her husband slowed for the Colville turnoff. “I still can’t believe he’s gone.”
“Your father was quite a character…” said Robert Bradford as he guided the car around the exit ramp and merged with the traffic on Highway 490.
“Remember the time he wore a gas mask to the burger joint because he thought the food stunk?”
Laura laughed. “If we’d done that, the boys would have been totally embarrassed.”
There was a snort from the back seat.
“Humiliated is more like it.”
At thirteen, Charlie was all legs and hormones. His sandy brown hair hung over one eye, giving him a slightly rakish look, which he took great pains to cultivate every morning.
“Wouldn’t it be neat if Grampa’s ghost came back every night and walked around the house in the dark!”
“Joey!”
“Well it would!” declared the youngest Bradford from his corner of the back seat. “I saw this movie at Billy’s…”
Charlie shook his head and mentally chalked up another reason why he was going to miss his grandfather. He’d been great at Keeping Joey Amused.
And now he was gone. 
Malcolm Rossitor had died of a heart attack one night, sitting at his desk in his upstairs study. His next door neighbour had found him when she’d gone over to surprise him with a piece of lemon meringue pie. He’d looked peaceful, she’d said, but that didn’t change anything. His grandfather was still dead.
And they were going back to Colville for the summer to pack up Malcolm Rossitor’s belongings and sell the house.
It’s like selling memories, thought Charlie as they drove into town.
Even though Colville was only an hour from Toronto, it had kept its small-town flavour. No big shopping malls or car parks threatened the family-owned shops and angled parking along the town’s main street. Rennie’s Hardware still sold nails by the pound, and the menu at Ruby’s Bar and Grill hadn’t changed in twenty years. Neither had Ruby.
Mr. Bradford stopped for a red light. He took off his ball cap and wiped his brow with the back of his hand. It was hot. The kind of day when the hydro wires hummed in tune with the heat.
“Can we get some ice cream?” asked Joey. He stared longingly at the cool interior of Zimmer’s Ice Cream Parlour.
“Maybe later, Sport. I think your mother wants to go right to Grampa’s.”
“You can’t call it that anymore,” said Joey. “It’s not Grampa’s. It’s Mom’s. It says so in the will.”
“Geez, Joey. Don’t you ever shut up?” Charlie whapped his brother on the thigh.
“Leave him alone, Charlie.” His mother reached into the back seat and patted him on the knee.
“You were the same when you were his age.”
“I doubt it,” muttered Charlie.
“Enough,” said his father.
The light turned green and the car eased ahead past the wide expanse of park that stretched beyond the bandstand and the playground, and down to the public beach.
“Laura?”
“Mmmm?” she withdrew her arm and turned to her husband.
“Did you want to stop and pick up supplies? Milk, bread?”
“No. I’ll go out later.” She adjusted the clip holding her wavy auburn hair off her neck. “Besides, Mrs. Kowalski knows we’re coming today. Ten to one she has a casserole in the oven and cookies for the kids.”
Mr. Bradford slowed the car so the boys could see what was playing at The Phoenix.
“The Javelin,” read Charlie. “Sounds like a real winner.”
“Is it PG?” asked Joey. He looked at his brother expectantly.
“Don’t even think it,” muttered Charlie.
He went back to staring out the window.
He knew from his grandfather that most of the houses along King Street had been built over a hundred years earlier from the grey stone found along Lake Ontario. Set back from the road, they all had the kind of wide, white verandahs that made Charlie want to sit in the shade with a glass of cool lemonade. 
His father signalled a left turn at Rosewood Avenue and waited for a break in the traffic.
They were almost there.
“Joey.”
“Yeah, Dad.” Two blue eyes stared back at him in the rear view mirror.
“No ‘yucks’ even if you don’t like Mrs. Kowalski’s cookies, okay Sport?”
“Depends.”
“On what?”
“Nuts. I don’t like nuts.”
Charlie bit his tongue. It was going to be a long, boring summer.
“Looks like a bit of excitement ahead,” Mr. Bradford said as they turned onto Rosewood.
Laura leaned forward in her seat. “I wonder what’s going on….”
“It’s the police!” screeched Joey. “And they’re in Grandpa’s driveway!”
 
Mrs. Kowalski rushed across the front lawn to meet them.
“Oh, dear” – she scrunched her apron in her plump hands – “I checked the house yesterday. Everything was fine. And then when I went to open it up for you today….” She dropped her apron and flailed the air with her arms.
Laura Bradford reached out to the older woman. “Calm down and tell me what happened.”
“You’ve been robbed!”
“What!”
Mrs. Kowalski nodded. “I called the police. I hope I did the right thing.” She glanced anxiously from one Bradford to another.
The family hurried up the walk and into the house.
The front hall was a mess. Coats and hats had been pulled from the cupboard and left in a heap on the floor. Even the umbrella stand had been tipped over, spilling Malcolm’s collection of canes, umbrellas and walking sticks like a life-size game of pick-up-sticks.
“Wow!” exclaimed Joey.
“Unreal,” said Charlie as he followed Joey and his parents into the living room.
It was as if a giant had lifted the house from its foundation, given it a good shake and set it back down again. Books, tables, lamps lay every which way but the way they should.
“Ma’am.” A stocky man in a lightweight jacket picked his way through the debris and introduced himself to the Bradfords. “Sergeant Punkari, Colville Police. And this is Officer Newsome,” he added with a wave in the direction of his uniformed assistant.
“How do you do,” said Laura Bradford automatically extending her hand in courtesy despite her obvious shock. “This is my husband, Robert. My sons, Charles and Joseph.”
Joey slipped his hand inside his brother’s. Whenever his mother called him Joseph, he knew it was serious. 
“Makes you wonder about people, doesn’t it,” said Sergeant Punkari, shaking his head as he surveyed the damage. “Most of the time though, they rob a house when the family’s at the funeral, not several weeks later.”
Mrs. Bradford looked around the room in despair.
“What do they do?” asked Robert Bradford incredulously. “Read the obituaries?”
“That’s about it,” said the plainclothes detective. “All the information a burglar needs is right there in the newspaper or on the website. The time of the service, sometimes even the address of the deceased. If not, they check the phone book. Not hard to find in a town the size of Colville.”
“Has anything been taken?” Charlie asked.
“Now that’s the odd part.” Sergeant Punkari scratched his head. “There doesn’t seem to be anything missing. At least, not the usual stuff, like a television or a….” He cleared his throat. “Hard for us to tell in this mess. He didn’t happen to have a computer, did he?”
“Grampa didn’t even have a laptop,” said Joey.
“My father was a bit old-fashioned when it came to electronics,” Laura added ruffling her son’s hair. “Although he did have an electric typewriter.”
“If you could go through Mr. Rossitor’s belongings and let us know…” Sergeant Punkari reached inside his jacket and produced a business card. He held out to her. “Call me anytime.”
“How did they get in?” asked Charlie, letting go of Joey’s hand. He bent down and picked up one of his grandfather’s books, Rocks and Minerals in Canada. Several pages had been torn from the middle, leaving ragged edges by the spine.
“Good question, son,” said the sergeant. “It looks like the back door was forced open….In a small town like this people don’t worry too much about locks.”
“Are you going to dust for fingerprints?” asked Joey. His eyes threatened to pop right out of his head.
“We already have,” said Officer Newsome. “But I don’t think they’ll be much help. The prints were pretty smudged and your neighbour has been in and out the back door regularly.”
The two policemen began to edge towards the door. “There’s nothing more we can do here, I’m afraid,” said Sergeant Punkari. “Not much of a homecoming for you, is it?” he added gruffly, sensing Laura Bradford’s distress.
She shook her head. Her eyes were brimming with tears. “I can’t believe it.”
Her husband put his arm around her shoulders.
“Don’t worry, Mom,” said Joey. “We’ll catch the bad guy. Won’t we, Charlie?
 



Chapter Two
The First Clue
 
Charlie was putting the last book back on the shelf in the living room when the front bell rang.
“Will somebody please get that!” called his mother from the back of the house. She’d been in the kitchen all afternoon, cleaning inside cupboards and drawers, getting the house ready to put on the market.
“Yeah, yeah.” Charlie took his time. It was probably Mrs. Kowalski. They’d been there three days now and every time the doorbell rang, there was Mrs. Kowalski. Not that he didn’t like her, but she kept fussing over him, telling him he should go out and make some new friends. Charlie put on his polite face and opened the door.
“Hi…”
“Hi!”
Definitely not Mrs. Kowalski. The girl on the step was about his age, with straight, dark hair that curled to a stop under her chin.
“I’m Lisa Kirby. I live next door.”
“You do?” Charlie glanced over her shoulder at the red-brick house on the other side of the hedge. The house had been sold so many times over the years; he couldn’t remember who’d been there last summer.
“We moved here about a month ago.”
“Oh, well, uh, welcome to the neighbourhood. I’m Charlie Bradford.”
“I know.”
“You do?” Charlie flushed. He was repeating himself.
There was a loud thump on the hallway landing and Joey appeared in the doorway.
“Hi, Lisa. What’s that?” He pointed to the covered cake plate in Lisa’s hands.
“You two know each other?” Charlie looked from one to the other. Mrs. Kowalski was right. He’d definitely have to get out more.
“Sure, Joey and I are old friends, aren’t we, Joey?” Lisa smiled at the younger boy and handed him the plate. “My mother made this for your family.”
“Wow. Thanks.” Joey peered at the cake through its plastic cover. “I hope it’s chocolate.”
“I think your little brother is adorable,” said Lisa as she watched Joey disappear down the hallway, cake in hand, to find his mother.
Charlie shook his head. Joey had been called a lot of things over the years, but adorable wasn’t one of them. “Wait till you get to know him a little better.”
Lisa smiled at him and they stood in awkward silence for a few moments. Charlie racked his brain for something witty to say.
No luck. His mind was like a black hole.
His mother came to the door drying her hands on a towel, and she and Lisa introduced each other.
Lisa said. ‘Mrs. Kowalski told us about the break-in. Do they know who did it?”
“I’m afraid not, said Charlie’s mother. “As far as I can tell, nothing has been stolen, so it’s unlikely we’ll ever find out.”
Charlie was about to mention the missing pages in his grandfather’s book, but for all he knew Malcolm Rossitor could have torn them out himself.
“Is your mother home, Lisa?
The girl nodded. “She’s taking the summer off.”
“Good. I’ll run next door and get her – I’m dying for some company. Why don’t you come in? Charlie, go and put the kettle on. We’ll have tea and cut into that delicious cake Lisa bought over.”
Fifteen minutes later, they were all seated in the living room enjoying Mrs. Kirby’s double-layer chocolate fudge cake when Joey put his foot in his mouth.
“How come your mother looks Chinese and you don’t?”
“Joseph Bradford!” declared his mother.
Charlie glared at his brother, but Lisa laughed. So did her mother, her almond-shaped eyes crinkling at the corners.
“That’s because you haven’t met my husband yet,” she said.
Joey looked puzzled.
“My father’s Caucasian,” explained Lisa.
“White,” Charlie translated.
“Oh,” said Joey.
“So,” continued Lisa, “I’m fifty percent Chinese and fifty percent Caucasian.”
“Which makes her one hundred percent Canadian,” added her mother proudly. 
“Just like me,” said Joey.
“That’s right.”
The second they leave, I’ll kill him, fumed Charlie as he watched Joey polish off his milk and head for the door.
His mother set her cup and saucer down on the coffee table. “Charlie, why don’t you and Lisa take those magazines up to your grandfather’s study.” She pointed to a stack of old Northern Miners and Canadian Geographics leaning precariously against the wall. “I can’t think what they’re doing down here anyway.”
“Sure. Okay with you, Lisa?”
“Sure.”
Charlie and Lisa divided the pile between them and headed for the stairs.
 
Malcolm Rossitor’s study was Charlie’s favourite room in the house. When he was little, he used to spin the globe with his eyes closed. Then he’d stop it with his finger and try to guess which continent he was touching before he opened his eyes.
Once he’d had his finger on France, and his grandfather had told him all about World War Two and how he and five other Canadian soldiers had hidden in a barn in France for two days surrounded by enemy troops.
“Weren’t you scared?” Charlie had asked him.
“Aye,” said his grandfather, “but when you’re with your friends even the worst times don’t seem so bad.”
Charlie set the magazines down on the table inside the door, crossed over to the globe and gave it a spin.
“Wow,” said Lisa. “Your grandfather sure had a lot of books.” She eyed the floor-to-ceiling bookcases lining two of the walls. “Was he a teacher or something?”
“No,” said Charlie. He opened his eyes and lifted his finger. California. Not even close. “He was a bank manager. Geology was his hobby. He used to go rock collecting and stuff like that.” Chunks of amethyst and crystal and samples of a variety of rocks and minerals lay interspersed amongst the books.
“My dad collects stamps.”
“Does he?” Charlie sat at his grandfather’s roll top desk. “There might be some interesting stamps lying around here. Grampa used to get postcards and letters from all over.”
He rolled up the slatted top and revealed the dozen cubby holes, little drawers and a writing area that had been hidden beneath the desk’s cover.
“Neat,” said Lisa. She leaned over and slid one of the little drawers in and out. “Does it have a secret compartment?”
“Nah, Joey and I already looked. Wait a minute, what’s this?” Charlie tugged at a corner of black leather wedged in the back behind a box of envelopes. It was his grandfather’s little note book. He used to keep it in his shirt pocket because, as he used to tell his grandson, “you never know when something’s important.”
Charlie flipped idly through the pages. Oil change on the 19th of April. Joey’s birthday. Buy stamps. And then the last entry. On Wednesday, May 23. The day before he died.
Charlie cleared his throat.
“Are you okay?” asked Lisa.
He shook his head. “The last entry in my grandfather’s notebook....” his voice caught. “It doesn’t make sense.”
“Why? What’s it say?” Lisa peered over his shoulder.
“Must go to the Colville Nursing Home and see Weirdo. The old coot might know something.”
“Who’s Weirdo?” asked Lisa.
“One of Grampa’s old army buddies.”
“So what’s funny about him wanting to see one of his old friends?”
“Dad once told me Grampa hadn’t spoken to Jack Weir in almost twenty years.”
“Well they must have made up,” reasoned Lisa, “or he wouldn’t have been planning to see him.”
“Yeah, but why after all this time?”
Charlie stared at his grandfather’s familiar scrawl. “I wonder if it has anything to do with the book.”
“What book?” asked Lisa.
Charlie filled her in on the missing pages from Rocks and Minerals in Canada.
“Why don’t you ask your father? Maybe he knows.”
Charlie shook his head. “Dad left last night for Toronto. He won’t be back until the weekend.”
“Then why don’t you ask Weirdo?”
“Hi, guys, whatcha doing?”
Charlie slammed shut his grandfather’s diary and shoved it to the back of the desk as Joey bounded into the room.
“I thought you were playing outside.”
“I was. It started to rain.”
Lisa glanced out the window. The sun was still shining, but a fine sheet of rain was slanting across the afternoon sky. She looked at her watch.
“I’d better get going. It’s almost five.”
Charlie stood up. “I’ll walk you downstairs.”
“Me, too,” said Joey.
Charlie gritted his teeth.
“I’ll tell you what, Joey,” said Lisa, bending down and giving him a dazzling smile, “why don’t you go ahead and see if my mother’s still here.”
“Okay, Lisa.” Joey raced for the stairs.
“Smooth move,” said Charlie.
“I babysit.”
“Look. If I decide to go and see Weirdo, do you want to come?”
“I’d love to,” said Lisa. “But don’t you have to look after your brother?”
Not if I can help it, thought Charlie. “I’ll call on you tomorrow morning,” he said and followed her out of the room.
The summer was shaping up after all.
 



Chapter Three
The Old Coot
 
Essie Lovell was outside sweeping stray chestnut leaves off her porch when a man in his forties seemed to come out of nowhere. He strolled up her front walk.
“Mrs. Lovell?”
“Yes,” she answered cautiously.
“Lovely day, isn’t it?”
Mrs. Lovell stopped sweeping and took a closer look at her visitor. He seemed vaguely familiar, but she couldn’t place him. He wore glasses with dark, smoky lenses, and was conservatively dressed – probably a salesman, she thought. She’d hear what he had to say, and then politely tell him she wasn’t interested.
“My name’s Reid,” he said. “I’m visiting Colville on a buying trip. I collect old certificates and papers for antique dealers in Toronto and Montreal.”
Mrs. Lovell thought it over. “What kind of certificates?” she asked.
“Old shares, stock certificates, bonds. That type of thing.’
He edged a little closer to the porch. “You’d be surprised what people collect.”
“What’s that got to do with me?”
“I found your name on an old shareholders’ list. I thought maybe you’d have something that might interest my clients.”
“Well, I don’t know,” said Mrs. Lovell. “My husband used to look after everything like that.”
She felt a familiar, furry sensation around her ankles. Benjamin Bunny was scratching his chin against the sides of her orthopedic shoes.
“Nice cat,” said her visitor conversationally. “Is he yours?”
“Yes,” said Mrs. Lovell, “this is my Benjamin Bunny.”
She bent down and stroked his flank.
Benjamin arched his back in response, and padded down the porch steps to sniff out the stranger.
Reid dismissed the cat with a perfunctory pat on the head, and continued his sales pitch. “Some people toss out their old certificates, thinking they’re worthless, but they’re not. Collectors will pay a few hundred dollars for old mining shares, for example.”
Benjamin kept rubbing himself against Reid’s leg. Reid brushed irritably at the fur the cat was leaving behind on his slacks.
“A few hundred dollars?”
“That’s right.”
Benjamin lost interest and moved away.
“Mining shares have a lot of historical value,” continued Reid.
Mrs. Lovell thought it over. A few hundred dollars would be useful, especially if she planned to stay in the house another winter. The furnace needed work, and there was a small leak in the roof that threatened to get bigger.
“I’ll have to think about it,” she said finally. Her friend Dorothy had fallen for an investment scheme last year and lost all her money. Essie Lovell intended to be more prudent.
 
“How much did it cost you?” asked Lisa as they headed east along King Street.
“My entire allowance. I promised to take him to the show tonight, and buy him popcorn and a drink – watch out for the sprinkler.”
A spray of water swung into their path, leaving a pattern of dark splotches in its wake.
“I’d say your brother has a great future ahead of him.”
“As what? A con artist or a blackmailer?”
Lisa giggled. “He’s not that bad.”
“Yeah? You try living with him seven days a week.”
Charlie adjusted his backpack and glanced over his shoulder in case they were being tailed by any seven-year-old boys wearing purple reflector sunglasses. The coast was clear.
“How much further?” asked Lisa.
“About three blocks,” said Charlie. He’d called the nursing home that morning to get directions and find out about visiting hours.
Lisa checked her watch. “It’s almost eleven. We’d better hurry if we’re going to see Weirdo before lunch.”
According to the brass plaque by the front entrance, the Colville Nursing Home had once been a private home, built in 1853 by a wealthy ship owner. He must have watched his ships ply the lake from the top gable, thought Charlie as he craned his neck for a better view of the old stone mansion.
Lisa was holding the door open for him, so he hurried up the front steps and inside to the main hall. It felt at least five degrees cooler now that they were out of the late-morning sun.
They crossed the marble foyer to where an official-looking woman sat behind the reception desk. After a moment or two, she raised her head and peered at them over the top of her half-moon glasses.
“Yes, can I help you?”
“We’d like to see Mr. Weir,” said Charlie.
“Are you a relative?”
“No.”
“A friend?”
“Sort of,” said Charlie.
The woman pursed her lips.
“He’s actually a friend of my grandfather’s,” Charlie added. “At least he was.”
“I’ll check and see if he wants visitors today,” said the receptionist. She picked up the phone. “There was a man here the other day, said he was a relative. Mr. Weir got very upset, said he’d never seen him before.”
“You can’t be too careful,” said Lisa nudging Charlie with her foot.
The receptionist entered a number and then waited a few moments before replacing the receiver.
“There’s no answer in his room. He’s probably in the sunroom.”
She gave them another once-over as if sizing up their sincerity. “I guess you can go ahead.” She pointed down the hall to her right. “Take the staircase at the end of the corridor to the second floor. The sunroom will be on your left.”
“Thank you,” said Charlie.
They walked quickly down the hallway before she could change her mind.
“How are we going to know which one he is?” asked Lisa as they pounded up the stairs.
“Good point.” Charlie stopped on the landing and thought about it. “My grandfather showed me an old picture once. Taken after the Second World War. Weirdo was the smallest of the bunch.”
“They all look like little old men,” whispered Lisa as they hovered uncertainly just inside the sunroom door. “Let’s ask that woman over there.”
They threaded their way through half-a-dozen residents to where a pink-smocked volunteer was helping an elderly man piece together an elaborate jigsaw puzzle.
“Excuse me,” began Charlie, “we’re looking for Jack Weir.”
The woman scanned the room. “That’s him,” she nodded, “over by the window in the corner.”
The old man was sitting stiffly in his wheelchair, a blanket over his knees despite the heat, staring out at the grounds below.
“Mr. Weir?” Charlie asked tentatively.
No answer.
“I don’t think he heard you,” said Lisa.
“Mr. Weir?” Charlie tried again, louder.
“Stop shouting. I heard you the first time. What’s the matter?” Jack Weir swung his wheelchair around and faced his visitors belligerently. “You think I’m deaf or something?”
“No, sir,” stammered Charlie.
“Well, who are you? And what do you want?”
Charlie’s tongue seemed to have swollen about ten times its normal size. He felt like an idiot.
“I, that is, we, wanted to ask you a few questions…I’m Charlie Bradford and this is Lisa Kirby.”
“How do you do,” said Lisa.
“Bradford, Bradford,” muttered the old man. “Don’t know anybody named Bradford.”
“Actually,” said Charlie, “you knew my grandfather.”
“Who’s that?” Mr. Weir asked.
“Malcolm Rossitor.”
The old man scrunched his eyes warily. “He’s dead.”
“Yes, sir,” said Charlie. “He died a couple of months ago.”
“So what’s that got to do with me?”
“Didn’t you two used to be friends?” asked Lisa.
Mr. Weir’s expression softened. “That was a long time ago,” he said gruffly.
“During the war?” prompted Charlie.
“He told you about that, did he?”
“Yes, sir.”
Charlie waited for the man to continue.
“I suppose he told you there were six of us. Me, your grandfather, Herb Lovell, Louis Gagnon, Fraser Hamilton and old Archie Spencer. We were all in the same unit.” He stopped abruptly. “You said you wanted to ask me some questions. What about?”
“Well, actually I’m not really sure,” Charlie began. “I thought you and my grandfather weren’t…um, weren’t exactly friends anymore….”
“We weren’t.”
“But he wrote in his diary that he was planning to come and see you. Why would he do that if you weren’t friends?”
“Who knows? Your grandfather was a crazy old coot.”
“Yeah, well he thought you were an old coot too,” replied Charlie hotly.
“At least he wasn’t stuck in some fool nursing home,” fumed the old man. Then suddenly he started to chuckle.
Charlie didn’t know what to do. He looked at Lisa. She put one hand on the arm of Mr. Weir’s wheelchair.
“You see, sir,” said Lisa. “Somebody broke into Charlie’s grandfather’s house and didn’t take anything, just messed the whole place up. Like he was looking for something.”
Charlie zipped open his backpack and pulled out his grandfather’s copy of Rocks and Minerals in Canada.
“I found this,” he said, “on the living room floor.” He flipped open the book to where the ragged remains of several pages stood out from the spine.
“So?”
Charlie flushed. “My grandfather was really fussy about books. He never would have ripped pages out. I checked the index,” he continued. “I think the missing pages are from a section titled ‘Gold Deposits Found in the 1940s’.”
The old man reached out and snatched the book from Charlie’s hands. He began leafing through the pages before and after the torn section.
“Do you think it has anything to do with why Mr. Rossitor wanted to see you?” prompted Lisa.
Mr. Weir snapped the book shut. “If there’s one thing Malcolm Rossitor and I had in common, it was gold. And it was gold that ruined out friendship.”
“Then you think the book means something?” asked Charlie.
“Of course, it means something. Whoever tore those pages out did it so you wouldn’t find out what he was really after.”
“Which was?”
Weirdo tucked the book under his blanket and checked to see if anyone was listening. The room was now empty but for one elderly gentleman. He was parked in front of the television with the volume cranked up.
Charlie watched three bananas sporting false eyelashes and red lips dance across the screen to a reggae beat. He wondered what the old man thought about it all.
“Old Fred is stone deaf,” said Weirdo. “But when it comes to gold, I don’t trust anybody.” He looked up at Charlie sharply. “Come to think of it, how do I know you’re really who you say you are?”
Charlie shrugged. “I guess you’ll have to take my word for it.”
“Humph. Uppity kid, aren’t you?”
“It’s almost lunchtime,” intervened Lisa. “Maybe we’d better come back later.”
“No. I want to find out what this is all about. I think Mr. Weir knows what’s going on.”
The man blinked at him several times. “Then don’t just stand there, wheel me to my room,” he commanded. “I’ve got a story to tell you that’ll knock your socks off.”
 



Chapter Four
Archie Spencer and the
 Treasure Creek Gold Mine
 
 “Close the door behind you,” commanded Weirdo. “They’re all Nosey Parkers in this place.”
Weirdo’s room was sparsely furnished but comfortably laid out, with lots of space for him to get about in a wheelchair. A single bed stood out from one wall, with a bureau and easy chair by the window. Piles of books and old magazines were stacked on the nightstand beside the phone.
Charlie positioned the wheelchair so that Weirdo would have his back to the window, and he sat on the edge of the bed, leaving the chair for Lisa.
The old man took a moment to gather his thoughts.
“If you’re going to understand all this, I’ve got to start at the beginning.”
“During the Second World War?” asked Lisa.
“That’s right.” Weirdo warmed to his subject. “A guy named Herb Lovell, your grandfather,” he nodded to Charlie, “and I met Archie Spencer on the train in 1942. We were all going to the army training camp near Kingston before they shipped us overseas. The three of us already knew each other. but, old Archie, he’d just come out of the bush, been prospecting for gold in Northern Ontario. The yarns he used to spin….”
Weirdo chuckled at some long-forgotten memory, and then picked up the thread of the story.
“They put us in a cabin with Fraser Hamilton and Louis Gagnon. Fraser, he was from a well-to-do family in Toronto, and Louis’ family worked the paper mills in Cornwall. You’d never expect it in those days, but those two were thick as thieves, jabbering in French half the time.”
“But what about the gold?” interrupted Charlie.
“I’m getting to that.” The old man blinked at him. “Kids today. No patience,” he muttered.
“Archie was always a little secretive about what he’d found up there in the bush. Until the day we were pinned down in France.”
“My grandfather told me about that,” said Charlie.
“And did he tell you about the gold?” Weirdo swung his chair around to face the bed.
“No, sir.”
“Archie made us promise not to tell a soul if we made it out of there alive.”
Weirdo paused dramatically.
Lisa leaned forward in her chair.
Charlie’s heart picked up speed.
“He said he’d struck the motherlode. Know what that means?”
“The big find, the centre of it all?” suggested Lisa.
Weirdo nodded. “What every prospector dreams about. Here, I’ll show you what I’m talking about.” He pointed in the direction of Charlie’s ankles. “My trunk.”
Charlie slid off the bed and bent down. There was a dusty, khaki-coloured foot locker under the bed, identical to the one in his grandfather’s basement. He grabbed the thick leather grip and pulled it out into the room.
The trunk’s brass fittings were dull with age, but the old man’s name was still visible: Lt. J. W. Weird.
Charlie reached for the hasp. It was locked.
Weirdo fumbled beneath his blanket and produced a worn leather key case. “Here.” He handed it to Charlie “Open it up.”
Charlie fitted the key to the lock and turned. It clicked open. He pulled the lock from the hasp and lifted the lid. A faint musty odour rose to his nostrils.
Lisa hunkered down beside him for a better look. Photos and documents lay alongside tarnished silver teaspoons and newspaper clippings. Lisa picked up a framed shot of six men in uniform.
“That’s my grandfather,” said Charlie pointing to a tall, dark-haired young man. The soldier next to him was short and wiry, and vaguely familiar. Lisa turned to look at Mr. Weir.
“That’s me,” he confirmed, “next to Malcolm. Archie’s on his other side. That’s Herb Lovell on my left, Fraser and Louis.”
They all look so young and handsome, thought Lisa. Now Charlie’s grandfather was dead and Jack Weir was in a wheelchair. Lisa carefully returned the picture to where she had found it.
Charlie was fingering the row of medals decorating the front of Weirdo’s army jacket. It was stored, along with his lieutenant’s cap, in the large middle compartment of the trunk.
“Underneath the uniform you’ll find a tobacco tin,” said Weirdo.
The jacket was heavy and rough. Charlie spotted the blue Player’s Tobacco tin nestled among the folds of a faded ivory gown, right where Weirdo had said it would be.
“What’s in it?” asked Charlie.
“Give it here,” ordered Weirdo. “I’ll show you.”
Charlie passed it over. Weirdo grasped the can and gave the lid a twist. He reached inside and pulled out a small drawstring pouch.
“Come over here, young lady,” he said and beckoned Lisa nearer with a wave of the pouch. He took her right hand in his, turning it palm-side up. He shook the bag with his other hand. Three gold nuggets tumbled out.
“They’re beautiful,” breathed Lisa.
Charlie leaned closer.
“Are they real?”
“Of course they’re real. Archie found them by a little creek up near Timmins the week before he had to leave for the army. There was nothing he could do but keep his mouth shut and hope nobody else staked his claim.”
Charlie picked a chunk of the dull, soft metal from Lisa’s hand and rubbed it with his fingers.
Weirdo was watching him like a hawk. “Kinda gets to you, don’t it?”
Charlie nodded.
“That’s how we felt too. There we were, holed up in a barn, with the German army and the Atlantic Ocean between us and the chance of a lifetime.”
“What did you do?” asked Lisa.
“We agreed that whoever made it home would stake Archie so he could go back in the bush, and make the claim. If nobody’d beat us to it, we’d be equal partners.”
“What happened?” prompted Charlie.
“Fraser Hamilton got shot up pretty bad, but we all got out of there alive. Six months after we all got home, Archie sent us a telegram. He’d registered the claim that morning. Treasure Creek Gold Mine. But what we should’ve called it was Sucker Creek.”
“Why, what happened?” asked Lisa.
“We kept anteing up more and more money for equipment and men to work the mine, and then the gold petered out.”
“Couldn’t you get more money?”
Weirdo shrugged. “Half the men had families by then. Your grandfather had gone back to school. The rest of us couldn’t afford bank loans, and nobody wanted to buy the mine. Cost too much to get the gold out.”
Charlie shook the nugget in his hand.
“That would have been in the late 1940s, right?” He could tell by the keen glint in the old man’s eye that they were on the same wave length. So was Lisa.
“The missing pages. Gold in the 1940s. Treasure Creek must have been mentioned.”
“Pretty quick for a young one, aren’t you?”
Lisa smiled. She was warming to this funny old man in the wheelchair.
“I think somebody’s on the trail of the Treasure Creek Gold Mine,” said Charlie, tossing the nugget up in the air and catching it on its way down, “but if the mine’s not worth anything, why bother?”
Weirdo thumped the arm of his chair.
“That’s what we’ve got to figure out.”
 
The receptionist answered the telephone on the third ring.
“Colville Nursing Home.”
“Yes,” said the caller. “I’d like some information about the nursing home. I have an elderly mother who’s been living on her own…”
“If you’d like to give me your name and address,” said the receptionist, reaching for her pen, “I can send you one of our brochures. You can also visit our website at…”
“Actually,” interrupted the man on the other end of the line, “I’m only in town temporarily. Can I ask you a few questions over the phone?”
“Why don’t I connect you with our office administrator,” said the receptionist and put the call through to Mrs. Beale.
“Good morning,” said Mrs. Beale. “How can I help you?”
The man repeated his request. “I’m primarily concerned with the security of the nursing home. You see, my mother was robbed recently. It was terribly upsetting.”
Mrs. Beale made comforting noises while she tried to read a memo about food costs from the dietician. “I can assure you,” she said, “that nobody gets in here without checking in at our front desk.”
“But what about at night?” pressed the caller. “Is there someone on duty twenty-four hours a day?”
The administrator answered briskly. “Our doors are locked every night sharply at nine o’clock. And all our exits have alarms. In all the years I’ve been here, we have never had a problem. I suggest you visit our facility and see for yourself.” In annoyance, she dropped the memo she was reading.
“I might do that,” said the man. “Thank you for your help.”
He hung up and crossed Jack Weir’s name off his list. For now. He had a few other tricks to try before he tackled the nursing home again.
He entered another number, listening to it ring several times before someone answered.
“Colville Realty. May I help you?”
 



Chapter Five
On The Trail
 
“Thanks.” Charlie pocketed his change and picked up the tray. The restaurant was crowded.
“There’s a table over there,” said Lisa. She led the way towards the window.
Charlie slid into the seat across from her.
“You know what I think” he said as he unwrapped his burger. “I think the guy who pretended he was related to Weirdo is the same guy who broke into my grandfather’s house.”
“Probably,” agreed Lisa. She poked a straw into the lid of her soft drink and took a sip.
“Both incidents happened within the last couple of days, and both involved two of the six original partners in the Treasure Creek Gold Mine.” Charlie put down his burger and leaned back. “Whoever was in my grandfather’s house must have been looking for his shares in the mine.”
Lisa swallowed what she’d been chewing. “Why don’t you ask your mother if she knows where they are? Your grandfather probably left them to her in his will.”
“Unless he didn’t think they were worth mentioning.”
“No way.” Lisa shook her head. “The note in his diary, remember?”
“Yeah.”
“If he thought they were worthless, he wouldn’t have been planning to see Weirdo after all these years.”
“I like your logic. There’s one problem – why the time lag? My grandfather died in May. This guy didn’t show up until July.”
“I don’t know,” answered Lisa.
“Something must have set my grandfather off…Are you going to use this?” He pointed to a package of ketchup.
“Uh-uh. I take my fries straight.”
Charlie bit the corner of the foil packet and doused his lunch with globs of the runny, red sauce.
“I wonder if the other partners kept their stock,” he mused aloud.
Lisa smiled at him across the table. Charlie had the bug already. Weirdo would probably call it the gold bug.
“Why don’t we ask Weirdo when we go back tomorrow,” she suggested.
They’d left the Colville Nursing Home shortly after twelve o’clock when an orderly had come to Weirdo’s room to find out why he wasn’t at lunch.
The old soldier had given them a colourful description of the nursing home’s custard, but, he grumbled, seeing as he’d already paid for his meals, he’d better go and eat the stuff.
Charlie and Lisa had said they’d see if they could dig up any information about the Treasure Creek Gold Mine that afternoon.
“And make sure you don’t tell anybody what you’re doing.” Weirdo had cautioned them. “We don’t need anybody else sniffing around our gold.”
They’d pledged discretion and wheeled him down to the dining room before heading out for a little lunch themselves.
Lisa took another bite of her cheeseburger. “We could stop by my father’s office when we’re finished,” she suggested. “The newspaper has all kinds of old stuff on microfilm.”
When she was finished, Lisa dabbed at the corners of her mouth with her serviette. “Besides,” she announced, “he wants to meet you.”
“He does?” Charlie felt himself flush.
Lisa’s eyes danced mischievously. “We’re next door neighbours, remember?”
“Right,” said Charlie. He didn’t feel this way about any of his other neighbours. Actually, he’d never felt this way about anyone before.
Lisa drained the last of her soft drink. “Weirdo’s a neat old guy, isn’t he?”
“Hmmm? Oh, Weirdo? Yeah. He’d kind of cranky on the outside, but I like him. He must be really lonely in the nursing home.”
Lisa scrunched the wrapper from her burger and tossed it on the tray. “Ready?”
Charlie gave the ice in the bottom of his cup a final shake and tipped the remaining cubes into his mouth. “Ready.”
They dumped their garbage in the bin by the door and went outside. Seagulls flocked around the parking lot scrounging for scraps. Charlie shielded his eyes against the glare of the sun and looked over the lake. It was as still as a millpond.
“Do you realize I’ve been here four days and I still haven’t been down to the beach?”
“It’s too hot today anyway,” said Lisa.
“Why don’t we go tomorrow?” asked Charlie. “That is if you’re not busy.”
“I thought we were going back to see Weirdo.”
“We can do that too…but what I really wanted to ask you was if you wanted to go to the show tonight with me and Joey.”
“Is this a date?” asked Lisa slyly.
“Yeah, well sort of, if you don’t mind having a seven-year-old chaperone.”
“Not at all,” laughed Lisa. “It’ll be fun.”
“Seriously? Then it’s a ‘yes’?” asked Charlie.
“It’s a ‘yes,’” said Lisa, and she turned in the direction of downtown.
Even the thought of Joey watching their every move didn’t spoil Charlie’s good mood as they headed for the old greystone building housing The Colville Times.
Lisa’s father was the daily paper’s managing editor. He’d taken the job after several years as Asia correspondent for one of the large Toronto newspapers. “That’s how he met my mother,” explained Lisa as they neared her father’s office, “covering the Far East.”
“Were you born there?” asked Charlie.
“No. Dad had gone back to work in Toronto so my mother could finish her degree at York University. When I was five, we moved to Hong Kong. He ran the paper’s Hong King bureau for four years and my mother worked as a translator.”
“You lived in Hong Kong?”
Lisa’s reply stopped Charlie dead in his tracks. “What does…whatever you just said mean?”
“It means you’re cute,” giggled Lisa, “in Cantonese.” She pulled open the glass-plated front door of the newspaper building and led the way inside.
 
Laura Bradford hung up the phone in a panic. “Joey!” she called. “I need you downstairs! Now!”
“Dadadadadadaa!” screamed Joey as he vaulted over the last step and landed in the hall beside his mother. “Your wish is my command.”
His mother rolled her eyes skyward. “That was the real estate agent. She’s on her way over with a client.”
“Great. I’ll show them around.” He pulled a walking stick from the umbrella stand and swung it about like a sword.
“That’s not exactly what I had in mind. I want you to tidy up the playroom.”
“Joey looked at his mother like she’d lost her mind. “Don’t you think that’s a serious waste of my talent as a super hero?” He cut and thrust in her direction.
His mother took a determined step towards him and reclaimed the walking stick. ‘Move it, Shorty. And leave Grampa’s sticks alone. I don’t want them broken.”
By the time the real estate agent pulled into the driveway, Laura Bradford had picked up orange peels in Joey’s bedroom, rinsed the remnants of a secret potion out of the bathroom sink and straightened the linen closet, which he had obviously visited in his search for a suitable cape.
The agent, Samira Saikley, was accompanied by a man in his late forties, wearing wire-rimmed glasses with the kind of lenses that darkened in the sunlight. Joey followed his mother to the door.
“Laura Bradford. John Reid.”
“How do you do?” said Laura. She offered Mr. Reid her hand.
“Mrs. Bradford. Nice place you’ve got here.”
He shook her hand, holding onto it for a moment too long. When he finally let go, she wiped her hand on her skirt.
“I don’t know if Ms. Saikley told you or not, but this was my father’s home,” she said. “He died a few months back which is why the house is up for sale.”
“As a matter of fact, she did tell me,” confirmed Mr. Reid. “My condolences.”
“Thank you.”
The real estate agent was looking at her pointedly.
Laura got the message. “Well, then. I’ll leave you to it.” She took Joey by the hand and they retreated to the kitchen.
“Do you think he’s going to buy the house?” Joey asked.
“I have no idea.” Laura picked up her book and the glass of iced tea she’d left on the kitchen counter. “Come on. We’d better go outside.”
Joey wandered around the backyard aimlessly, kicking at the grass and squishing ants while his mother sat in the shade and read.
Finally, he poked at his mother’s lawn chair. “How much longer do we have to stay out here?”
She looked up from her book. “What’s the matter, sweetie?”
“I’m hot.” Joey rubbed a grimy hand across his forehead.
His mother glanced towards the house. “They must be about finished. Why don’t you go inside?”
The screen door slapped shut behind him as Ms. Saikley and Mr. Reid appeared at the top of the basement stairs. “I need to show Mr. Reid the yard,” said the agent brightly. “Then we’ll be on our way.”
Joey eyed her companion. “Are you going to buy the house?” he asked.
“I’m thinking about it,” replied Mr. Reid. Then he followed the real estate agent outside.
It was much cooler down in the basement playroom. Joey turned on the television. His favourite cartoon was about to start. He’d seen this one before. The kids are hanging onto the dinosaur’s tail. He was swinging it back and forth across the treetops. Any minute now they’d go flying… Joey heard a real live snort. 
He turned his head to see Reid standing in the doorway.
“I thought you’d gone already.”
“Not yet. I wanted to take another look at the furnace.”
Joey’s eyes slid back to the television.
“Just you and your mother living here?” asked Reid.
“No,” replied Joey, his sights firmly planted on the screen in front of him. “My brother’s out…and my father won’t be back til Friday night…Wow! Did you see that?”
Reid watched for a moment as the kids flew through the air and, three plops later, they were in a raging river. Another second and they’d encounter a waterfall.
He waited long enough to see if he was right, then left the room.
 
“You could try checking the periodical indexes.” Mike Kirby handed Charlie the volumes for 1946 to 1950. “If you find anything interesting, we’ll display it on the monitor.”
Lisa’s father was about the same age as Charlie’s, but unlike his father, who wore a navy-blue suit, shirt and tie every day to his office downtown, Mike Kirby wore jeans, a polo shirt and loafers.
He’d given his daughter a kiss on the cheek and sat them up at a desk in the corner of the newsroom.
“Shelly’s out interviewing the mayor,” Mr. Kirby explained. “I’m sure she won’t mind if you use the library table next to her desk.”
“What should we look for?” asked Lisa, taking one of the volumes and flipping through the listings. It was set up like a dictionary, every article from every major newspaper alphabetically indexed by subject matter.
“Anything with gold in the title, I guess. I’m not really sure,” admitted Charlie. He pulled up a chair and sat down on the side of the desk. 
“Judging by the dates Weirdo gave us, they must have shut down the mine around 1950.”
After a few minutes, Lisa peeked at him over the top of her book. “So?”
Charlie smiled back at her. “So what?”
“So did you like my father?”
“Yeah, he’s cool. He didn’t even give us the third degree about what we’re up to.” Charlie paused. “Do you think he’s okay with us hanging around together?”
“Why wouldn’t he be?”
“Don’t know…” Charlie cleared his throat. “We’d better get back to work. Weirdo’s expecting us to come up with some answers by tomorrow.”
“Right,” said Lisa, scanning the open page. There were three columns under gold. With a little luck they’d be there all afternoon.
 



Chapter Six
Shadows in the Night
 
Joey elbowed Charlie out of the way so he could admire his reflection in the hall mirror. “Perfect,” he declared.
“Oh, yeah?” Charlie made a grab for his brother’s hair. “Yuck!” He pulled his hand back in disgust. “What did you do, use half a tube of gel?”
“Hey, watch it.” Joey patted his hair back into place.
“Joseph Bradford, did you use my styling gel again?” Laura Bradford stood in the living-room doorway watching her sons preen in front of the mirror. “I told you not to use my stuff without asking.”
“But, Mom, I want to look good. Charlie and I have a double date.”
“Double date!” Charlie shrieked. “This is not a double date, buddy boy. I’m only taking you because Mom…”
“Charlie, that’s enough.”
Charlie scowled at his younger brother. “You bug me, Joey. B, double U, G, B-Uh-G.”
Joey glared back at him.
“Joey,” explained his mother with a straight face, “it would only be a double date if you were taking someone as well. But you’re not. You’re just going with Charlie and Lisa.”
Joey thought it over.
“So when I get a girlfriend, Charlie and I can go to the movies together and that would be a double date, right?” He eyed his brother angelically.
“The odds on you and me double dating are a zillion-to-one,” said Charlie.
“Good, then I won’t have to watch you slobber over some yucky girl.”
Charlie lunged at him, but Joey was too quick. He dashed around and hid behind his mother. Charlie pulled up short. He might be taller than his mother, but he wasn’t dumb enough to run her down, even to get at Joey.
“Joey, why don’t you run ahead and call on Lisa,” said his mother. “I want to talk to your brother for a minute.”
She fixed her gaze on Charlie, locking him in place until Joey was safely out the front door. “I know Joey’s a little hard to tolerate sometimes…I appreciate you taking him to the show tonight.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out a twenty-dollar bill. “This is for helping me around the house.”
“Thanks. I’m kind of low on cash.” Charlie pocketed the money and followed his mother into the living room, where she had a cup of tea and the newspaper ready and waiting on the table beside the couch.
She plunked herself down with a sigh. “I really need a couple of hours to myself.”
“Does that mean we don’t have to hurry home after the movie?” asked Charlie hopefully.
His mother laughed and stretched in luxurious anticipation of a quiet evening. “I don’t suppose it’s Joey’s company you’re interested in, is it?”
Charlie flushed. “How do I look?”
“Fine,” said his mother, “except for your collar. It’s turned over.”
Carlie reached for the back of his cotton shirt.
“Here, let me.”
He bent down so his mother could fuss over him. She gave him a kiss and a pat on the cheek. “You look very nice.”
Charlie straightened up and checked the clock on the mantel. He should ask her now, while they had a few minutes alone.
“Mom, did Grampa ever talk to you about a gold mine he was involved with after the war?”
She reached for her tea and took a sip. “You mean Treasure Creek? You know, I’d forgotten all about it. Dad hadn’t mentioned it in years.” She eyed her son. “How did you find out about it?”
Charlie shifted uneasily. “Jack Weir.”
“Weirdo? I didn’t even know he was still alive.” His mother put her tea down and sat at attention. “How do you know him?”
Charlie explained how he and Lisa had found the mysterious entry in his grandfather’s diary about a meeting with Weirdo, and how they’d gone to see him that morning.
“And? What did he tell you?”
“Not much,” Charlie admitted. “Most of the time he was just reminiscing. About the war and that kind of stuff. What did he fight with Grampa about? Do you know?”
“Money,” said his mother. “What else?” She reached for her tea again. “Apparently Weirdo was pushing for a bank loan. Dad was assistant manager of the bank and he refused to sign for it. In those days it cost more to get the gold out of the ground than it was worth.”
“Oh.” Charlie waited. “That’s it?”
“End of story,” said his mother. “As far as I know, the mine was abandoned years ago. Long before I was even born.” She put her cup down and reached for the newspaper.
“What about the shares?” Charlie persisted. “Did Grampa leave them to you in his will?”
“They weren’t even mentioned.”
“Then what happened to them?”
“For heaven’s sake, Charlie.” His mother crumpled the newspaper in exasperation. “Those old shares are the last thing on my mind at the moment.” She glanced at the clock. “Hadn’t you better get going? The show starts at seven.”
Charlie headed for the door.
“Oh, and Charlie?”
“Yeah?” He turned back towards his mother.
“Make sure your brother doesn’t eat too much junk, okay? The last thing I need is to have him up all night with a stomach ache.”
She snapped the newspaper open and scanned the business page of The Colville Times. Someone had underlined an article in red ink. It wasn’t hard to guess who. Charlie had wanted her to see it. Written across the top of the page in bold letters:
 
“The price of gold is at an all-time high!”
 
The car’s lights cut a diagonal path across Joey’s ceiling then disappeared into the night. He burrowed deeper into his blankets and closed his eyes. Something had woken him up, but he couldn’t remember what it was.
There it was again. A little squeak like the sound of the chair in his grandfather’s study. Someone was wandering around the house.
Joey’s eyes popped open. Maybe it was his grandfather’s ghost!
In the movie he’d watched at Billy’s, the little boy was the only one who could see the ghost. Joey lay perfectly still, waiting for another sign. Nothing. He kicked off the covers and hopped out of bed.
His bare feet made scarcely a sound as he crossed the bedroom floor. He opened the door a crack and peeked out, then he slipped into the hallway. He was halfway to his grandfather’s study when he heard a creak on the stairs. As he turned, a shadow flickered into view and was gone.
Joey dashed into his brother’s room.
“Psst, Charlie, wake up.” He grabbed Charlie’s shoulder and shook him.
“What?” Charlie stirred in his sleep. He could have sworn he’d heard Joey. His mother was right; junk food wrecked your sleep and gave you nightmares. He drifted off again.
“Charlie!” Joey grew more insistent.
Charlie struggled to the surface. He wasn’t dreaming. He was hallucinating. Joey was standing at the side of his bed shrouded in moonlight. He was wearing his Batman pyjamas with the cape attached. 
Charlie’s focus shifted to the clock by his bedside. Two-fifteen. He pulled the sheet over his face. “Go away.”
“Charlie. This is serious.”
“Fine,” mumbled Charlie. “Just make sure you lift the lid before you barf. And don’t wake up Mom.”
“I’m not sick,” screeched Joey.
“Then what are you doing in here?” Charlie lowered the sheet and glared at his brother. “It’s two o’clock in the morning.”
“It’s Grampa,” said Joey in an urgent whisper. “I think he’s here in the house.”
“Grampa’s dead, you idiot.”
“Then who’s walking around downstairs?”
No sooner did he ask the question than there was a loud click from the floor below – the sound of a door closing.
Charlie could feel the hairs on the back of his neck prickle.
It was probably just the wind.
On the other hand, said his conscience, what if someone is in the house? Your father’s in Toronto, your mother’s asleep. Are you going to lie in bed like a wimp?
“All right, all right,” he muttered. He swung his legs to the side and rolled off the bed. The moonlight gave his bare skin a waxy sheen.
“Does Mom know you sleep in your underwear?”
Charlie gritted his teeth and picked his jeans up off the floor. “Stay here, okay?”
“Aren’t you going to get Mom?”
Charlie fastened his jeans. “No. There’s probably a logical explanation.” Besides, thirteen-year-old boys didn’t go running to their mothers in the middle of the night. Not cool.
He eased his way down the dark hallway to the top of the stairs.
A patch of light shone through the window of the front door, creating a crazy quilt of shadows on the carpet below. The walking sticks and umbrellas stood at attention in the eerie half-light. He swallowed nervously. Being “the man of the house” wasn’t good for the heart.
Avoiding the squeaky middle boards, Charlie moved to the inside of the stairs, his left shoulder hugging the wall as he went down. He was two steps from the bottom when a hand reached out and touched his bare right shoulder.
He whipped around in a panic.
“It’s only me,” hissed Joey.
Charlie grabbed the front of his brother’s pyjamas and pulled him close. “You scared me half to death, you little twerp. I told you to wait upstairs.”
Joey blinked back at him. Charlie could see tears in the corners of his brother’s eyes. “All right,” he whispered, “you can come with me.” Having Joey at his side was better than being alone anyway.
The two boys crept down the remaining few stairs and into the front hall. Charlie felt a draft of fresh air around his ankles. It was coming from the kitchen. He padded towards the back of the house in his bare feet, Joey tight beside him. The draft grew stronger.
They paused inside the kitchen doorway. It was like looking at one of those puzzles in a kid’s magazine: “What’s Wrong With This Picture?”
The basement door was shut.
He could have sworn it had been open when he’d gone up to bed around midnight.
Joey followed him across the room.
Cool air swirled out from under the cellar door.
Charlie willed himself to reach for the handle.
The worst of all the dark and scaries were always in the basement waiting…
“Open it,” hissed Joey.
Charlie closed his eyes and his hand touched the cold metal of the door handle. He took a deep breath, cranked the knob to the right and yanked open the door.
A gentle knocking sound was coming from somewhere down below.
“What’s that?”
“I don’t know,” answered Charlie. He hesitated at the top of the stairs. “Do you think I should turn on the light?”
“How should I know?” demanded Joey. “I’m just a kid.”
Charlie reached for the light switch. He flicked it on and the stairs leapt before him, stretching way down into the cellar.
“You wait here,” he whispered to Joey. “And this time, I really mean it.”
Charlie placed his foot on the top step.
The knocking grew louder as he crept down the stairs. It was coming from the furnace room.
The basement window was open, banging a tattoo against the window frame. There was a chair beneath the window. As Charlie moved close to inspect it, the light suddenly snapped off behind him, plunging the room into total darkness.
 
“Charlie, Charlie, are you all right?”
For the second time that night, Charlie opened his eyes to find Joey in his face.
“What? What happened?” Charlie struggled to his knees. The palms of his hands were red and tender from where he’d hit the hard cement floor of the furnace room. He remembered the light going out and then…somebody had pushed him from behind…he’d fallen headlong to the floor!
The chair by the window.
Whoever had been in the house must have been hiding in the room when he’d come down the stairs. The chair was now lying on its side. Charlie shivered in the dank air. Thanks goodness he’d told Joey to stay in the kitchen.
His brother was staring at him, his eyes as big as saucers. “If it wasn’t Grampa’s ghost, then who turned out the light?”
“I did,” liked Charlie. “I must have knocked the switch when I tripped and fell.”
Joey was all set to argue the point when Charlie shooed him up the stairs.
“I’m not going anywhere without you,” said Joey defiantly.
“Okay, okay.” Charlie crossed the room to the open window and latched it shut. Whoever had been roaming around inside the house was gone. For now. He would decide what to do about it in the morning, but right now all he wanted to do was get back in bed and pull the covers over his head.
 



Chapter Seven
Essie and the Second Clue
 
Weirdo almost had a heart attack when the phone rang on the table beside his bed. It was barely seven o’clock in the morning. He manoeuvred himself into a sitting position and snagged the receiver on the fourth ring.
“Hello?” he shouted into the mouthpiece. “Speak up, I can’t hear you.”
“It’s Charlie, Mr. Weir. Remember me, I came to see you yesterday.”
“Of course, I remember you. I’m old, not stupid. Why are you whispering?”
“I don’t want my mom to hear me.”
“And why are you calling me so early?”
“Our friend was in the house last night,” began Charlie, “looking for paper treasure.”
“Did he find it?”
“I don’t think he was here long enough. My brother Joey heard him moving around upstairs in the study.”
“Did you see who it was?” asked Weirdo.
“No,” answered Charlie. “He got away. Through the basement window.”
Weirdo snorted. “Who else knows about this?”
“Nobody. But I should probably tell my mother. She promised to call the police if anything else happened around here.”
“Not yet, there’s too much at stake,” barked Weirdo. “We need to know more about what’s going on before we tell anybody about the gold.”
Charlie sat down on the kitchen stool and rubbed his eyes. He’d stayed with Joey until he’d fallen asleep then gone back to his own room. He’d lain awake for hours, puzzling over the trail of evidence leading to the Treasure Creek Gold Mine.
“Mr. Weir? I think this could be the same guy who came to see you the other day.”
He could hear Weirdo breathing on the other end of the line. “How did you know about that?” asked Weirdo.
“The receptionist.”
“I told you they were all Nosey Parkers in this place.”
Charlie told him that his mother had no idea where her father’s shares were hidden or if they even still existed.
“Well the odds are this guy doesn’t have them,” reasoned Weirdo, “or he wouldn’t have risked breaking in a second time.”
“You’re the only other shareholder living in Colville, aren’t you? I mean, if this guy was after you and Grampa, wouldn’t he try to track down the others?”
“Oh my word,” said Weirdo. “Essie. You have to warn Essie.”
“Who’s Essie?”
“Herb Lovell’s widow.”
 
“It’s gotta be that one over there.”
They crossed the street and checked the number. “One-twenty-three,” read Charlie. “That’s it.”
Joey pounded up the porch steps ahead of them and rang the buzzer.
They waited. Nothing happened.
“Try it again,” suggested Charlie. “Weirdo said she was kind of deaf.”
About a minute later, the front door was unlatched. Essie peered at them from behind the screen door. “Yes?”
“Mrs. Lovell?”
“Yes?” Essie Lovell’s white hair was secured with a clip. Her face was soft and round, framed by a pair of half-moon glasses. Lisa could just make out the flesh-toned hearing aid in the woman’s left ear.
Charlie introduced himself and his companions.
“Your husband knew my grandfather, Malcolm Rossitor,” he began.
“Yes, yes,” said Essie. “Mr. Rossitor. From the bank.”
“We came to talk to you about some old mining shares.”
The woman’s expression suddenly changed.
“Mrs. Lovell?” said Charlie. “Are you all right?”
“There was a man here yesterday morning asking me about those old shares.”
“Yesterday morning?” squeaked Lisa.
Essie nodded. “He said he was an antique dealer.”
Lisa and Charlie exchanged a glance.
“Did you give them to him?” asked Charlie.
“What’s this all about?” Essie’s voice was anxious. She kept her hand firmly gripped on the door handle beside her.
“Someone is very interested in the Treasure Creek Gold Mine,” said Charlie. “We think he’s trying to get hold of the shares any way he can.”
Charlie looked around for Joey to see if he was listening, but he was too busy trying to climb the lower limbs of the giant chestnut tree.
Charlie moved closer to the screen. “We think whoever it was broke into my grandfather’s house as well,” he confided, “and Mr. Weir is worried he might come after you.”
Essie raised her right hand to her cheek. “Oh, dear,” she said and opened the screen door. “You’d better come in.”
Charlie gestured to Joey to come with them.
“Is it okay if I stay out here?” called Joey from his perch on the bottom limb.
“Just don’t fall, okay?” said Charlie and went inside.
Essie Lovell’s parlour was crammed full of furniture. Charlie and Lisa picked their way through the maze of needlepoint chairs and curio tables to a pair of over-stuffed armchairs by the fireplace.
While Essie perched anxiously on the edge of a Victorian love seat, Charlie filled her in on the events of the last few days.
“Poor old Jack,” she said, “he always believed in that mine. I’m afraid my husband thought it was a bit of a flyer.”
“Do you still have your shares?” asked Lisa.
Essie nodded. “Locked in the safety deposit box at the bank.” She told them about her visitor the day before. “He said he was an antique dealer and that people buy old stock certificates as collectors’ items. So what is he after?”
“Weirdo – I mean Mr. Weir – thinks the mine must still be worth something,” said Charlie. He leaned forward. “Otherwise, this guy wouldn’t be tracking down all the old partners.”
“You can’t trust anyone. My friend Dorothy gave a man a ten-thousand-dollar down payment for a condo in South Carolina. She had her bags all packed when the police called to tell her she’d been conned. There were no condos. Just pine trees and sand dunes. She never did see her money again.”
The screen door creaked open and Joey found his way into the cluttered living room.
“Wow,” he said. “Do you live here? It’s like an old-time museum we went to in Toronto…”
“Joey!” said Lisa.
Essie laughed. “My son keeps trying to talk me into an apartment, but I’ve got too much stuff.”
She was interrupted by the plaintive wail of a cat from somewhere in the house. Lisa shifted uneasily. After what happened to Charlie the night before, she was on edge. Her mother would say it was a sign.
Essie didn’t take any notice.
The cat’s cries grew louder and louder until Lisa couldn’t stand it any longer.
“Mrs. Lovell, is that your cat?”
“What, dear? Oh yes, that’s Benjamin Bunny.”
Joey stopped fiddling with the carved elephant he’d found on the curio chest in the corner.
“He sounds upset,” said Charlie.
“He’s in the bathroom,” said Essie matter-of-factly.
Lisa caught Charlie’s eye. He shrugged. Maybe the cat was toilet-trained.
“I’ll let him out,’ said Joey, and he scooted from the room before anyone could stop him.
Charlie was asking Essie Lovell if she could describe her visitor when Joey let out a bloodcurdling scream.
Charlie jumped out of his chair and bounded across the room.
Joey tore down the hallway towards him, Benjamin Bunny in hot pursuit. Foam was coming from the cat’s mouth and his grey fur was spiked with fear. Charlie lunged for the cat.
“Don’t touch it, Charlie!” screamed Lisa. “It’s rabid!”
Charlie stopped in his tracks and stared as the cat began to chase its tail in circles, working up a head of steam like a tiny twister.
Lisa and Joey edged beside Charlie as they watched Benjamin Bunny wrestle his tail to the ground and lick it ferociously. The more he licked, the more he foamed. When he looked up at his audience, gobs of white frothed from the sides of his mouth and hung on his whiskers.
“I’m getting out of here,” said Lisa.
“Me, too,” said Joey.
“Don’t be silly,” said Essie, coming up behind them. “Old Benjie just got a little toothpaste on his tail, didn’t you, you silly boy.” She bent down and rubbed the grey tabby behind his ear.
“Toothpaste?” Lisa and Charlie stared at the woman and her cat. “Benjamin has toothpaste on his tail?”
Essie got to her feet. “Mint fresh. It fell off my toothbrush and landed on his tail.”
Charlie started to laugh. “You should be in a television commercial.”
“Benjamin Bunny for mint fresh toothpaste,” sang Joey. 
“Twice a day keeps the cavities away,” giggled Essie.
Lisa sighed and followed Charlie and Essie back into the parlour. Joey stayed in the hall watching Benjamin work his fur into a high sheen.
“Can you remember anything else about this guy who came to see you?” asked Charlie.
Essie thought for a moment. “He was about the same age as my Jamie. Jamie’s my son. He lives in Vancouver.”
“How old is he?” asked Charlie.
“Forty-eight this November.”
“Do you remember how tall your visitor was?” asked Lisa.
“About five foot, ten inches, maybe,” said Essie, “I’m not really too sure, but he did have dark hair and dark glasses.”
“Sunglasses?”
Essie shook her head. “The kind that change color when you go out in the sun.”
The novelty of Benjamin and the toothpaste had worn off. Joey stood in the doorway. “Are we going soon?” he asked. “I’m hungry.”
“In a minute,” said Charlie. He asked Essie Lovell to call them on his phone if the guy showed up at her house again.
“You know,” she said, as she walked with them to the front door. “I can’t help feeling I’ve seen him somewhere before, but I can’t remember where.” Then she shook her head as if to clear the cobwebs from her memory. “But don’t worry,” she said brightly, “one of these days it’ll pop into my head.”
As long as nothing dire happened in the meantime, thought Charlie. The screen door closed behind them as they stepped back into the head of high summer.
“So what do you think?” asked Lisa.
“I think whoever is after those shares is getting more and more aggressive.”
They were halfway down the block when Mrs. Lovell hailed them. “Yoohoo, kids!”
Joey scampered ahead, but Charlie and Lisa turned back. Essie Lovell was walking down her front walk. “I just remembered something. He said his name was Reid.”
 
Using Weirdo’s room at the Colville Nursing Home as command central, they set out to reach all the remaining shareholders by the end of the afternoon.
Charlie called Louis Gagnon first.
His daughter answered. Her father was home, she said, but there was no point in talking to him. He had Alzheimer’s disease. “He doesn’t even remember me from one minute to the next,” she added.
As far as she knew no one had come to the house.
“Ask her if she knows where his papers are,” prompted Weirdo. 
Charlie relayed the question and listened to the answer. He turned to Weirdo. “He has boxes of old bills and things but every time anyone goes near them he gets upset.”
“So do I,” barked Weirdo. 
Charlie asked Louis’s daughter to call if anyone named Reid appeared, then said goodbye.
“Well now,” said Weirdo, counting off on his fingers, “Malcolm’s dead and his certificates can’t be found. Essie has hers locked up in the bank. It sounds like Louis has his. That leaves Archie and Fraser.”
After half a dozen phone calls, they tracked down Archie Spencer. In a cemetery in Timmins. He’d been dead for six years. As for his belongings, nobody could tell them anything.
“I think he got married after the war,” said Weirdo, “but I’m not sure. Maybe Essie knows. Give me the number for Fraser.” He picked up the phone.
Lisa read out the number. It seemed to take forever for someone to pick up at the other end.
The old man didn’t waste any time on small talk. “Remember that gold mine we all invested in? Yeah, that’s the one. Someone’s trying to buy up all the shares. Yeah. Uh huh. You what!” Weirdo shrieked into the phone. “You old fool! That mine’s probably worth a fortune!”
Charlie and Lisa could hear Fraser Hamilton angrily shouting back at Weirdo from where they sat across the room.
The old soldier’s face was mottled with rage.
“The same to you!” he shouted and slammed down the receiver.
He fixed a steely gaze on the two youngsters. “This means war.
 



Chapter Eight
Paper Chase
 
Charlie and Lisa were rounding the corner of Rosewood on their way back from the nursing home when the police cruiser pulled up beside them.
Sergeant Punkari leaned across the seat and rolled down the passenger window. “Get in the back,” he said to Charlie. “I want to talk to you.”
“Who me?” Charlie’s voice cracked.
“Yes, you. And bring your friend.”
Charlie opened the back door of the cruiser for Lisa and then slid in beside her. He had a sinking feeling that the officer’s presence had something to do with last night.
He reached across the seat and took Lisa’s hand. She smiled at him reassuringly.
Sergeant Punkari put on his blinker and eased into the street “Been keeping busy?” he asked.
“Uh huh.”
Charlie felt his face heat up as they motored down the street towards his grandfather’s house. Coming home in a police cruiser was not going to improve his standing in the neighbourhood.
“I see you’ve got the house up for sale,” said the policeman as he turned into the laneway.
“The sign went up yesterday,” mumbled Charlie.
He groaned as he caught sight of the reception committee on the front porch. His mother, Mrs. Kowalski and Lisa’s mom.
“Don’t worry,” whispered Lisa, “we haven’t done anything wrong.”
That depends, on what the Colville Police consider a crime, thought Charlie.
Sergeant Punkari cut the engine and twisted sideways so he could see both Charlie and Lisa. “Someone was seen sneaking around the neighbourhood last night. I don’t suppose you know anything about that?”
A trickle of cold sweat rolled down Charlie’s side and lodged in the waistband of his shorts.
Sergeant Punkari continued. “The neighbours reported seeing lights on in this house at roughly the same time.”
Charlie opened his mouth to reply, but he couldn’t think of anything that wouldn’t be an out-and-out lie. But relief was in sight. Joey was coming down the driveway on Sergeant Punkari’s blind side.
The kid stuck his head in the window. “Hi. Did you catch the bad guy yet?”
The police officer sighed. “We’d better get out,” he said heavily “before they all die of suspense.”
The three women had come down the steps and were making their way towards the car.
“What’s wrong?” asked Laura Bradford and Kathie Kirby in chorus.
“Nothing,” Seargeant Punkari reassured them. “I was on my way over to see you folks when I saw Charlie and his friend. I gave them a lift.”
“Can I see your handcuffs?” asked Joey.
“Not right now, son. I want to talk to your mother.”
While Sergeant Punkari filled her in on the latest news, he kept his eyes on Charlie Bradford, who met his gaze steadily. He knows we’re up to something, Charlie thought, but he’s not sure what.
No one had heard anything during the night.
Charlie waited for him to mention the lights.
He did.
Laura Bradford stared intently at her son. “Charlie,” she said, “is there something you’re not telling me?”
Charlie cleared his throat. “Well,” he said, “I did get up around that time. Joey came into my room. I thought he was going to be sick.”
Laura shifted her attention to her other son. “Joey?”
“I wasn’t sick!”
“Then what were you doing up at that hour?”
Joey smirked triumphantly in Charlie’s direction. Seven years old and the kid knows he has my future in his hands, thought Charlie.
“I had a bad dream,” said Joey, his lower lip trembling. “It was all about Grampa.”
“Oh, my poor baby, why didn’t you tell me,” cried his mother. She bent down and gave him a hug.
“Charlie told me not to wake you up.”
Joey looked pointedly at his older brother and uncrossed his fingers. There was nothing either Sergeant Punkari or Charlie could do. The kid was a natural.
Sergeant Punkari swung the subject back to the original crime. “Did you ever discover anything missing from the break-in, ma’am?”
Laura Bradford straightened up. “As a matter of fact, I did check with my lawyer and there are some papers unaccounted for, but I don’t know if they were even in the house to being with.”
“What papers are those?”
“Well, I’m a little embarrassed to even report it,” she said. “My father had shares in an old gold mine. They weren’t worth anything.”
“But…” Charlie sputtered. Lisa put her hand on his arm. 
“He could have thrown them out, for all I know,” continued Laura.
“But he didn’t!” exclaimed Mrs. Kowalski.
Everyone turned to her in surprise.
Red patches spread across Mrs. Kowalski’s cheeks. “A week or so before he died, Mr. Rossitor asked me to witness some documents. They were fancy-looking papers, like savings bonds or something.”
“Did they say Treasure Creek Gold Mine on then?” demanded Charlie.
Mrs. Kowalski dabbed at her face with a hankie. “I think so.”
“Why didn’t you tell us this before?” said Charlie’s mother.
“I thought you knew about them, being your father’s private papers and all,” said Mrs. Kowalski stiffly.
Laura Bradford reached out to the older woman and apologized. “My father was in his late forties when I was born,” she smiled ruefully, “talking about money didn’t come easy.”
Charlie willed himself to be patient. “Mrs. Kowalski,” he asked, “do you know what my grandfather did with those papers?”
She shook her head. “He said he was going to put them in a safe place. Just in case.”
“Just in case of what?” asked Joey excitedly.
“He didn’t say.”
“These certificates could be the key this whole investigation,” said Sergeant Punkari as he surveyed the people gathered around him. “Very key indeed.”
You can say that again, thought Charlie as the sergeant’s gaze swept over him.
 
“Charlie, have you seen your grandfather’s address book? I can’t find it anywhere.”
Charlie closed the bottom drawer of the filing cabinet. He’d been searching for anything even remotely connected with Treasure Creek. “He used to keep it on his desk.”
“It’s not there,” said his mother. She frowned. “Come to think of it, I don’t remember seeing it since the funeral, and that was months ago.”
She stood with her hands on her hips while Charlie checked the cubbyholes lining the top of the desk. Nothing. He crouched down and felt around the edge of the rug to see if it had fallen underneath the desk. Nothing there either. 
“Someone must have taken it,” fumed Laura.
Charlie popped up and slammed his head on the underside of the desk. Of course, someone must have taken it! Someone by the name of Reid!
“Are you okay?” asked his mother.
Charlie rubbed the back of his head. “Yeah.”
“Why don’t we take a break, Charlie, it’s almost dinner time.” She dusted off her hands on the seat of her jeans. “Besides, even if we do find those shares, they’re probably not worth anything now.”
“You never know,” said Charlie.
“You’re beginning to sound like Weirdo,” griped his mother as she headed for the door. “He was always convinced that mine would make his fortune.”
As soon as he heard his mother’s footsteps in the lower hall, Charlie picked up the desk phone and called Lisa.
“Reid’s got Grampa’s address book,” he said when she got on the line. “It’s only a matter of time before he gets in touch with Louis Gagnon.”
“We’d better let Mr. Weir know.” 
“Right,” answered Charlie. “I’ll come over as soon as I’ve had dinner.” He checked his watch. “About half an hour?”
They said goodbye and hung up. 
Two seconds later the phone rang. It was his father.
“Hey, Dad, how’re you doing?” Charlie asked. He could picture his father in the kitchen of their Toronto home, loosening his tie as he talked. It was the first thing his father did when he came in the door at night.
“It’s stinking hot. The subway’s jammed. And the grass needs cutting.”
“I thought Jeff was going to do it.”
“He broke his leg Monday.”
“You’re kidding,” said Charlie. Jeff was a couple of years ahead of him in school. He was doing lawns to save money for college. “How’d he do it?”
“Playing soccer.”
“Jeez. What’s he going to do all summer?”
“Not a lot.”
“Tell him I say hi, okay, Dad?”
“Will do. Listen, Charlie, how are you guys getting along up there? Are you helping your mother around the house?”
Charlie told his father he’d been helping sort out his grandfather’s things, but he skipped over most of the details from the last few days, except for Lisa. He figured if he didn’t tell him about her before somebody else did, his father would tease him.
“Too late,” said his father, “your brother already blabbed…”
“Figures,” muttered Charlie. “He’s driving me insane.”
“He’s little.”
“He’s a little pain in the….”
“Enough,” his father cut in. “You’ll just have to deal with it. It’s not easy for your mother. She has a lot to do, and she wants to stay in Colville until the house is sold,” his father was saying.
There was a pause on the line as they waited for one another to speak.
“Dad,” began Charlie, “can I ask you a question?”
“Sure, what’s on your mind?”
“If someone had shares in a company that wasn’t making anything anymore, would they still be worth something?”
“Depends…if the company wasn’t bankrupt, and there were still some assets, technically they should be worth something. Especially if a bigger company decided to buy them out. Why, what’s your interest in all this?”
“Just curious,” said Charlie.
“Right.”
“Do you want to talk to Mom?” asked Charlie.
“Yeah, put her on,” said his father. “You can tell me what this all about on the weekend.”
Charlie cupped the receiver and hollered for his mother to get on the line. Then he washed up for dinner and went downstairs.
Joey waited until he’d finished his lasagne before cashing in.
“Charlie’s taking me out for ice cream,” he announced.
“He is?” His mother looked at her older son suspiciously.
“I am? I mean, of course, I am,” said Charlie firmly. “A double scoop at Zimmer’s, right, Joey?” Charlie hoofed his brother under the table.
“Actually,” Joey replied, “I was thinking more like a double fudge sundae,” he said, “with whipped cream and peanuts.”
Someday he’s going to go too far, fumed Charlie as he carried his dishes to the sink.
 
The girl working behind the counter at Zimmer’s Ice Cream Parlour had more flavours on her uniform than they had listed on the sign. She handed Joey his fourth taster of ice cream, peanut butter brickle.
“That’s the last one,” said Charlie. “You’ve got to make up your mind.”
Joey turned the pink plastic spoon upside down on his tongue and sucked it clean. “Oh, I know what I’m having,” he said. “A chocolate fudge sundae. With whipped cream and peanuts,” he added.
The girl exchanged a glance with Charlie and Lisa as she grabbed a sundae cup. “Will that be for here or to take out?”
“Let’s take it out,” suggested Lisa. “We can walk down to the beach.”
“Good idea.”
He and Lisa each got a cone and sauntered contentedly down the block towards the park and public beach. It had cooled down considerably since they’d been there earlier in the afternoon.
The waves were rolling gently onto the wide sand strip that paralleled the park area. There were a few late swimmers, but most people were out for an evening stroll along the boardwalk, or were building castles with their toddlers on the sand.
Joey finished his sundae and ran for the play structure. His favourite, the tire, was empty. “Swing me, Charlie,” he called.
Charlie handed Lisa his cone. He grabbed the wide treads of the rubber tire, and pushing it in front of him, he ran a half-circle before shoving it up and away. Joey squealed in delight.
“He really adores you, you know,” said Lisa as he sat down on the park bench beside her.
Charlie snorted. “I suppose that deep, deep down, I kind of like him too. But not all the time,” he added.
Lisa handed him back his cone and they finished their ice cream in silence while Joey swung on the tire. “You’ve got a tiny bit of ice cream on your check” said Charlie. She looks so pretty. Her dark hair was held back with a purple ribbon, and she wore tiny peal earrings.
Lisa wiped her face. “Is it gone?”
Charlie leaned forward and kissed her lightly on the cheek. “It is now…”
“You two are disgusting,” declared Joey. He stood in front of them, feet firmly planted on the ground.
“Get lost,” said Charlie, but Joey’s attention had already drifted elsewhere.
“Hey,” he said, “see that guy over there? He’s going to buy Grampa’s house.”
“What guy?”
Joey pointed at a man jogging down the boardwalk.
“How do you know that?” asked Lisa.
“Because he came to see it yesterday. Hey, Mr. Reid!”
Charlie grabbed Joey and clamped his hand over his brother’s mouth.
Reid slowed momentarily, but didn’t turn around.
Charlie released his grip and swung his brother around. “What did you say his name was?”
“Reid,” said Joey, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “What did you do that for, Charlie?”
Charlie didn’t answer. He was too busy keeping his eye on Reid, part-time jogger, part-time house-hunger and full-time crook. “Come on, you guys. We can’t let him get away!”
 



Chapter Nine
Stakeout
 
“I don’t understand,” panted Joey. “Why are we following him?” They’d crossed the park, keeping Reid in their sights as he jogged down the boardwalk towards the centre of town.
“Because,” hissed Charlie. “Now shut up and come on.”
They rounded the corner after Reid and crouched behind the big red mailbox outside the post office.
“He must have a cramp,” said Lisa as she peeked around the corner of the mailbox. “He’s bent over.”
Reid, half a block ahead of them, was massaging his left calf.
“I’ve got it!” declared Joey triumphantly. “You think he’s the bad guy, don’t you Charlie?”
“If I tell you,” said Charlie, “then we’re even. No more shows. Nor more ice cream at Zimmer’s. And no more whining…”
Joey stuck out his hand. “Deal.”
Charlie took his brother’s grimy hand in his. “We think this guy is after those old shares that Grampa had. That’s why he broke into the house and messed it up.”
“Tell him later,” cut in Lisa. “We have to go.”
They slipped out of their hiding place and trailed Reid, staying close to the storefront windows so they could pretend to be window shopping if he looked around.
At the next corner, Reid waited for the light to change, then crossed the street and turned back towards the water.
“I bet he’d headed for the Lakeshore Inn,” said Charlie.
They speeded up and rounded the corner just as Reid was walking up the motel’s driveway. It was a two-storey building. The second-floor rooms opened onto a balcony running the length of the motel.
“There he is,” whispered Lisa, “up there.”
Reid emerged from the outside staircase and stopped at the fourth door along.
“Can you read the number?” asked Charlie.
“Two-ten.”
“Are you going to tell the police?” asked Joey.
Lisa looked at Charlie.
“I’m not sure what we’re going to do,” he confessed. “We can’t prove he’s done anything wrong.”
 “Besides, it’s getting late,” said Lisa. “We’d better be going home.” She nudged Charlie and signalled him over Joey’s head.
“Aaaah,” whined Joey, “no fair.”
“I said ‘no more whining’.”
“I can’t help it,” said Joey. “I’m a kid.”
Charlie put his brother in a headlock. “I’m giving you one more chance. If you can make it all the way home without talking, I’ll tell you about the Treasure Creek Gold Mine.”
“Cool,” said Joey wriggling free. “I’ll be the leader.”
“Now what?” asked Lisa falling in beside Charlie.
“As soon as we ditch Joey, we come back,” whispered Charlie.
“A stakeout?”
Charlie nodded.
“We need to find out who this guy really is.”
 
“What time have you got?”
Lisa checked the luminous dial of her watch in the dusky light. “It’s nearly nine.”
“If he doesn’t come out soon, we’ll have to go home,” said Charlie. “Your mother said nine-thirty.”
Lisa shivered and pulled the sleeves down on her sweatshirt. A light breeze was blowing off the lake, sending clouds scuttling in the moonlight.
They’d left Joey on lookout at home. He was to sit on the window seat in the front bedroom and watch for any suspicious movements in the neighbourhood. Charlie had even given him a pocket notebook and pen to take notes.
“You can count on me,” said Joey.
Charlie had saluted him goodbye.
“Do you have any of those mints left?” asked Lisa softly. They’d been there for almost forty minutes, concealed at the side of the motel parking lot by a pair of cars from Indiana.
“Yeah.” Charlie dug into the pocket of his jeans and passed Lisa the roll of foil-wrapped candies.
She popped one in her mouth. “If he is the guy,” she said thoughtfully, “we still have to find a motive. Nobody goes to this much trouble without a reason.”
Charlie shifted his position. “The gold’s got to be worth something. I just know it.”
“So, how do we prove it?” asked Lisa.
“That I don’t know,” admitted Charlie. He shushed Lisa. “Look.”
Reid was pulling the door shut behind him as Lisa fixed her sights on the second floor of the Lakeshore Inn. He had changed to long pants and a windbreaker since his run earlier in the evening. They watched as he checked the upstairs corridor, and then took the stairs down to the ground level. Charlie motioned Lisa to follow him. They crept behind the line of cars to the sidewalk just as Reid passed their way.
He walked briskly towards the main street and turned left. Charlie and Lisa hung back at the corner and watched as he made his way towards the lineup for the second show at the Phoenix.
“Now what are we going to do?” asked Lisa. “The show doesn’t get out until eleven.”
“Which gives us plenty of time to search his room.”
“How? We don’t have a key?”
“We’ll borrow one,” said Charlie as he turned back towards the Lakeshore Inn.
Lisa hesitated. “I don’t know about this, Charlie.”
“Come on. The worst that can happen is somebody asks what we’re doing…I’ll do the same thing Reid did when he went to see Weirdo. I’ll say I’m his nephew.”
“That didn’t exactly work though…”
Charlie grinned at her. “Minor detail….”
The motel office was crowded. Charlie sidled up to the counter behind a middle-aged man filling out a room registration card. The two kids with him were cranky, shoving each other behind his back while a tired-looking woman did her best to ignore them.
The spare key for room two-ten was hanging on an old-fashioned peg board. While Lisa went to far end of the counter, Charlie edged closer to the keys. As soon as he was in position, Lisa bellowed “Excuse me!” so loudly even the kids stopped fighting.
With all eyes on Lisa, Charlie nipped behind the counter, snatched the key, and strolled out of the office.
“Piece of cake,” he drawled when Lisa joined him outside in the parking lot.
“I can’t believe I let you talk me into it.”
“It must be my trustworthy good looks.”
“Good looks I’ll go along with, but trustworthy?” Lisa giggled.
Charlie grabbed her hand and they ran upstairs.
They stopped in front of Room 210. Charlie inserted the key in the lock. His heart was pounding. 
Lisa moved closer to him. “I’ve got goose bumps,” she said.
“Me too,” said Charlie. He turned the key and opened the door. They slipped inside.
Reid had left the bedside lamp on, giving them just enough light to see around the room. Judging by the clothes hanging in the closet and the stack of papers on the desk, he’d been staying there for several days.
“What are we looking for exactly?” asked Lisa.
“Anything suspicious.” Charlie crossed the room and checked out the washroom. Reid’s shaving kit and shampoo were standing on the edge of the bathroom counter along with a bottle of pop and the usual motel amenities. Charlie couldn’t believe it. The guy used the same shampoo as he did.
“Charlie,” Lisa called him softly from the other room. “I think I’ve found something.”
She was standing by the light holding a manila folder. “There’s a letter here dated last month from a mining company. It’s addressed to Reid.”
“Let me see,” said Charlie.
Lisa passed him the letter.
He scanned it quickly. “This can’t be right. ‘…As you are the largest shareholder in the Treasure Creek Gold Mine…’ Reid can’t be the largest shareholder!”
“Yeah, but how do they know that? Reid already has Fraser Hamilton’s share, he might already have Archie’s share too. One more and he will be the largest shareholder.”
Charlie read on. “According to the assessment we have made, you will be entitled to one hundred shares in Mattlin Mining for every five shares of Treasure Creek Gold Mine.”
“A hundred shares,” squeaked Lisa.
Charlie glanced up. “Paper treasure,” he said.
They stood quietly for a moment taking it all in. If they were offering a hundred shares for every five, Treasure Creek must be worth a lot of money. “What else does it say?” asked Lisa.
“It says that if Reid can deliver fifty-one percent of the shares by July 11, the deal will go through with or without the other shareholders.”
“But that’s Monday,” said Lisa.
“No wonder he’s in such a hurry.”
“Wait until Weirdo hears about this. He’ll be livid.”
“One of the articles I read at the newspaper yesterday said new mining methods make it cheaper to get gold out of the ground.”
 “Which means more profit,” concluded Lisa.
“Exactly.” Charlie’s eyes were dancing in the half-light. 
They grinned at each other in self-satisfaction.
“Hey, honey,” called a voice from outside. “Can you help me with this case.”
The two intruders froze. Charlie quickly crossed to the window and peeked out. A man, burdened down with several bags, was staggering up the staircase.
“It’s okay,” he whispered to Lisa, “It’s that family from the lobby.”
He let go of the curtain and turned around.
“Charlie?” Lisa was standing by the phone, holding up a small leather book. “This must be your grandfather’s.”
Charlie flipped open the inside cover. It was Malcolm Rossitor’s address book all right. The sight of the familiar penmanship brought a lump to Charlie’s throat. He wished his grandfather was there to share the adventure. 
Lisa touched his arm. “We’d better leave it where we found it,” she said. “It’s evidence.”
Charlie blinked and set the book back. There was a flurry of movement in the corridor outside. Another male voice was offering to help the traveller with the excess baggage. Charlie moved back to the window and inched back the curtain.
Reid! He was carrying one of the bags for the other man to the room next door.
“Lisa! Quick!” Charlie hissed. “Reid’s back.”
They dashed for the bathroom and his behind the door.
“I thought he went to the show!”
“Maybe he didn’t like it, I don’t know,” whispered Charlie as the key sounded in the lock.
He pressed his eyes up against the crack in the door.
Reid strode into the room and threw his key onto the desk.
He looked so ordinary, Charlie found it hard to believe that this was the man who had broken into his grandfather’s house twice and tried to swindle Weirdo and Mrs. Lovell.
Lisa tugged at his sleeve. The folder. She still held it, clutched to her chest.
Charlie thought he would pass out when Reid headed towards the washroom. He held his breath.
The washroom exploded in fluorescent light as Reid flicked on the switch and walked in. As long as he doesn’t close the door, we’re all right, thought Charlie.
Reid eyed himself in the mirror for a moment, then picked up one of the paper-wrapped glasses on the tray and unwrapped it. He poured himself a soft drink and reached for the ice bucket. The ice must have all melted, because Reid tipped the bucket’s contents down the sink and walk out of the bathroom, bucket in hand. He left the motel room, leaving the outside door ajar.
“Hurry, now’s our chance,” Charlie urged. They bolted out of the bathroom and across the room, hesitating only long enough for Lisa to drop the folder on the desk.
“This way,” whispered Charlie when they got outside. “The ice is by the front office.” 
They snuck down the back stairs and out through the maze of parked cars to the next street.
Lisa held her hand over her heart, panting with relief. “Charles Bradford, don’t you ever do that again.”
“Don’t worry,” puffed Charlie. “I’m not cut out for a life of crime.”
They laughed hysterically at the thought of Reid using the facilities while they huddled behind the bathroom door.
“That would have been supremely embarrassing,” said Lisa with a giggle.
“You’re telling me.”
Lisa caught her breath. “You can’t retire yet.”
Puzzled, Charlie looked at her under the street light.
“The key,” said Lisa. “You’ve got to return it.”
Charlie pulled the key from his pocket. “Two choices…either we go back to the motel and hand it in, or we toss it in the mailbox.”
The key felt heavy in his hand.
“On second thought, let’s hang on to it…we can always return it later….”
 



Chapter Ten
The Final Clue
 
“Where’s your girlfriend?” demanded Weirdo. “She dump you?”
“No, she didn’t dump me.” Charlie entered the room and tossed his sweatshirt on Weirdo’s bed. “As a matter of fact, she’s gone to The Colville Times.”
“What for?”
“Remember the papers I told you we found in Reid’s room last night?”
“I sure do.”
“Lisa’s going to check the back issues of the Northern Miner for any mention of Mattlin Mining. My mother threw out Grampa’s old copies and I think that’s where he first got the idea…and that’s why he was coming to see you…” Charlie’s voice trailed away.
Weirdo was going strange on him. He was sitting in his chair by the window grinning from ear to ear like he’d just won the lottery.
“What’s with you?” Charlie demanded.
“I thought you’d never ask.” Weirdo actually chuckled, his weathered face filled with glee.
“What?”
“After you called this morning,” said Weirdo, “I did a little digging of my own.” He cleared his throat.
“And?” prompted Charlie.
“And…” Weirdo paused for an imaginary drum roll. “Mattlin Mining is trading for $20 a share.
“Twenty dollars a share?” Charlie’s mouth dropped open. “The company offered Reid one hundred shares of Mattlin for every five shares of Treasure Creek!” No wonder Weirdo was giddy. “You’ve got five thousand shares. That’s…$2,000,000!”
“I know,” beamed Weirdo. “I know.” His head bobbed up and down like a wrinkled old apple. “You’ve got to find those shares of your grampa’s, kid.”
Charlie closed his eyes. What if Reid already had them? Even worse, what if his grandfather had thrown them out? No, he couldn’t have, otherwise he wouldn’t have had Mrs. Kowalski witness his signature.
There was a rap on the door, and Lisa poked her head inside. “Here you are. The nurse told me you were in the sunroom.”
Charlie half-heartedly raised his hand in greeting.
Lisa checked the corridor, then closed the door behind her. “Listen to this.” She waved a handful of notes at them and launched right into her report.
“About six months ago, the big mining companies started buying up abandoned mines in Northern Ontario. Treasure Creek is right smack in the idle of the biggest gold rush Northern Ontario has seen in years.”
“Well,” she demanded, “aren’t you two going to say anything? A little praise, maybe?”
Weirdo just kept smiling and bobbing his head.
Charlie was sitting on the edge of the bed looking extremely depressed.
“Did I miss something?” asked Lisa.
“Uh, huh. About two million dollars’ worth,” croaked Charlie.
“What?”
“Each partner in Treasure Creek has shares worth $2,000,000 in Mattlin Mining stock.”
“Holy smokes,” said Lisa. “I feel weak.” She plunked herself down in the guest chair. “What are you going to do?”
“I don’t know,” said Charlie.
“He’s going to protect what’s rightfully his,” declared Weirdo. He gripped the wheels of his chair and moved to within spitting distance of Charlie’s face. “Where’s your gumption, lad?”
“Down the toilet.”
“Well, fish it out. Don’t you want your family’s share?”
“Of course I do.” 
“Then, think. We’ve got to get the goods on this guy Reid before that deadline Monday night.”
Weirdo drummed his bony fingers on the arm of his chair. “Even if you don’t have the actual certificates, we might be able to prove ownership some other way.”
Weirdo was right. This was no time to give up. Charlie explored the possibilities. “We could set a trap. We know where he is.”
“And we know what he wants,” added Lisa.
“What about bait?” asked Weirdo.
Charlie thought. “Do you think Mrs. Lovell would help us?” he wondered aloud.
“She’s kind of old,” said Lisa.
“All the more reason.” Weirdo thumped the arm of his wheelchair. “What’s the matter, you kids think old people can’t take care of themselves?”
“No, sir.”
Weirdo suddenly turned a peculiar shade of grey.
“What’s wrong?” Lisa rushed to the man’s side.
“What if this guy Reid’s already tried something? He might have broken into Essie’s house just like he broke into Charlie’s the other night.”
“Come on,” urged Charlie, “we’re wasting time.”
Weirdo swung his wheelchair towards the door. “Get my ball cap,” he commanded. “It’s on a hook inside the cupboard.”
“Are you allowed out?” Charlie grabbed the handles of Weirdo’s wheelchair.
“Of course, I’m allowed out.”
“I thought,” began Charlie, “that you had to sign in and out, or something. Like a residence.”
Lisa handed the man his hat. “Don’t get mad at Charlie, Mr. Weir. He’s only trying to help.”
“Sorry,” said Weirdo gruffly. “I’m worried about Essie, that’s all.” He leaned back so he could see Charlie. “Truce?”
“Truce.”
“You look like an idiot upside down.”
“So do you.”
Lisa opened the door. “Cut the mushy stuff, guys. We’ve got a job to do.”
“Yes, ma’am.” Weirdo pulled his Blue Jays cap over his sparse white hair and snapped on his clip-on sunglasses. “To the elevator,” he ordered.
 
Charlie and Lisa had given him the slip. They’d said they’d be around when he got back from the library, but he couldn’t find them anywhere. After all he’d done for them.
Joey called to his mother that he was going to visit the neighbours, then he nipped through the gap in the hedge and rang the side bell at Mrs. Kowalski’s.
She answered the door. “Hi, Joey. Did you want to come in for a visit?” she asked, opening the screen door. “I’m making chocolate chip cookies.”
Joey could smell them baking in the oven.
“No, thanks,” he said. Mrs. Kowalski always put nuts in her cookies anyway. “I’m looking for Charlie and Lisa. I have a message for them.”
“Have you tried the Kirby’s’?”
“Yeah,” said Joey, “but there’s nobody home.”
“That’s too bad.”
The timer went off in Mrs. Kowalski’s kitchen.
“If I see them, I’ll tell them you were looking for them.”
“Thanks.”
Joey headed back the way he came and sat down on the swing his grandfather had rigged beneath the apple tree when Charlie was little. He pushed himself off the ground and pumped. The branch above him creaked as the swing gained height. He swung back and forth, sun and shade alternating on his bare legs.
Charlie and Lisa could be anywhere. What he needed was a plan.
He pumped higher.
Every time things got interesting they got rid of him. Like last night, when they had followed Reid to the motel.
The motel! Joey dug his heels into the dry ground and hopped off the swing. He’d find out what Reid was up to, then Charlie and Lisa would have to include him.
He’d have to be careful. Mrs. Kowalski was at her kitchen window. She waved at him.
Joey waved back and pretended to go in the house. As soon as he was sure she was no longer watching, he followed the property line to the back of the yard.
There was a rather large hole in the neighbours’ fence. He’d discovered it the other day when he was on a secret mission behind the lilac bush.
He took one last look over his shoulder then disappeared amidst the shrubbery and through the fence.
Less than a minute later, Joey had traversed the neighbours’ yard and made his way to the next street over. He stood on the sidewalk for a moment to get his bearings, then turned left and headed downtown.
Joseph Bradford was on the case.
 
Charlie slowed to a stop on the sidewalk in front of Essie Lovell’s house. He’d forgotten about the porch steps.
“We’ll have to carry him up, and then come back for the chair,” Lisa said in a whisper.
“What’s that?” asked Weirdo.
“The stairs,” said Charlie. “We’ll have to carry you.”
Weirdo grumbled something unprintable. He’d been in a good mood, enjoying the sun on his face, even if he had complained that his teeth jarred every time his wheels hit a crack in the asphalt.
“I’ll make sure Mrs. Lovell is home,” said Lisa. She hurried up the steps and rang the doorbell. Essie appeared in record time.
“We’ve brought a friend of yours with us,” said Lisa. She stood aside so Essie Lovell could see who was on the front walk.
“Jack Weir!” Essie’s face lit up in a beautiful smile. “Jack,” she said as she stepped outside to greet him. “It’s so good to see you.”
“You too, Essie.”
The old friends beamed at each other, then suddenly Essie’s expression clouded over. “But you shouldn’t have come today,” she said. “I’m so upset.”
“Why” asked Charlie. “What’s wrong?”
Essie’s mouth worked, but nothing came out.
“Is it Reid?” prompted Charlie. “Have you heard from him again?” 
She shook her head. “Benjamin Bunny is missing.”
Weirdo looked puzzled.
“Her cat,” said Liza.
“Oh.”
“He usually stays out all night in the warm weather,” said Essie, wringing her hands in despair. “He’s always waiting at the back door for me when I come down in the morning. Only this morning he wasn’t there.”
Lisa put her arm around Essie. “Maybe he got shut in someone’s garage overnight.”
“That’s probably what happened,” added Weirdo. “Remember that ginger cat Hilda and I had?”
Essie nodded. “He’d go off for days at a time. Old man Harvey used to feed him scraps from his restaurant.”
“I’m sure that’s all it is, Mrs. Lovell,” said Lisa. “Someone else probably fed Benjamin. He’ll come back.”
Somewhat reassured, Essie invited them in for tea.
It was really cool seeing the two of them together, thought Charlie, as Mrs. Lovell fussed over Mr. Weir, making him comfortable in her maze of a living room.
Once they were settled, Weirdo told Essie how much her shares were worth.
“And to think I was going to sell them for a few hundred dollars!” She turned to Charlie and Lisa. “If you two hadn’t come along, I would have been just another sucker.”
“Now, Essie, don’t blame yourself,” said Weirdo. “You had no way of knowing that the stocks were worth something. I might have done the same thing if I wasn’t such a suspicious old coot.”
Charlie winked at Lisa. “Like my grandfather, right, Mr. Weir?”
The old man chuckled. “Takes one to know one.”
“So, what’s this plan of yours, Charlie?” asked Essie Lovell.
“We need to lure Reid here and trick him into revealing himself.”
“How?”
“You phone him at his motel and tell him you’ve decided to sell. He’ll probably jump at the chance to buy your certificates.”
Essie nodded. “All right,” she declared. “I’ll do it. Where did you say he was staying?”
“The Lakeshore Inn.”
 



Chapter Eleven
To Catch a Thief
 
Joey hid behind the pop machine at the end of the corridor until the housekeeper, loaded down with clean sheets and towels, disappeared inside another room.
He scurried by her cart to Room 210. A Do Not Disturb sign hung on the door.
He could hear the murmured sounds of someone speaking inside the room. Either Reid was on the telephone or he had company. Joey crept up to the window.
The curtains didn’t quiet meet in the centre. If he stood on his tiptoes, he could just see into the room. Reid had his back to the window. He was holding the phone to his ear with one hand and gesticulating wildly with the other.
“The deadline was for Monday…. Of course I can deliver. What do you think I’m doing here, sightseeing?”
Joey watched as Reid paced back and forth across the room.
“Don’t worry. One more day and I’ll control the majority of the stock…. No. As soon as I sell the shares to you, you can convert them to Mattlin Mining stock. They’ll never know they were sitting on a small fortune.”
Joey hadn’t the faintest idea what Reid was talking about, but whatever it was, he was sure it had something to do with the Treasure Creek Gold Mine.
He pressed his face against the glass. Reid had lowered his voice and Joey could barely make out what he was saying. Something about an old lady….
“And what do you think you’re doing, young man?” said a voice behind him.
Joey felt a hand grab hold of him by the t-shirt. He spun around and found himself looking directly into the steely eyes of the motel housekeeper.
“I, um, I was looking for….”
The door to Room 210 opened and Reid stepped outside.
“What’s the problem?” he asked the housekeeper.
“I found this boy peeking in your window,” she explained.
“You did, did you?” Reid stared down at Joey squirming in the housekeeper’s grip.
Joey decided to tough it out. He didn’t know what else to do without Charlie. Who was going to kill him anyway when he found out.
“Hey,” he said brightly. “What’s up?”
“You know this boy?” asked the housekeeper, easing her hold on Joey’s shorts.
“I certainly do,” said Reid. “He’s my…brother’s son.” 
Before Joey could protest, Reid had pried him from the woman’s grasp and straight-armed him into his room.
The motel door closed behind them with a resounding click. Reid roughly shoved his young captive onto the bed. “Well, now,” he said in an ice-cold voice. “What are we going to do with you?”
“Nothing,” declared Joey. “I came over to see if you were going to buy my Grampa’s house.”
“Right. Which was why you were peeking in my window.”
Joey started to get up. He had to get out of there. Reid was getting scary.
“Where do you think you’re going?”
“Home,” squeaked Joey. “My mother will be worried about me.”
“Sit down.” Reid eyed him shrewdly. “I’ll bet she doesn’t even know where you are, does she?”
Joey’s face gave him away.
“Which reminds me,” said Reid menacingly. “How did you know where I was staying?”
“Um, you said you were from out of town.”
“There are half a dozen places to stay in Colville.”
Joey edged his way back across the bed. When the telephone rang sharply on the table beside him, he almost jumped out of his skin.
“One word out of you, kid, and you’re dead meat,” said Reid as he lifted the receiver.
 
Essie hung up the phone and walked triumphantly into the living room. “He’ll be here in fifteen minutes.”
“All right!” exclaimed Charlie. “We’ve got him now.”
Weirdo rubbed his hands together with glee. “That’ll teach him to try and bilk us oldies out of our money. Do you have the certificates, Essie?”
“Right here.” She removed an envelope from beneath the cushion of the chair she was sitting on. “I didn’t want to let on, but I’d already got them out of the bank the other day, before you and Lisa came to see me,” she added to Charlie.
“It’s too bad all the others aren’t around to see Treasure Creek finally pay off,” said Weirdo, patting Essie on the hand. “It’s been more than fifty years in the making.”
“Can I see one of those certificates?” asked Lisa. “Mr. Weir has his so well hidden, nobody has ever seen them.”
Weirdo almost blushed. “Gold makes people do strange things,” said Essie as she handed Lisa the envelope. “My late husband always wanted to go prospecting with Archie, even though he didn’t know the first thing about it.”
“You know,” said Weirdo. “None of us ever did see Archie after the mine stopped producing.”
Lisa removed the certificates and held them so Charlie could read over her shoulder.
They looked rather like saving bonds. “Treasure Creek Gold Mine” was written in embossed gold letters. Each piece of paper represented a thousand shares in the mine.
The crucial ownership clause was printed on the back, Weirdo explained. Whoever owned the shares could transfer the title to anyone else provided they had a witness.
Charlie thought about what Mrs. Kowalski had told him.
If his grandfather had already signed his over, he’d made a dreadful mistake.
Charlie moved over to the window and glanced down the street. Nothing. 
“You’d better not stand there, Charlie,” cautioned Weirdo. “He might see you and take off.”
“You’re right.” Charlie sat back down. He should relax; everything was going according to plan. Reid had no idea there were there. They outnumbered him four-to-one. He had absolutely nothing to worry about.
Then why was he in a nervous sweat? Lisa gave the certificates back to Essie and smiled at him reassuringly. It didn’t help. When the doorbell rang a minute later, Charlie felt a rush of adrenalin.
Essie Lovell jumped up and smoothed the front of her dress.
“Remember, Essie, lock the door behind him and remove the key,” whispered Weirdo. “We’ll be right here if you need us.”
Essie took a deep breath and went to answer the door.
The other three waited in the living room. They heard the outside door open and close, and then Essie gave a half-scream of surprise. She appeared in the doorway a moment later. Her face was ashen. She opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out.
“Essie! What’s the matter?”
Reid stepped into view behind her. He held Joey across the front of his body like a shield.
“Don’t anybody move,” he warned as Charlie reared out of his seat. “Or the kid gets hurt.”
“Leave him alone!” cried Charlie. “He’s got nothing to do with this.”
“Then why was he snooping around my motel room?”
Charlie and Lisa exchanged a look of surprise. The last they’d heard Joey had gone to the library with his mother.
“I’m sorry, Charlie,” cried Joey. “I was only trying to help.”
“It’s okay, Joey. Don’t worry about it.” Charlie’s voice shook. They should have levelled with Joey.
“Why don’t you sit down with the others, Mrs. Lovell,” said Reid in a sickly sweet voice. He waved her towards the sofa. “Joey and I will wait right here.”
“You’re a real nasty piece of work,” growled Weirdo. “First you pick on old people, and now you’re using a kid to get what you want.”
“It seems to be working quite nicely, doesn’t it,” drawled Reid. “I should have thought of it earlier, instead of wasting all my time trying to buy your stupid shares. But don’t worry, Mrs. Lovell. I’ll still pay you the hundred dollars.”
“But they’re worth $2,000,000,” blurted Charlie.
Reid eyed Charlie. “I see you’ve done your homework. Well, it doesn’t make any difference now, thanks to Joey here.
Joey tried to break loose.
“Let him go,” pleaded Lisa. “He’s just a little boy.”
Charlie stood up to challenge Reid, but Reid only increased the pressure on Joey’s arm. “I said sit down.”
Charlie clenched his fists, but he did as he was told. For the time being. There was no way Reid was walking out of that room with his brother.
“As soon as Mrs. Lovell gives me the certificates, and you there…” he glared at Weir, “…act as witness. I’m out of here,” declared Reid.
Essie Lovell covered Lisa’s hand with hers. They were sitting side by side on the sofa, the shares firmly planted beneath the cushions.
“Why about the young lad?” barked Weirdo.
“He comes with me.”
“You’ll never get away with this,” hissed Weirdo. “That’s kidnapping.”
“Relax, old man,” snorted Reid. “I don’t want to keep him. He drives me crazy. In fact, I think I’ll ditch him on my way out of town…. The certificates, Mrs. Lovell?”
Essie gave Lisa’s hand a quick squeeze. “I’m so upset,” she said to Reid. “I can’t remember where I put them.” Her voice quavered convincingly.
Lisa caught Charlie’s eye. Charlie gave Weirdo an imperceptible nod. Essie was playing for time.
“You’d better back off, Reid,” barked Weirdo. “You’re upsetting Mrs. Lovell.”
Essie let her shoulders slump and leaned back against Lisa. “She’s going to faint,” cried Lisa. She fanned Essie’s face with her hand.
Reid stood his ground. 
“At least let me get her a drink of water,” said Charlie. He decided to risk standing up. “If she passes out, you’ll never get her shares.”
Reid seemed to be thinking it over. He couldn’t afford to stay in Colville much longer. “Okay, but no funny business.” He tightened his hold on Joey.
Charlie wracked his brain as he reached into the kitchen cupboard for a glass. He had to come up with a diversion, anything that would get Reid off-balance.
The answer was on four legs, staring at him through the kitchen window. Benjamin Bunny had come home.
Charlie ran the cold water tap to cover the noise and quietly raised the window sash. The cat scampered in over the sill and tried to jump to the floor.
“Oh no you don’t,” whispered Charlie. He tucked Benjamin under his arm like a football and silently sprinted to the small bathroom off the kitchen. “I’ve got a treat for you, Benjamin,” reaching for Essie Lovell’s toothpaste. “You favourite flavour.”
He quickly squeezed a gob of toothpaste on his finger and stuck it right in between Benjamin’s front teeth. “Sorry, buddy, but we’ve got to save my brother.”
He shut the bathroom door on Benjamin just as Reid hollered from the living room.
“I’m coming. I’m coming.” Charlie dashed to the sink and filled the glass. Then he turned off the tap, raced back to the bathroom and opened the door a crack. He was back in the living room handing Essie her water when Benjamin made a break for it.
Right on cue, the cat raced towards the living room.
“Benjamin!” screeched Essie.
“It’s a rabid cat!” yelled Weirdo.
Reid whipped around as Benjamin came flying into the room in a cloud of foam.
Reid jumped back, dragging Joey with him.
Joey stomped his heel on Reid’s foot, and elbowed him in the stomach. Reid howled with pain and let go of the boy’s arm. Benjamin was closing in on him. “Get that cat away from me!” Reid screamed as Benjamin tore around him in a frenzy.
Weirdo advanced on Reid in his wheelchair. “Why should we?”
Reid gave a yelp and tripped backwards over the metal footrest on Weirdo’s chair. He lost his balance and Charlie made a grab for him. He wrestled Reid to the ground, forcing his arm behind his back. “Not let’s see how you like it,” said Charlie, pinning him to the floor with his weight.
“All right, Charlie!” Joey scampered to the safety of Essie Lovell’s arms.
“Ah, what about the cat?” asked Weirdo nervously.
“Oh, there’s nothing to worry about,” Lisa reassured him. “It’s only toothpaste!”
“I thought I smelled peppermint,” said Weirdo with a chuckle.
A thin line of white drool dangled from Benjamin’s chin and plopped on the floor in front of Reid.
“Now do we call the police?” asked Joey.
 



Chapter Twelve
Paper Treasure
 
Much to Joey’s delight, Sergeant Punkari came equipped with handcuffs. Officer Newsome snapped them shut on Reid’s wrists with resounding finality.
“You’re making a big mistake,” blustered Reid. “All I did was offer these people a fair deal.”
“Fair!” spluttered Weirdo. “A few hundred dollars is not what I would call fair!”
“Enough already.” Sergeant Punkari shooed Officer Newsome and Reid out into the hallway.
He turned his attention back to the group of amateur detectives assembled in Essie Lovell’s living room. “Bad enough the kids didn’t let me know what was going on, but you two….” He eyed Weirdo and Essie sternly.
“You’re quite right, Sergeant,” said Essie. She rubbed Benjamin behind the ears. “We should have called you immediately.”
“Humph,” grumbled Weirdo.
“Excuse me?”
“We needed proof,” said Weirdo. “All we had was some cockamamie story about an old gold mine. Would you have taken us seriously?”
“Maybe not,” admitted the policeman, “but given the fact that the Rossitor house was broken into twice, we could have averted this morning’s adventure.” He rubbed his hand across his forehead in exasperation. “I wasn’t born yesterday, Mr. Weir. I think you were too busy having a good time to phone the police.”
Weirdo grinned at him sheepishly.
“We all were,” admitted Charlie. He’d just finished talking to his mother. She was relieved to hear that Joey was safe and sound, but Charlie would have some major explaining to do when he got home.
He sat down beside Lisa. She’d been holding Joey’s hand while he was gone.
Sergeant Punkari slapped his notebook shut and put it in the pocket of his plaid sports jacket.
“What about Reid’s contact in Toronto?” asked Lisa. “Are you going to arrest him, too?”
“We’ll call the Metro Police, and they’ll take it from there. In the meantime, don’t leave town,” he added with a wry grin. “We’ll need statements from all of you.”
“And my grandfather’s shares?” asked Charlie. “What about them?”
“I’ll let you know if they turn up.” Sergeant Punkari stood up to go.
Benjamin Bunny jumped down from Essie’s lap and followed him to the doorway, where Officer Newsome and Reid stood waiting. Reid scowled at the animal, but Benjamin rubbed against his legs anyway. Reid shoved at him with his foot.
“Well, I’ll be,” said Essie turning to Weirdo. “I know who he reminds me of!”
“Who?”
“Archie Spencer,” she declared. “He didn’t like cats either.”
Reid’s face froze. He tried to back away, but the cuffs held him fast and so did Officer Newsome.
“Who’s Archie Spencer?” asked Sergeant Punkari.
“He’s the guy who found the gold in the first place,” said Weirdo. He studied Reid, then turned to Essie with raised brows.
“Don’t you remember, Jack? Archie married Eleanor Reid! You and Hilda went to the wedding with us!”
“That’s right. I’d forgotten.” He looked at Reid. “If Archie’s wife was a Reid…”
“The odds are she would pass her family name onto a son,” continued Sergeant Punkari.
“Archie and Eleanor had a baby boy,” cried Essie. “I remember because it was the same year my Jamie was born.”
“You mean this guy Reid is Archie’s kid?” Charlie couldn’t believe it.
“So what if I am?” challenged the accused. “What difference does it make?”
“Plenty,” snapped Weirdo. “Your father was our friend. We supported him for years.”
“That’s not how I see it.” Reid’s face was dark with anger. “My father spent his life trying to keep that mine going. A fat lot you and your partners cared. You were only in it for the money.”
“Without our grubstake, he would have sold out years ago,” argued Weirdo hotly. “Some of us borrowed money to keep your father in business.”
“Calm yourself, Jack,” said Essie, “you’ll have a stroke.”
“Now I know where the expression ‘bad blood’ comes from,” muttered Weirdo. “He didn’t need us. He could have made lots of money with his father’s share.”
Reid glared at them all belligerently. Sergeant Punkari motioned to Officer Newsome to follow him out the door.
“It looks like you were right, Mrs. Lovell,” said Charlie. “Gold does do strange things to people.”
Joey ran to the window and watched the police escort Reid to the waiting cruiser. A small crowd had gathered on the sidewalk.
“Well, I guess that’s that,” said Weirdo as the flashing lights disappeared down the street. “Back to grungy custard and bingo in the lounge on Saturday nights.”
“But you’re rich now, Mr. Weir,” said Lisa. “You can do whatever you want. You too, Mrs. Lovell.”
“I don’t know, dear. I’m rather set in my ways.” She glanced shyly at Weirdo.
“We sure had an exciting week, didn’t we, Essie?”
The woman patted her chest. “My heart hasn’t worked so hard in years.”
“Just think,” said Charlie, “if it weren’t for Reid, you might never have heard about the Treasure Creek Gold Mine again.”
“Or met us,” said Lisa.
“That’s right,” added Charlie. “And just because we’ve solved the mystery doesn’t mean we’re not going to visit you anymore.”
“Then I’d better get a motorized wheelchair,” said Weirdo. “Otherwise I won’t survive much longer.”
“Jack!”
“He’s a lousy driver.” Weirdo gave Charlie a wink, and received a wide grin in return.
“Next time you’d better take me with you,” said Joey. “I get into trouble by myself.”
“Don’t worry,” laughed Lisa. “We’re not going to let you out of our sight. Right, Charlie?”
“Well….”
 
“That was Sergeant Punkari on the phone,” announced Laura Bradford. “There’s no sign of Dad’s certificates.”
“I guess Reid never found them,” said Charlie. He’d been filling his mother in on the evens of the week while Joey cooled his heels upstairs in his bedroom.
“So what am I going to do with you?” asked his mother. “You haven’t exactly been truthful with me lately.”
Charlie squirmed uncomfortably in his chair. He knew from experience that withholding information was tantamount to lying in his mother’s eyes.
“Well?”
“Free babysitting for a week?”
“Try again.”
“For a month?”
His mother shook her head and looked at the clock on the mantel for inspiration. “I confess I’m torn. You and Lisa did some really good deeds, helping Weirdo and Mrs. Lovell, but you also exposed your brother unnecessarily.”
“It wasn’t my fault he went to the motel.”
“That’s debatable. Joey only went there so that you’d include him,” said Laura. She laid her hand on her son’s arm. “He wants to be just like you, Charlie.”
Charlie stared at the rug. It was amazing. Joey could get him into trouble just by liking him.
His mother had made up her mind. “For starters, I want you to call your brother downstairs. I think he should be in on this discussion.”
Charlie went out into the hall and hollered for Joey. The little brat was sitting on the top step, eavesdropping. 
He pounded down the stairs and pulled a walking stick from the umbrella stand. “En garde.” He lunged in Charlie’s direction, brandishing his new-found weapon.
“Put that back you idiot,” hissed Charlie. “We’re in enough trouble as it is.”
He made a grab for the stick, but Joey yanked his hand back, smashing the stick on the bannister. It cracked in two and fell to the floor.
Their mother appeared beside them. “I told you not to play with Grampa’s walking sticks, Joey,” she said angrily. “Now look what you’ve done.”
“Maybe it can be glued,” said Joey.
“I doubt it.” His mother examined the broken end, running her finger over its splintered edge. “That’s strange. It’s hollow inside.”
“No wonder it broke,” said Joey.
Charlie shot him a look. “Let me see,” he said taking the stick from his mother’s hand. He picked up the other half to see if they could be pieced together.
A corner of heavy white paper protruded from inside the bottom half of the stick. Charlie gave it a tug. A rolled-up tube of paper slid out and unfurled in his hand, and the now familiar gold lettering of the Treasure Creek Gold Mine came into view.
“The shares,” breathed his mother. “You found the shares!”
There were five of them in total, all now worth a fortune in Mattlin Mining.
“Look,” said Charlie. “They’re signed on the back!”
Each one bore Malcolm Rossitor’s signature as witnessed by Mrs. Kowalski. Charles and Joseph Bradford were the new owners of Malcolm Rossitor’s shares in the Treasure Creek Gold Mine!
There was one other piece of paper. A note addressed to their mother.
 
“My darling daughter,
This might just be the ramblings of an old man, but I want to safeguard these shares for the boys in case they are worth something after all. You’ll know what to do. Everything else is yours.
Love, Dad.”
 
“Don’t cry, Mom,” said Joey. “This is good news.”
“I know sweetheart.” Laura Bradford wiped her eyes. “It’s just nice to know how much your grampa loved you.”
Charlie put his arm around his mom, and after a moment’s hesitation, drew Joey in too.
 
“Who’s ready for another burger?” Robert Bradford flipped a patty of meat onto an open bun. “Mr. Weir?”
“No, thanks, I’m doing fine.” Weirdo dusted the corners of his mouth with a paper napkin and beamed at the others around the picnic table. He was surrounded by new friends, the Bradfords, the Kirbys, Mrs. Kowalski – and a special old friend. Essie smiled at him across the table.
“So, let me get this straight,” began Mike Kirby. “Jonathan Reid Spencer must have inherited his father’s shares.”
“About six years ago,” said Laura Bradford. “But it wasn’t until he read the same article as Dad that he realized he was sitting on top of a gold mine.”
“I don’t think it was only greed that made him try to swindle us,” added Essie Lovell. “He was really out for revenge.”
“But why?” asked Robert Bradford. “The other shareholders made the only choice they could have under the circumstances.”
“Well, if he was just a child when the mine stopped working,” mused Kathie Kirby, “wouldn’t he blame the others? In his eyes his father had found the gold and it was up to the others to find the money.”
Weirdo agreed. “We all quarrelled about money.” He cleared his throat. “Even Malcolm and me. I can’t tell you how much I regret that. We let it ruin a friendship.”
“Well, I for one am glad to have you back,” said Laura. She smiled tenderly at him.
“He’s not bad once you get to know him,” drawled Charlie.
“Humph.” Weirdo blinked back a few tears and concentrated on his hamburger.
“So, what are you going to do with all your money?” asked Mrs. Kowalski.
“Save it for school,” said Charlie.
Weirdo cleared his throat again. “Well if I were thirty years younger…or even ten…I’d party! But,” he added with a twinkle in his eye, “Essie tells me there’s a Caribbean cruise for seniors this winter. We’re thinking about taking a trip together.”
Essie Lovell flushed delicately.
“What a nice idea,” said Lisa’s mom.
“But you’re not married,” blurted Joey.
“Joseph Bradford!”
“Well they’re not!”
“I don’t think you have to worry about that, Sport,” said Robert Bradford ruffling his son’s hair. “They’re grown-up people.”
“What you need are some friends your own age,” said his mother. “Especially since we’re going to stay in Colville.”
“We are?”
“Your father and I talked about it last night. If I can get a teaching position here in Colville, he’ll open an office here.”
“Why, that’s wonderful news,” said Kathie Kirby. “We’d love to have you next door. Wouldn’t we, Lisa?”
Lisa grinned at Charlie. “Howdy, neighbour.”
“Howdy.” Charlie gazed at her across the table. For once he didn’t care what anyone else thought: he was in love.
“Oh, that reminds me,” said Mrs. Kowalski. “The Nortons are coming back from holiday next week. They have twins Joey’s age.”
“All right!” cheered Joey. “Guys my own age!”
“Well, not exactly,” said Mrs. Kowalski. “They’re girls.”
“Girls?” Joey’s face fell.
“Hey, Joey. Look at it this way.” Charlie gave him a playful slug on the arm. “You can double date without me.”
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