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CHAPTER ONE
 
 Luke Mills opened his eyes after a very peaceful nights sleep. The ceiling he is staring at is a lot different from his bedroom at home. It's high, nearly fourteen feet above the polished wooden floor, with intricate plaster-work. A grand chandelier hangs in the middle, its brass arms holding dozens of candle-shaped bulbs. Along the edges, where the ceiling meets the walls, a decorative cornice runs around the perimeter. In some corners, the plaster has cracked slightly, giving a hint at the old mansion’s long history. The house belongs to Luke’s Uncle, and is in the suburb of Clerkenwell, London,
England. 
 
“Our first day in London,” Luke thought to himself. Luke’s Uncle had written to Luke’s parents asking if Luke and two of his friends would like to spend the school holidays at his house in Clerkenwell, London. He would be away in another part of England for two weeks, and did not want to leave the house empty. He preferred a family member occupy the house while he was away. The Uncle offered to pay the return air fares for the three friends.
 
“Wow!” Jason could not believe it when Luke told him. “Two weeks in London.” Julie was speechless when Luke called her. Luke had to say, “hullo! Julie! are you still there?” Only two staff would be in the house. Mrs Simpson the cook, and James the butler. Luke’s Uncle had asked that the kids respect the guidance and advice of James the butler. Julie’s Mum, and Jason’s parents, gave permission, and the kid detectives were soon boarding a Boeing Jet 747 flying to London. It was a long flight with a brief stopover in Qatar, and another in Tokyo. The flight touched down at London’s Heathrow Airport at 3pm. 
 
Heathrow is the Worlds fourth busiest Airport. The kids had to pay close attention to the signs and arrows directing them to the area James would be waiting. The piece of cardboard he held high saying ‘welcome Luke, Julie, and Jason,’ made him easy to find. James greeted them warmly, shaking each of their hands, He was a man of average height, fit looking, dressed in a dark suit with white shirt and blue polka dot tie. Luke suspected James was also his Uncles bodyguard, as well as his butler. “My boss has taken the Rolls Royce, James said, so you will have to be satisfied with riding in the BMW, let’s go.” 
 
CHAPTER TWO 
 
Heathrow Airport is twenty five kilometres west of London, and Clerkenwell a suburb of central London. The journey gave the friends an introduction to London. London is a fascinating place with many of the streets and buildings hundreds of years old. Luke’s Uncle’s house had so many rooms, the kids were able to each have their own room, upstairs on the second story. Mrs Simpson had prepared a great breakfast for Julie, Jason, and Luke. Cornflakes to start with, then fried eggs and bacon, followed by as many pieces of toast and honey as they desired. All washed down with either Cocoa or hot chocolate. Mrs Simpson stood watching the kids eat. “I had forgotten what bottomless pits are the stomachs of you young people, she said with a smile. Did you enjoy your midnight snack last night?” 
 
The kids looked up. “We did not get enough sleep on the flight, Julie said, we fell asleep early and slept like logs. We were too tired for a midnight snack Mrs Simpson.” The lady looked surprised. “It looked to me some items of food were missing from the pantry this morning. I’m probably mistaken.” The London Daily Mail Newspaper came daily to the house. Luke normally had no interest in the newspapers, but he picked it up from a table in the kitchen out of curiosity. “Hey listen to this you guys, he exclaimed, a student around the same age as us, has gone missing from the Abbingdon International Boarding School here in Clerkenwell.”
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