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Chapter 1


It wasn’t my idea to keep the money. I wanted to take it to the police as soon as we found it. It was all Alan’s idea. We – that’s my brother Alan and me (my name’s Heather, by the way, and we’re students) – we come from New Zealand and we were on a hitch-hiking trip around the world at the time. It sounds wonderful, doesn’t it? And it was – for the first couple of months.


We travelled from New Zealand to Australia, where we had relations in Perth on the west coast. From there we went by boat to India, across India and over the Indian Ocean to East Africa. We saw Kenya, Tanzania and one or two other countries I can’t remember much about. Then we got a cheap flight to Morocco and a ferry from North Africa to the south of Italy. Hitch-hiking in Europe wasn’t as easy as we had thought, and we used up a lot of our money on buses and trains. When we finally got to Britain at the end of August, we were tired of travelling and staying in youth hostels. We were also running out of money. We only wanted to go home. The rest of the world could wait until next year.


After three days in London we decided to visit our Uncle Jeffrey in Oxford before flying back to New Zealand. We found his name in the Oxford phone book and rang the number. Luckily he was at home. He was very pleased to know that we were in Britain and invited us to come and stay with him for the weekend. We were on our way there when it all started.


to hitch-hike to travel by getting free rides in other people’s cars or lorries




Chapter 2


Alan saw the girl first. From the moment she sat down at a table two seats behind me until the moment the train left the station, I could tell that Alan was not listening to a word I was saying. He was looking at her. When the train began to move, I turned round and looked at her for a few seconds. She really was very attractive.


“Pretty girl,” I said to him. “But not your type.”


“Eh? Who?”


“That girl sitting behind me. Don’t pretend! You can’t take your eyes off her!”


“Don’t be silly, Heather. She can’t take her eyes off me! Look out! She’s coming over!”


“Excuse me,” said the girl with a smile, “But I saw the New Zealand flags on your rucksacks. I’m from Australia. Do you mind if I sit at your table and talk? I need help.”


That was a dramatic start, anyway.


“Help? What kind of help?” I asked.


“First question: Are you going to Oxford?”


“Yes.”


“OK, that’s great. My name’s Cathy, and I’m a secretary with a big Australian company in London. My boss had to go to a meeting in Oxford this morning, but he forgot some important documents and papers. He asked me to take the afternoon train to Oxford and meet him at the station with this briefcase.”


“So what’s the problem?” Alan asked.


“Well, it’s Friday afternoon, and I live in Reading – that’s the train’s first stop in about twenty minutes. I’m meeting some friends at five o’clock. We want to go to a pop concert in Newbury tonight, and I’ve already paid for my ticket. My friends promised me a lift to Newbury, but they won’t wait for me if I’m late, and I’ll miss the concert anyway if I have to go all the way to Oxford and back. You could really help me if you wouldn’t mind giving him this briefcase when you get to Oxford.” She picked up a small black case off the seat beside her.


“Well ... I don’t know ... ,” Alan began. I suppose he thought there might be a bomb or something in it. We had seen the signs at the stations and heard the messages on the Underground: ’Keep your luggage with you at all times.’ But it looked just like the normal kind of briefcase that every businessperson carries. I picked it up. It was not heavy, so there were probably only papers in it. And Cathy didn’t look like a terrorist to me, although I suppose there are beautiful terrorists, too!!


“I don’t expect you to do it for nothing,” Cathy went on. “Here’s £20 for each of you. I’d really appreciate it ...” She smiled her sweetest smile. Alan could never resist a smile.


“OK, sport!” he said, in his best Australian accent. “It’s a deal!”


to pretend !#*#? to act as if sth were true


Australian !Os*treIliEn?


briefcase case used by businesspersons for carrying documents


bomb !bOm?


luggage the cases and bags you have with you when you travel


terrorist !*###?


to resist !#*#? widerstehen


sport (Austral. slang) here: friend, pal, mate


accent !*xksEnt?


it’s a deal it’s an agreement




Chapter 3


Cathy left the train at Reading a few minutes later, after she had given us a description of her boss, Mr John Rigby, and after thanking us once again for our help. Alan watched her walk towards the exit. She turned and waved. Alan waved back, but suddenly he stopped smiling.


“What is it, Alan?” I asked. The exit was behind me, so I couldn’t see what was going on.


“Two policemen have just stopped Cathy ... They’re talking to her now ...” Just as the train began to move, Alan jumped up. “Hey! I think they’re arresting her!”


“That’s impossible!” I said. “What for?”


“How should I know! It could be something to do with this briefcase.”


We both looked at the small black briefcase on the table between us. “Do you really think there can be any connection between the documents in the case and the police?” I asked him. “Maybe they’re stolen. Do you think we should tell the police? Or should we just give them to Mr ... what was his name?”


“Rigby, John Rigby. Tall, brown hair, dark-grey business suit, copy of The Times newspaper under his left arm ...” that was more or less the description which Cathy had given us – all except the copy of The Times. That was something which Alan must have got from one of the old spy stories he was always reading.
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