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To every child who dares to dream big.

Author’s Note

Dear Reader,

Thank you for joining the Collins family on their exciting adventure! Writing this story was a true labor of love, and I hope it has taken you on a journey filled with suspense, hope, and a bit of mystery. The heart of this story lies in the power of family. No matter what challenges they faced, the Collins family stuck together, showing that when you support each other, there is nothing you can’t overcome. Whether it’s saving a farm, finding treasure, or standing up to someone who tries to take what’s rightfully yours, the love and strength of a family can truly make all the difference. I hope you’ve enjoyed the adventure, and that it has reminded you of the importance of perseverance, hope, and, most importantly, the people who standby you in tough times. Just like the Collins family, we all have the ability to face challenges head-on and create our own stories of triumph. Thank you for reading!

With gratitude,

Tinashe Joseph Chiwara
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Chapter 1
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The Collins farm stretched far beyond what the eye could see—250 acres of open fields, thick woods, and rolling hills, all bathed in the golden light of a setting sun. It had been in their family for generations, passed down from Joe Collins, their great-grandfather, to their grandfather, then to their father, and now to their mother, Mia Collins. It was home. It was everything.

For Eva Collins, home meant responsibility. At fifteen, she was the oldest, which meant she was the one chasing after her brothers when they got into trouble, helping their mother with bills, and making sure everyone was fed. It wasn’t easy. Sometimes, she wished she could just be a kid. But ever since their father died when she was five, she knew that wasn’t an option.

“Mike, get down from there before you break something!” Eva called, standing at the foot of an old oak tree.

“I’m fine!” Mike, twelve years old, swung his leg over a branch and climbed higher. He was always the daring one, always trying to prove himself.

“I mean it! If you fall and break your arm, Mom is gonna lose her mind.”

Mike rolled his eyes but climbed back down anyway. The last thing he wanted was another lecture from Eva.

“Leo, stop eating the strawberries!” Eva snapped, turning to her eight-year-old brother, who had both hands full of the ripe, red fruit.

“But they’re good!” Leo protested, shoving another one into his mouth. His cheeks were already stained red.

“They’re for Mom’s pies!”

“She won’t notice,” Leo mumbled, chewing.

Then came Johnny, the youngest at five years old, standing a few feet away in his little rain boots, stomping in the dirt even though it hadn’t rained in days. He was the quiet one, the observer, the one who noticed things others didn’t.

“Johnny, what are you doing?” Eva asked, putting her hands on her hips.

Johnny looked up at her with his big brown eyes and shrugged. “Just looking.”

Eva sighed. This was normal. This was life. A chaotic mess of yelling, arguing, and managing three younger brothers who always seemed to be up to something.

Then, the sound of the screen door slamming made them all turn.

“Dinner’s ready!” Mia called from the porch. Their mother, thirty-six and always exhausted, wiped her hands on her apron. She was strong, but the weight of keeping the farm running was written all over her face.

The kids rushed inside, except for Eva, who hung back, staring at the fields. The land stretched for miles. It was old, worn, but theirs. She couldn’t imagine living anywhere else.

As she turned to head inside, she noticed something strange in the distance—a cloud of dust rising from the dirt road leading to their house. A car was coming.

Eva didn’t think much of it at first. People rarely visited them, but maybe it was just a delivery. Or a neighbor.

But as the black SUV rolled into the driveway and came to a stop in front of their porch, she felt something uneasy settle in her chest.

Whoever this was, they weren’t here for a friendly visit.
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Chapter 2
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The black SUV idled in the driveway, its engine humming softly. From the porch, Eva watched as the driver's side door opened, and a tall man stepped out. He was dressed in a crisp navy-blue suit, too polished for a dusty farm road. His shoes—black leather—gleamed in the fading sunlight, and he wore a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes.

Eva didn’t trust him already.

“Mom,” she called quietly over her shoulder.

Mia stepped outside, brushing her hands on her apron. The moment her eyes landed on the man, her face shifted—her usual warmth replaced by cautious suspicion.

“Good evening, Mrs. Collins,” the man said, his voice smooth and practiced. “I’m Gregor Williams. I work with Summit Development Group. Mind if I come up?”

Mia hesitated only a second before nodding. “What can I do for you, Mr. Williams?”

He climbed the porch steps, taking in the worn wood and chipping paint. “Nice place,” he said, though it was clear he didn’t mean it. “I know you’re a busy woman, so I’ll be brief.”

Eva moved closer to her mother’s side, her heart thumping a little harder in her chest. Behind them, Mike, Leo, and Johnny peeked through the screen door.

Gregor reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a sleek leather folder. “Summit Development is launching a new project in the area—a state-of-the-art shopping complex. The biggest one within fifty miles. And this”—he gestured lazily to the land—“happens to be the perfect location.”

Mia’s expression hardened. “The farm isn’t for sale.”

He chuckled softly, as if he’d expected that answer. “I understand this place has been in your family for generations. Must be hard, holding onto it by yourself.”

“We manage,” Mia said, her voice tight.

“You’ve done well, no doubt.” He smiled again, wider this time, as if he could charm her into agreeing. “But things get harder every year. Property taxes. Maintenance. Weather, too—never predictable, is it?”

Eva’s hands curled into fists. She hated how casual he sounded, like their home was just a piece of land to be bought and bulldozed.

“I’m offering a way out,” Gregor continued, flipping open his folder. “A very generous offer—far more than this land is technically worth. Enough to give you and your kids a comfortable life, free of worries.”

“I’m not interested,” Mia said.

For the first time, Gregor’s mask of politeness slipped. His smile faded, and his voice cooled. “Mrs. Collins, I’m afraid this isn’t just a casual visit. The county is reviewing permits. If you refuse to sell, well...” He shrugged. “I can’t guarantee your property won’t be affected.”

Eva’s stomach twisted. It wasn’t just a visit—it was a warning.

Mia stood straighter. “I said no.”

Gregor pressed his lips together, tapping his fingers against the folder. “I’ll give you some time to think it over.” His gaze swept to Eva, cold and assessing. “Things have a way of changing. Kids grow up. Bills pile up. And once the permits are approved, you may not have a choice.”

He turned and walked back to his SUV, the gravel crunching under his expensive shoes. Without another word, he slid into the driver’s seat and pulled out of the driveway, the cloud of dust swallowing his car as he disappeared down the road.

For a long moment, there was silence. Only the distant sound of cicadas filled the evening air.

Finally, Mike pushed open the screen door. “Who was that guy?”

“Trouble,” Mia said quietly.

Eva felt a cold prickle at the back of her neck. She’d known things were tight—the farm barely made enough to cover the bills—but she didn’t realize it was this bad.

Mike scowled. “He can’t just take our farm. Can he?”

Mia hesitated, and that hesitation made Eva’s stomach drop. “No one can take what’s ours,” their mother said, but the edge in her voice made it clear that it wasn’t that simple.

Eva followed her mother inside, questions swirling in her mind.

Later that night, after dinner and homework and putting Johnny to bed, Eva found herself sitting at the kitchen table, staring at the same bills her mother worried over. Mortgage payments, equipment repairs, tax notices—a mountain of problems that didn’t have easy answers.

She heard the creak of the floorboards behind her. Mike.

“You’re still thinking about it, huh?” he asked, sliding into the seat across from her.

“He’s not going to stop,” Eva said. “Guys like that never do.”

Mike leaned back in his chair, folding his arms. “We can’t just sit here and let him take everything. There’s gotta be a way to stop him.”

“Like what?” she asked. “Bake sale? Lemonade stand?”

He huffed. “I’m serious. We have to do something.”

Eva sighed, pushing the bills away. “We’re kids, Mike. What can we do?”

For once, he didn’t argue. And that’s how she knew they were in real trouble.

***
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In the attic, dust hung heavy in the air as Eva pulled open an old wooden chest. It had been their father’s once—full of bits and pieces from a life that felt farther away with every passing year.

Mike sat cross-legged on the floor beside her, flipping through yellowed photo albums. “Mom used to say the farm was special,” he murmured.

“Yeah,” Eva whispered. “Yeah she used to.”

Her fingers brushed against a small, leather-bound notebook at the bottom of the chest. It looked ancient—the cover cracked and faded. She opened it, and her breath caught in her throat.

It was filled with drawings and scribbled notes. And there, on the very first page, was a name:

Joe Collins.

Their great-grandfather.

“What is this?” Mike asked, leaning closer.

“I don’t know,” Eva said, flipping through the pages. Maps. Symbols. Strange riddles.

A memory stirred—of their mother telling stories when they were younger. Stories about Joe Collins and the treasure he supposedly hid somewhere on the farm.

Eva met her brother’s eyes, her heart pounding.

“What if it’s real?” she whispered.

Mike grinned. “If it is, we just found our way to save the farm.”

Cliffhanger.
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Chapter 3
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The attic was silent except for the soft rustling of paper. Dust motes floated in the dim light filtering through the small window. Eva’s hands trembled as she flipped through the pages of the notebook. Sketches of the farm. Riddles. Symbols she didn’t understand. It didn’t feel like just an old book. It felt like a secret.

Mike leaned over her shoulder, his knee bumping against the old chest. “This has to mean something,” he whispered.

Eva nodded. “But what?”

“Maybe it’s just an old diary?” Mike suggested, though his voice held a hint of doubt.

Eva’s fingers traced the page. “No,” she said slowly. “Look at this—he’s marking places on the farm.” She turned the book so Mike could see.

The drawing was rough but unmistakable. The wide stretch of fields. The creek that cut through the east side. The old barn.

Mike’s eyes widened. “It’s a map.”

Eva swallowed. Could it really be that simple? Their mother had told them stories about Joe Collins, about how he hid things all over the farm when he was alive. But they’d always assumed it was just that—a story.

“What if he really hid something?” Mike asked, echoing her thoughts.

Eva frowned. “Even if he did, how do we know it’s still there? It’s been decades.”
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