
      
      
         [image: Cover Image]


      
   
      
      
         [image: Cover Image]


      
   
      
      For A. R. Claud –
      

      
      Something to get your teeth into.

   
Text copyright © Anthony Horowitz 1999

First published by Orchard Books in 1999 or 2000

This ebook edition published in 2011

The right of Anthony Horowitz to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988.

All rights reserved.

ISBN 978 1 408 31685 6

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library

Orchard Books

338 Euston Road

London NW1 3BH

An Hachette UK company

www.hachette.co.uk


      [image: image]
      

      
      



      [image: image]

      
   
      
            This
is
how
Linda James
dies.
      

      
      She’s walking across Hyde Park in the middle of London when she notices that the weather has changed. The sky is an ugly colour.
         Not the blackness of nightfall but the heavy, pulsating mauve of an approaching storm. The clouds are boiling and seconds
         later there is a brilliant flash as a fork of lightning shimmers the entire length of the Thames.
      

      
      It has been said that there are two things that you shouldn’t do in a storm. The first is to make a telephone call. The second
         is to take shelter under a tree. Linda James does both of these things. As the rain begins to fall, she runs under the outstretched
         branches of a huge oak tree, then fishes in her handbag and takes out a mobile telephone.
      

      
      She dials a number.

      
      ‘Steve,’ she says. ‘I’m in Hyde Park.’

      
      That’s all she says. There’s another flash of lightning and this time Linda is hit full on. Seventy-five thousand volts of electricity zap through her, transmitted through the mobile
         phone into her brain. Her body jerks and the phone is thrown about twenty metres away from her. This is the last physical
         action Linda James ever makes and, it goes without saying, she is dead before the telephone even hits the ground.
      

      
      We will never find out anything more about Linda. Was she married or single? Why was she crossing Hyde Park at six o’clock
         on a Wednesday evening and does it matter that, wherever she was going, she never arrived? Who was Steve? Did he ever find
         out that Linda was actually killed at the very moment she was speaking to him? None of these questions will ever be answered.
      

      
      But the mobile phone. That’s another story.

      
      The phone is a Zodiac 555. Already old-fashioned. Manufactured somewhere in Eastern Europe. It is found in the long grass
         the day after the body has been removed and by a long, circuitous route, it ends up in a second-hand shop somewhere near the
         coast in the south of England. Despite everything, the phone seems to be working. Linda’s SIM-card – the little piece of circuitry that makes it work – is removed. The phone is
         reprogrammed and another SIM-card put inside. Eventually, it goes back on sale.
      

      
      And a few weeks later, a man called Mark Adams goes in and buys it. He wants a mobile telephone for his son.

      
      David Adams holds the mobile telephone. ‘Thanks, Dad,’ he says. But he’s not sure about it. A lot of his friends have got
         mobile phones, it’s true. Half of them don’t even make any calls. They just think it’s cool, having their own phone – and
         the smaller and more expensive the model, the smarter they think they are. But the Zodiac 555 is clunky and out of date. It’s
         grey. You can’t snap on one of those multicoloured fronts. And Zodiac? It’s not one of the trendier brand names. David has
         never heard of it.
      

      
      And then there’s the question of why his father has bought it in the first place. David is sixteen now and he’s beginning
         to spend more time away from home, over-nighting with friends, parties on Saturday evening, surfing at first light on Sunday. He lives in Ventnor, a run-down
         seaside town on the Isle of Wight. He’s lived his whole life on the island and maybe that’s why he feels cramped, why he wants
         his own space. He’s talking about sixth-form college and university on the mainland. Mark and Jane Adams run a hotel. They
         only have one son and they’re afraid of losing him. They want to keep him near them, even when they can’t see him. And that’s
         why they’ve bought the mobile phone. David can imagine the next Saturday evening, when he’s out with his mates at The Spyglass,
         the trill of Bach’s Toccata and Fugue (which is what the phone plays when it rings) in his back pocket and his father or his
         mother checking up on him. ‘You’re only drinking lemonade, aren’t you, David? You won’t be home too late?’
      

      
      But even so, it’s his own phone. He can always turn it off. And now that he’s started going out with Jill Hughes, who lives
         in the neighbouring village of Bonchurch and who goes to the same school as him, it could be useful.
      

      
      Which is why he says, ‘Thanks, Dad.’
      

      
      ‘That’s OK, David. But just remember. I’ll pay the line rental for you, but the calls are down to you. It’s ten pence a minute
         off-peak, so just be careful you don’t talk too much.’
      

      
      ‘Sure.’

      
      They’re a close family. For half the year there are just the three of them shuffling about in the twenty-three rooms of The
         Priory Hotel which stands on a hill, overlooking the beach at Ventnor. Mark and Jane Adams bought it ten years ago, when David
         was six. They got fed up with London and one day they just moved. Perhaps it was a mistake. The summer season on the Isle
         of Wight is a short one these days. Package holidays are so cheap that most families can afford to go to France or Spain where
         they’re more sure of good weather. It gets busy around June but this is only March and the place is quiet. As usual it’s hard
         to make ends meet. David helps his dad with the decorating and small maintenance jobs. Jane Adams has a part-time job with
         a yachting club in Cowes. The three of them get along. Mark still says he prefers Ventnor to London.
      

      
      David isn’t so sure. There are too many old people on the Isle of Wight. Everything feels run-down and neglected. People say
         that the whole place is fifty years behind the rest of England and he can believe it. Sometimes he looks at the waves, rolling
         into the shore, and he dreams of other countries – even other worlds – and wishes that his life could change.
      

      
      It’s about to.

      
      The mobile phone rings at half past four one afternoon when David is on his way home from school. Bach’s great organ piece
         reduced to a series of irritating electronic bleeps. Only about six people have his number. Jill, of course. His parents.
         A few other friends at school. But when David manages to find the phone in his backpack, dig it out and press the button,
         it is none of them on the line.
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