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Thrilling Stories of Adventure and Suspense

Written By-

Prabir Rai Chaudhuri

Disclaimer:

The stories in this book, "Adventures on Mystery Lane: Thrilling Stories of Adventure and Suspense," are works of fiction and are the result of the author's imagination. Any similarities to any person, characters, plot, places, time, or themes in reality or in any other forms of media are purely coincidental and unintentional.

The author has taken great care to ensure that the stories are purely fictional and do not contain any factual or instructional elements. The characters and events in these stories should not be taken as real or applied in any real-life situations. The author assumes no responsibility for any consequences that may arise from applying the events or actions in these stories in real life.

The author would also like to remind readers that this book is intended for entertainment purposes only. The book is not intended to be a substitute for any professional advice, nor does it contain any factual or instructional elements. The author assumes no responsibility for any consequences that may arise from relying on the information in this book.

The author also takes no responsibility for any errors, omissions, or inaccuracies in this book. While the author has taken great care to ensure the accuracy of the information contained in this book, the author makes no guarantees or warranties, either express or implied, about the completeness, accuracy, reliability, suitability, or availability of the information, products, services, or related graphics contained in this book.

In no event shall the author be liable for any loss or damage, including but not limited to indirect or consequential loss or damage, arising out of or in connection with the use or reliance on any information contained in this book.

Thank you for reading "Adventures on Mystery Lane: Thrilling Stories of Adventure and Suspense." We hope you enjoy the book and appreciate your understanding of this disclaimer.

Sincerely
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Dear Parents/Guardians,

Thank you for considering "Adventures on Mystery Lane: Thrilling Stories of Adventure and Suspense" for your child's reading material. We hope that this book will provide an enjoyable reading experience for your child.

We understand that as a parent or guardian, you have the responsibility to ensure that the material your child reads is appropriate and safe for their age and maturity level. Therefore, we would like to encourage you to read the stories first and then decide whether they are suitable for your child.

We would also like to remind you that the stories in this book are works of fiction and the result of the author's imagination. While we have taken great care to ensure that the content is appropriate for children, we cannot guarantee that every parent or guardian will agree. Therefore, we encourage you to use your own judgment and discretion when deciding whether this book is suitable for your child.

Furthermore, we would like to remind you that the stories in this book should not be applied or copied in real life. They are purely fictional and should be treated as such. We encourage you to remind your child that the events and actions in these stories should not be taken as real or applied in any real-life situations.

Thank you for taking the time to read this special note. We appreciate your support and understanding.

Sincerely,
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Dear Readers,

I am thrilled to present to you my book, "Adventures on Mystery Lane: Thrilling Stories of Adventure and Suspense." As a writer, I have spent countless hours crafting these stories with the aim of providing an exciting and entertaining reading experience for children.

My ultimate goal is to make children happy and allow them to enjoy their time with new ideas, playing, and growing up with a fun and fresh mind. I hope that the adventures of the four brave friends in this book will inspire children to explore their own imaginations and spark their curiosity for the world around them.

It's important to note that these stories are works of fiction, and are purely a result of my imagination. While the characters and events in these stories are not based on any real-life incidents or people, I hope they will still feel authentic and relatable to young readers.

As a responsible writer, I would like to remind readers that the events and actions portrayed in these stories should not be applied in real life. These stories are meant to be enjoyed as a form of entertainment, and are not meant to be taken as factual or instructional.

Lastly, I would like to emphasize that these stories are not just for kids. I believe that people of all ages can enjoy the excitement and adventure that "Adventures on Mystery Lane" has to offer.

Thank you for taking the time to read my book. I hope it brings you as much joy and excitement as it has brought me in writing it.

Sincerely,
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THE MYSTERY OF THE OLD ABANDONED STATION
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A pretty river, called the Lesse, runs through the village of Houyet in Belgium. A waterway very popular in summer with kayaking enthusiasts. At the exit of the village, there is an important starting point for the long descent of eighteen kilometers and with rugged terrain.

When you follow the river, by canoe or on foot on the path that runs along it, you quickly see on the right a disused building made of large gray stones. A building with a large, circular interior courtyard, from which a path starts, now overgrown with brambles, but which leads to the high wooded hill that dominates the medieval-style site.

Formerly, this building served as a station for King Leopold II. His train stopped there. The king passed through the round courtyard at the back and got into his carriage which, pulled by horses, climbed the hill to the castle, built on the height.

Today, kings no longer go to this house. The station, abandoned, is disused. The train still passes there. A line that serves the south of the province, but without stopping there.

At the exit of the village of Houyet, along the river, stretches a fairly long campsite. We find our friend Ethan, eleven years old, in the company of his parents. His friends and girlfriends enjoy a few pleasant days with him. The two girls and the two boys live in tents for their greatest happiness.

In short, our four friends were spending happy days, at the start of the long summer holidays, at the water's edge.

––––––––
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One particularly torrid afternoon, Ethan suggested that his companions follow the long-distance footpath which runs along the river. Just dressed in light and comfortable clothes, the ride promised to be pleasant, as it was often interrupted by many refreshing swims.

After half an hour, they came in sight of the old station. It reared its gray walls against the blue sky, along the railway track, between the bridge over the river and the tunnel dug in the hill.

The four children climbed through an age-rusted barbed wire fence, crossed the tracks (no train in sight), and entered the deserted building. They went into the back yard, overgrown with weeds. They noticed, as they turned around, a turret, also of gray stone, built above the roof of the station. She dominated the site.

They decided to play a game of hide and seek in the ruins. The scenery offered plenty of places to hide. Alex began counting to fifty. Everyone had agreed not to stray too far.

––––––––
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Linnea entered the right wing of the building. The station was completed by two constructions in a semicircle, like two giant arms, above which the royal carriage once passed. She slipped noiselessly into a sort of damp, cold black cellar, always sheltered from the sun. She shivered.

Looking around, she made out two large brick columns. She stood behind the first. The hiding place seemed excellent.

His eyes adjusted to the surrounding darkness. She noticed, just in front of her, a paper folded and slipped into a slot between two bricks. Curious, she grabbed it and unrolled it. Something was written, numbers maybe, but it was too dark to read them. Keeping the paper in hand, she joined the others because they were calling her. She showed them her find.

The message consisted of a letter and six numbers. First a crossed out T, then 06.21.48.

The children thought first of a telephone number, then of a secret code. But neither hypothesis held water. After a long moment of reflection, Ethan proposed a reasonable solution.

-06, he said. It's July 5. How about a date for tomorrow, July 6 ? 21.48 would then correspond to 9:48 p.m.

What was going to happen at 9:48 p.m., July 06, at this disused place? And what did the crossed out T mean? All four, very curious to know what event was going to happen in this old abandoned station, decided to return the next day to the scene, a little in advance and to observe.

––––––––
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The following day, therefore, they arrived in sight of the building around 9:30 p.m., with the authorization of Ethan's parents to take a long walk at nightfall, without specifying the purpose of their adventure.

They entered the station.

It seemed rather sinister to them in the last rays of the sun and in the first light of the moon. The lengthening shadows evoked a haunted castle, a mansion squatted by ghosts, ghosts, ghouls, perhaps...

They heard the sound of a harmonica.

A young man, who looked to be about eighteen or twenty, was playing leaning against the wall of the inner courtyard. The four children saw him as they entered. He put the harmonica in his pocket.

-What are you doing there ? he said rather curtly.

"We're taking a walk," replied Alex.

- This is neither the time nor the place to walk around. Go, disappear, he shouted.

As our friends hesitated, he pulled a switchblade from his jacket.

-And like that, you understand? he said, suddenly menacing.

All four, impressed, left the yard and crossed the rails again.

-Missed, said Linnea.

-What do we do ? added Alex. We won't see anything if we walk away.

-Let's walk to the campsite, Ethan suggested, but we're not going to get very far. Girls, keep quietly moving away, speaking loudly, so he can hear you. Name our names, he'll think we're all leaving. But we will divide. Alex and I are going back to the building. We will hide to observe in the shadow of the ruins.

––––––––
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The girls, chatting aloud, walked along the river towards the village, while the boys, in silence, turned around and retraced their steps. They finished their approach on all fours, then crawling along the tracks, near the tunnel.

At 9:47 p.m., they heard that slight crackling of the electric wires that one often hears when a train arrives. The two boys moved, then straightening up, stuck against the gray stone wall of the old station.

The locomotive passed over the bridge over the river, then skirted the old quay. Our friends saw an individual throw a brown package through the open window of one of the wagons. The convoy roared away and disappeared into the tunnel immediately following the station.

The young man with the harmonica, joined by an accomplice whom the children had not noticed earlier, took the package and ran towards the river below.

Our friends, convinced that they were dealing with two thieves, followed them. The two young people took a narrow path lined with brambles and nettles. Alex stopped after having scratched and pricked his legs several times. Ethan, also in shorts, forfeited in turn.

The two individuals were coming back. The boys lay face down in the brush so they wouldn't be spotted. Fortunately night, now completely fallen, hid them. 

The two young people passed without seeing our friends, then, following the old route of the royal carriage, they disappeared into the woods up the hill.

Alex and Ethan found Linnea and Celeste. They told the girls everything they had just discovered.

––––––––
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The next day, the four of them returned to the scene. Dressed in long jeans or overalls, this time they followed the path taken by the two young people. They arrived at the edge of the water. A small island here divided the river into two unequal parts. You had to wade through an area of ​​mud to get there.

The island, two meters wide and twelve long, was overgrown with brambles. A few old trees covered the place with their tall foliage.

No matter how hard our friends searched the ground, they found nothing. Thorns scratched their ankles and nettles stung their arms. Then, disappointed, they turned around and headed back to the old disused station.

-I would go back to the hiding place where I had found the appointment paper the day before yesterday, Linnea thought aloud. There may be another.

Accompanied by her friends, the little girl entered the dark cellar and approached the column. Well seen ! A new message was waiting, slipped like the other time between two bricks.

At first everyone thought they had come across the previous text, put back in place after having read it yesterday. But this time, the crossed out T was followed by 09.17.24.

A new appointment was fixed for two days later, at the end of the afternoon.

––––––––
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Our friends reflected, sitting all four at the edge of the river. They thought of the two young people they had glimpsed. Were they drug couriers? Or counterfeiters? Were they hiding gold, stolen money, documents?

"And why not spies?" ventured Ethan. And what does this crossed out T mean?

Then they made their plans for the next meeting. We had to organize well so as not to take too many risks.

-These individuals can be dangerous, feared Celeste.

"Especially since it will be broad daylight," added Linnea. The appointment is at 5 o'clock in the afternoon.

After making several proposals, immediately rejected because of their weaknesses or insufficiencies, Ethan submitted to his friends a strategy that everyone adopted.

- Celeste, said the boy, do you have your digital camera?

-Yes, at the campsite.

- Well, take it the day after tomorrow. You will stand along the rail, just after the bridge. From there, a bend in the track will allow you, with a little luck, to photograph the individual who throws the package on the platform when the train passes.

"Okay," said the little girl.

- Linnea. Of us four you are the most flexible. You climb trees the best. You will return to the island and hide in the branches.

-They will see me when they come...

-No. No reason for them to raise their heads. Instead, they will look down or behind them to make sure no one is following them.

-Good.

-Jean Claude. Climbing is yours. Do you think you can manage to reach the platform that serves as the roof of the old station?

-I think yes.

-When you then climb up the turret, you will have an eagle's nest, a perfect position to observe the train, the thieves and their departure for the island.

- And you, Ethan, what do you do?

- Me, I will climb in the hill by the old royal way and I will observe the places with binoculars, if I find some.

––––––––
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Thirty minutes before the meeting, two days later, each of our friends was in his place.

Linnea, sitting astride high in a tree on the island, was reading a book to pass the time.

Celeste had just turned on her camera. Her position was perilous, because if she got too close to the rail, she risked getting hit by the train, and if she strayed too far from it, she would overhang the river and could fall into it.

Alex was on the roof of the station. Hidden behind the crenellations which served as decorative battlements, it tanned in the sun.

As for Ethan, he followed the royal road, strewn with stones and overgrown with wild plants. He stopped at a place where the view was clear. He clearly saw his boyfriend, and as he knew the presence of the girls, he guessed Linnea in the tree and Celeste along the railway, near the bridge. He sat down on a small wall, his legs dangling.

––––––––
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At 5:10 p.m., fourteen minutes before the train arrived, Ethan heard a noise behind him. Someone was coming down from the top of the hill. This he did not expect. He saw the young man playing the harmonica, accompanied by another. They followed the path that passed in front of him.

The boy could only do one thing, leap across the wall he was sitting on, get on his stomach, and pray not to be spotted. While jumping, he slipped in a puddle of mud which stagnated there.

-Why did I choose this place? grumbled our friend in a low voice. No luck.

She was sticking to him now everywhere. His shorts, his t-shirt, his sneakers, everything was impregnated with it. He remained lying behind the wall and waited stoically.

The two bandits approached and passed without seeing him. Ethan heard snippets of their conversation.

-Here, look. I see a kid on the roof of the station.

-I recognize him. He was hanging out in the cellars a few days ago. A dirty little spy, you might say. He must suspect something.

Ethan wanted to warn his friend by sign, but Alex was looking the other way. One of the two young people reached the foot of the tower. The other entered.

-You, the boy, up there, get down from there.

For a moment our friend considered the idea of ​​replying to them: “Come and get me if you can,” but he didn't dare. He joined them with fear in his stomach.

The two young people took a step towards our friend.

-Approach.

Alex came forward, obedient. One of the men pulled a switchblade from his pocket. He pointed it against the boy's chest, which was not giving off, and stabbed him through his t-shirt.

-The next time I see you hanging around here, I'll stick the knife in. Go away.

On leaving, much obliged, Alex shouted his anger and his disappointment.

- Not only are you hunting me, but also with a switchblade. The weapon of cowards.

––––––––
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Our friend first moved away a little, then, changing his mind, he headed for the island where his sister was hiding. He lay down in the tall grass and waited, ready to step in if needed.

Celeste heard the train approach behind her. He passed a few centimeters. She felt the gusts of wind moved by the wagons. She clung to the iron post she was leaning against.

Then, after the van passed, she planted herself well on her own two feet, grabbed her digital camera and photographed just as two hands threw a brown package out of a window. One of the youngsters grabbed it and sped towards the island.

Linnea saw him arrive. She closed her book and looked. He slipped into the muddy water and advanced toward the southern tip. There he stooped and pushed aside ferns, brambles, and branches. He swept away some dead leaves, revealing a wooden trapdoor.

The bandit lifted the lid, put the bundle in the hole, then put the dead leaves and plants back in place. No one could suspect the presence of a hiding place there.

He left to join his accomplice. Both went up the hill by the king's way. They passed near Ethan who hid again. The boy followed them.

At the top, the path stopped at the edge of a road. A motorcycle was waiting tied to a tree. They got in one behind the other, put on their helmets and drove off.

––––––––
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Ethan went back down to find the other three. They all ran to the island. Linnea showed them where the thieves were setting up their hiding place.

Our friends pushed aside the dead branches and leaves and lifted the hatch. Three tied packages were piled up there. They took one out and tore the brown paper. These bags contained small sachets of white powder.

"Drugs," said the four friends to each other.

The village pharmacy might still be open. It closes at seven o'clock. Taking one of the bags, they rushed into it after putting the trapdoor and the dead leaves back in place.

––––––––
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The pharmacist examined the powder. He confirmed the presence of drugs. He advised the children to go and entrust this to the gendarmerie as soon as possible.

- I eliminate this horror, he said. And don't play with it.

Our friends went to the village police station. They recounted their adventure. The attendant only listened half-heartedly. He hardly believed the story. And to their misfortune, the photo taken by Celeste was completely blurry and unusable.

-Try to amuse yourself with other games during your holidays, said a commissioner. Tourists are numerous and our time is very precious. Don't bother us anymore with your little adventures.

-Access to the old disused station is prohibited, launched another who had just entered the office.

"You have too much imagination or you read too many books," said a third.

One of them left his business card, with a telephone number, as he drove them back to the street.

-If you see real bandits, call us. But that would surprise me. Our village lives in peace, far from all these things.

Alex took the box and our friends headed for the campsite for the evening meal, quite disappointed.

––––––––
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They returned to the station the next morning. They saw no message in the slot in the column of the old cellar. In the afternoon, they could not take care of their business. They were going on an excursion with Ethan's parents.

The next day, July 11, they discovered a new text in the usual place. T 12 22 12.

This time, the letter T was not crossed out. But what is the meaning of this letter?

The future appointment therefore seemed fixed for the following evening. They asked the parents for permission to go for a walk at night.

- Granted, provided you remain very careful, added the mother.

How right she was!

––––––––
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This time, our friends split into two teams. As luck would have it, Ethan and Celeste would stay together. Linnea inherited from her brother.

Given that the thieves knew Alex, whom they had already met twice, it seemed preferable that he not show himself. Ethan, author of the plan, decided that his friend would hide with his sister along the royal road, on the hill overlooking the old station. He was counting on staying in that dark, damp cellar with Veronique. The one where Linnea had discovered the messages.

––––––––
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Night was falling. Veronique was shivering. Ethan offered his friend to hug her to warm her up, but she refused.

The two young people, the one playing the harmonica and the other, went down the hill. They reached the station and sat down on the platform.

Two minutes before the train arrived, one of them got up and turned on a red distress lamp which began to flash. He went to put it down along the rails at the entrance to the tunnel.

At 10:11 p.m. the convoy approached. The driver saw the light and thought that work or some danger existed in the tunnel. He stopped his train. He got out of the locomotive and picked up the lamp. He turned it off and then returned to his post. He called the Houyet station, upstream.

-Hello, Paul? Maxim here. Train 048. I'm at the old King's station. What's going on in the tunnel?

-Nothing, why ?

-I just saw a hazard lamp lit on my track.

- We don't know anything here. Advance slowly. Anyway, the convoy following you doesn't pass until 12:25 am. Take your time.

The train departed.

During the stop, the door of one of the carriages had opened, and a man had come out onto the platform. He had shaken hands with his accomplices.

And here is the explanation of the famous T. barré, nobody left the convoy. Not barred, that means: stop the train, the leader goes down to the platform.

––––––––
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-Change of program, said the man who got off the train and who was the boss of the group. I have to show you something first. We go to our hiding place. On the way, and fast.

Celeste, who was shivering with cold in her too light clothes, sneezed.

The man who had just got off the train grabbed a gun from his pocket. The harmonica player opened his switchblade. The third turned on a powerful flashlight. They walked quickly towards Ethan and his friend.

-You again, shouted the individual on the harmonica.

- Have you ever seen them? said the leader of the band.

-It's two others, but I bet their buddies aren't far away. A gang of four kids. They've been lurking around here spying on us for a week.

Ethan and Celeste, always under the threat of the revolver, weren't leading the way.

-Come on, cried the leader, and don't try to run away.

Our two friends, much obliged to obey, went up the king's road.

Alex and Linnea watched without intervening. Against three men and a gun, what could they do?

They followed the group discreetly, up to the top of the hill. There, passes a concrete road. The thieves advanced towards two motorcycles hidden behind the wall of a ruined house.

- We'll get the car, Bryan and I. You, he said to the harmonica player, you are waiting for us here with them. Lock them in the basement of this shack. I give you my gun.

The motorcycles moved away. The one who remained forced Ethan and Celeste down a staircase that led to a cellar overgrown with plants and rubble. He closed the door behind them. Then he sat down on the steps in front of the house.

-If you go up or try to flee, I will hear you and I will shoot you in the legs, so you won't get far. Understood ?

The two friends, very frightened, sat down against the wall of the dark and dilapidated room. Unable to escape. A narrow screened window seemed inaccessible. The stairs led to the bandit who was waiting for his leader, the weapon resting on his knees.

––––––––
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Alex and Linnea had followed their friends. They were thinking, well hidden and protected by the night. No one suspected their presence a few steps from the ruined house.

"I'm going to try to free them," whispered the boy.

-How will you do ? his sister worried.

-I'm going to try to go behind, making a detour through the woods. Like in a boy scout night game. If I'm caught, run for the police.

-All right. I promise you. But be careful. He could use his weapon.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Ty
Adventure and Suspense

: Prabir Rai Chaudhuri





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





