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            About Oliver and Charley - Supersenders​


         

         Black Tomorrow is a newly formed terrorist cell that has infiltrated the Australian Defence Intelligence Organisation in Canberra. The crippled Captain Marcus Steadman, head of the Psychic Intelligence Taskforce vows to eliminate them. But should the Captain be using children to fight his battles for him? Oliver thinks so, but Charley is not so sure.

          

         Twelve-year-old Oliver Tanner’s father is killed in a plane crash. Oliver learns that the terrorists responsible for shooting down the plane want him dead, too. When Agent Botti from ASIO becomes involved, Oliver finds himself in a fight for his life.

          

         The Captain takes on Oliver and eleven-year-old Charley Lee as Intelligence Cadets to use their telepathic abilities to hunt down the terrorists.

          

         Both cadets are Supersenders – able to send and receive images to and from anyone in their vicinity.

          

         The two cadets travel from Canberra to Puckapunyal Army Camp, and then to Castlemaine in their attempt to defeat the terrorists.

          

         But can the two children win a contest against such committed evildoers?
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            Chapter 1

         

         Things can change in the blink of an eye.

         I can never take Matthew seriously. He’s always pulling faces.

         We’re best mates – have been since for ever. We do everything together. We ride our bikes after school and his house is really close to mine. But his faces crack me up.

         ‘Oliver,’ he’d call out. I’d turn around and he’d have his eyes big, his cheeks puffed out with air, and he’d be pushing his ears forward. ‘Mrs Grogan,’ he’d say, and he’d look exactly like the principal of our school.

         He’s not pulling faces now. He’s trying to be serious. He’s out the front of the class with his research group and he’s the one talking. It’s on the mummies of ancient Egypt and Matthew is giving a good commentary on the linen bandages used in the embalming process. But he’s still a clown to me because of his hair. It’s short on top with curly clumps on the sides. Just seeing Matthew makes me laugh. It’s hard to keep a straight face when he looks my way.

         He finishes and there’s wild clapping and Miss Martin looks happy.

         ‘Oliver. Are you ready now?’

         It’s my group. We’re doing burial chambers. We’ve got it on a USB stick. No illustrations though, just text. I stand up and go to the front. The others follow. By this time Matthew is back in his seat, and when I turn and look in his direction the first thing he does is a Mrs Grogan face at me.

         I’ve got great self-control when I have to. I’m really laughing inside but I keep my face serious and clamp my teeth together. Of course I can’t say anything when I’m controlling myself. So I look down at my notes until I’m ready.

         As I take a deep breath and look up, the real Mrs Grogan surprises us all by coming into the classroom.

         I can’t help it. My breath comes out in a great ‘Haaaaa’, and Matthew cracks up too. Everyone stares at us and a few other kids start laughing.

         Mrs Grogan stands still and looks around the room until everyone settles.

         That’s when I notice Mum.

         The door is open and I can see her out in the hallway. She’s still got her nurse’s uniform on. Must have come straight from work. Her face is white and she has no expression. She sees me and looks down.

         Something really bad must have happened.

         Mrs Grogan whispers to Miss Martin. The room is quiet but I still can’t hear what she says. It doesn’t matter anyway. I know what she wants, so I walk out the door to Mum. Mrs Grogan follows and closes the door behind us.

         Mum doesn’t say anything but pulls me to her and hugs me hard. I’m twelve and I’m as tall as her now. Our chins rest on each other’s shoulder and I hug her, too. I’m still holding the USB stick.

         ‘What’s wrong?’ I stand back from Mum. She sobs quietly.

         ‘Oh, Oliver,’ she says.

         ‘Come with me.’ Mrs Grogan takes charge and moves us toward her office. I put my arm around Mum and hold her to me as we walk.

         We get to the office and have to sit on the cushiony chairs. Mrs Grogan doesn’t go behind her desk. She sits with us.

         ‘Oliver, Dad was….’ Mum stops. The words won’t come.

         ‘It’s your father,’ Mrs Grogan says. ‘He’s been in an accident.’

         ‘What happened?’ I say.

         ‘It was a plane crash,’ Mrs Grogan says. ‘Just outside Melbourne.’

         ‘What happened to him?’

         No-one answers.

         ‘What happened to my dad?’

         I look at them both and a horrible fear shakes me.

         ‘Is he dead?’

         Mum looks at me through teary eyes, gives one big sob and looks down again.

         So now I know. My dad has been killed in a plane crash. I don’t seem to be able to move or even think. Someone moans. Was that me? Then I notice my hand hurts. I’ve been gripping the USB stick so hard.

         ‘It’s burial chambers,’ I hear myself say. I hold it out to Mrs Grogan. She doesn’t take it.

         There’s buzzing in my head and it seems to push down on my brain.

         I drop the USB stick on the floor and it rattles under the desk. I hold my head with my hands.

         My dad’s dead.

         My brain starts to hurt.

         It really hurts.

         My dad’s dead.

         
            *

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 2

         

         Can things ever get back to normal?

         I ride my bike down our driveway and out onto the road. It’s early morning and the bike metal is cold. I haven’t been riding in the morning since I heard about Dad. It’s been three weeks, and it feels good to get out again. The wind is really chilly and I pull up my hood.

         Matthew came around to my place a couple of times but I didn’t feel like talking, so he didn’t stay long, but I’d like to start riding with him again. I’ll tell him at school. I’m going back today for the first time since I found out about Dad.

         I ride around town and stop when I get to St Mary’s church. I look at the church for a while then head out on another road. I’m not going anywhere, just riding around. I’ll be back in time for breakfast.

         The funeral was two days ago. It was held at St Mary’s church.

         It was terrible.

         There must have been hundreds of people. Every way I turned there was someone staring at me. How did Dad know so many people? I cried a bit, I couldn’t help it and everyone kept staring at me. That was awful – crying and having people watching me. What do they think they’re going to see?

         Police were at the funeral, too. Not just outside. They came into the church. And there were other uniforms there as well, like army or navy. I saw two lots of television cameras as well. Mum hardly cried at all but she kept hold of my arm all the time. It’s only us now. There are no cousins or uncles and aunts in our family. I miss Dad so much. I think about him all the time. I can still see that special joking smile of his.

         I’m on Quarry Road. Must have crossed the river. How long have I been riding? I check my watch. Plenty of time to get back. We live on the edge of town and it’ll be mostly downhill going home. I turn around and freewheel back toward the bridge. I suddenly feel as if I want to get home quickly and see Mum again. I don’t know why. I just want to make sure she’s all right, so I start pedalling again.

         A man in a suit stood up at the funeral and spoke about Dad. He said he worked with him in IT. Dad used to travel around a lot. Sometimes he was away for a week or two. He knew heaps about computers and worked for the government and big companies fixing all their problems.

         Another man spoke next. He was Chinese and was wearing a dark blue uniform that was Air Force or Navy. He said the same sort of good things about Dad. I liked him. It sounded as if he meant the things he said, like he really knew Dad.

         I come to our driveway. Stones spit out from under the wheels as I skid to a stop. Then I stand on the pedals and pump the bike up to the back yard. Mum must be all right. I know she’s here because I can smell toast.

         ‘Did you have a good ride?’ Mum says.

         I go up and hug her. ‘Yes it was good.’ And we stand and hug for a while.

         Mum puts my breakfast on the table.

         ‘I want you to come straight home after school today,’ she says. ‘There’s someone coming to see us.’

         ‘I usually ride around with Matthew,’ I say. ‘Can I go riding after?’

         Mum’s already had her breakfast but she sits down at the table with me.

         ‘Yes, love. Commander Lee only wants to see us for a short time. He’s one of the men who spoke at the funeral.’

         ‘Was he that Chinese man? I liked him.’

         ‘That’s the one. He has something very important to say to us. He was a good friend of your father.’

         Mum suddenly stands up and hurries into the front room. She must have heard something on the TV. I feel like I don’t want her to go. I get up too, and follow her. She’s watching something about the plane crash on one of the morning shows. I turn away and go back to my breakfast. I never watch any reports of the accident. Mum does. She’s collected all the newspaper stories about it, too. I couldn’t do that. It makes me sick thinking about it. I keep imagining Dad somewhere in the wreckage, and I can’t stand it.

         After breakfast I ride off to school. Matthew is the first person I see. He runs up and grabs me.

         ‘Pick a face,’ he says. ‘I’ll do any face you want. It’ll cheer you up.’

         ‘I don’t want to be cheered up.’

         I don’t know what I want, but I don’t want Matthew pulling faces and trying to make me happy.

         ‘This is a new one.’ Matthew pushes his nose to one side and has his eyebrows down. ‘Who is it?’ he says.

         I look back at him and don’t have any idea who it could be. And I don’t care. I used to think everything he did was hilarious, but now he’s just taking up space. I wish he’d stop.

         ‘Well?’ He keeps doing the face.

         ‘I don’t know, Matthew. And I don’t care.’

         ‘It’s a terrorist with a broken nose.’ He laughs as if he’s said something clever. ‘Don’t you get it? A terrorist!’

         ‘I don’t know what you’re talking about. You’re not making any sense.’

         ‘The plane crash,’ he says. ‘It was on the TV this morning. They found explosives. Someone shot the plane down with a missile. And that means a terrorist, right?’

         ‘What?’

         ‘Don’t you watch the news? It wasn’t an accident. The passengers were all murdered.’

         
            *

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 3

         

         All alone.

         I can’t believe it’s happening again. That same feeling I had when I was first told about Dad. The heavy buzzing in my head.

         I stare back at Matthew. ‘What did you say?’

         ‘Murdered,’ Matthew says. ‘Your dad was murdered by terrorists.’

         Matthew’s face looks different to me. He’s not trying to pull a face, it’s just that I notice every detail about it. And it doesn’t seem familiar. It’s not the face I used to know. His ears aren’t the same. There’s a curl hanging down on his forehead with a bit of dandruff stuck to it, and there’s something wrong with his smile. It’s as if he’s laughing at me. It doesn’t look like Matthew at all. In fact I don’t like the face. I hate that face. And as I watch, his head jerks back. A trickle of blood comes out of his nose. He steps backward and stares at me. There’s a purple-red mark on his cheek as if someone has punched him hard in the face. He wouldn’t stop talking about Dad. Matthew looks back at me like he doesn’t know me. My best mate’s face is a stranger’s face now. Then he gets angry and I think he’s going to come at me, but he doesn’t.

         My hand feels like I’ve punched someone, but I don’t remember doing it. I turn around and get on my bike. I ride away from school. Ride anywhere. I don’t care. As long as it’s nowhere near Matthew.

         Why would he think a terrorist face was funny? Could it be true about an explosion on the plane? A missile? Where would a missile come from? Another plane? From the ground? I can’t believe it. Why would anyone want to shoot down a passenger plane? But it must be true. It was on TV.

         I’ve been riding hard. I’m puffing. My heart is thumping. The top of the hill is still a fair way ahead. I won’t be able to make it. I’ll have to stop. I look around and see that I’ve already left town. The houses are a long way behind me. Where do I think I’m going? I can’t ride for ever. I push the bike off the road, over to a big rock that looks good to sit on.

         I can see the whole town from here. Most of it anyway. Not the bit down the river where the factories are, but all the houses and shops. St Mary’s Church pokes up high in the middle. I can see the oval where Dad used to take me to the footy. It’s a good town to live in. Plenty of places to ride my bike. Things have changed, though. They’ve changed a lot. I haven’t got a dad, and my best mate has started to behave like an idiot. I can’t understand Matthew going on and on about the plane and about terrorists. And trying to make a joke about it. He must have gone mad. It’s not a joke for someone to purposely try to kill other people. People they don’t even know. That’s got to be some seriously off-their-head person.

         The sun has changed its position. I’m not in the shade anymore, and it’s really hot. My arms are burning. There’s an overhanging ledge high up on the other side of the road. There’s a shady sort of cave underneath. I cross the road. It’s steeper on this side, so I leave my bike and climb up to the overhang. It’s a different view from here. I can’t see much of the town, only some of the river and off to the mountains in the distance.

         It’s good sitting alone. I can think. No-one making stupid jokes. I can think about Dad, and how I hate those monsters that killed him. That’s what they are. They’re monsters. They’re not people. They don’t deserve to live. If I could, I’d shoot them, and get even. But I don’t even know who they are.

         
            ***

         

         My body shudders, and I look around. The sun’s behind the rise now. It’s getting cold. I’ve been here for hours, since early in the morning. I’ve done a lot of thinking about terrorists, and I’ve made up my mind. They’re not going to get away with what they did. I’ll hunt them down and get them locked up. The only trouble is I don’t know how to do it yet. I’m not going to give up though, until I get them. I know I’m going to get them.

         It’s strange but I feel happier now that I’ve made up my mind. Not really happy, but a lot better. I don’t know how I’m going to do it, but I am going to do it. I’ll find a way even if it takes me the rest of my life.

         I’m hungry and my lips are dry. My watch says five o’clock.

         Mum! I forgot all about Mum. How could I do that? I’ve been sitting all day thinking about what happened to Dad, and I forgot all about Mum. I’ve got to get back and make sure she’s all right. I was supposed to go straight home after school. She won’t know where I am.

         I start the climb down to the road. I’m moving so fast I slip and fall. I slam down hard on my butt, so I move more carefully down the slope. I’ve nearly reached the flat part when I see a white van moving slowly along the road. It stops near my bike. Who could this be?

         I jump the rest of the way to the ground. The bushes are thick enough to hide me and I’ve got a good view of the van from here. I can tell if anyone gets out. Maybe they’ll drive on.

         As I watch, both front doors open, and the driver and passenger step out onto the road.

         
            *

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 4

         

         New hope.

         The driver is wearing a blue uniform. It’s Commander Lee. The passenger is Mum. She walks toward my bike with a worried look on her face. I don’t like to see her worried so I hurry over to her.

         She doesn’t say anything. She waits for me with her arms out. I run into them and give her a big hug.

         We load my bike in the back of the van.

         Then Mum talks all the way home. Mrs Grogan rang to tell her about the fight, and to tell her I had ridden away from school. Mum told her not to worry because she would find me. Then she walked around town looking in the places she thought I would be. She looked in both the parks in town and the library. When Commander Lee came to talk to us, he said he’d drive Mum around until they saw me.

         ‘You should never have punched Matthew,’ she says. ‘He’s always been your friend. You’ll have to say you’re sorry.’

         ‘I will, but it won’t make any difference. We can’t be friends again. Things have changed.’

         ‘And you shouldn’t have ridden off like that. I was worried.’

         ‘But I had to get away from Matthew, Mum. He wouldn’t stop talking about Dad and the plane crash, and anyway it gave me time to think. I’ve made up my mind what I’m going to do.’

         ‘What do you mean?’

         ‘I’m going to hunt down the terrorists for what they did.’

         ‘Yes, love,’ Mum says.

         ‘I mean it. Even if it takes me years. I might have to join the army and get them.’

         Mum doesn’t say any more.

         We arrive home and I take my bike around the back. Mum and Commander Lee follow. He’s not very tall, not as tall as Dad, but his uniform makes him look important.

         We go inside and sit at the kitchen table, and Commander Lee tells us what he wants to talk about. I like his voice. It’s friendly.
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