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For everyone who ever posted a letter

and wondered if it might vanish into mystery.

Dedication

To all the young Snoops who notice when something doesn't quite add up, who ask the questions others miss, and who never give up when a mystery needs solving—this one's for you.

And to Reuben—my first Snoop and my greatest inspiration. Your curiosity, questions, and brilliant ideas helped bring this mystery to life.

May you always follow the clues, trust your instincts, and stay curious.
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Chapter 1: The Switch
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Katie Martin wasn’t looking for a mystery that Tuesday lunchtime. All she wanted was a quiet corner, her cheese sandwich, and a few chapters of her mystery book.

But quiet corners at Maplebeck Primary were rare.

She crept into the back of the library, passing shelf after shelf of dusty encyclopaedias and fading posters about volcanoes. There—right behind the radiator—was her favourite armchair: old, worn, and gloriously forgotten.

She flopped into it and opened her book.

That’s when she saw it.

A little switch, just above the floorboards. It was tucked behind the radiator, wedged between the wall and the skirting board. It had no label, no wires, and no reason to be there.

Katie leaned closer. The switch looked ancient—painted metal, chipped edges, and a faint symbol etched into it. She reached out and brushed off the dust.

It twitched.

Her heart skipped. “Weird...”

She glanced around. No librarian. No classmates. Just the sound of the old wall clock ticking above the fire exit:

tick... tick... tick...

With a quick gulp, she flicked the switch.

CLICK.

Nothing happened.

She waited. One second. Two.

And then—

creeeeeeaaak.

It came from behind her.

Katie turned.

The bookshelf beside the radiator had shifted. Just slightly. Just an inch. But definitely—moved.
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