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  For Maddie and PJ – you guys scare me.
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  TRAPPED




  Carter Novack pulled hard on the school front doors. He pushed, tugged again and pounded on the door with the side of his fist.

  ‘What the heck?!’




  Thick chains were wrapped around the handles. A heavy padlock sealed the deal. Carter was locked inside – trapped in Buzz Aldrin Primary School on a Friday night. He yanked again on

  the front doors. The clatter echoed in the corridors, bouncing off pale green walls and tiled floors.




  A girl in jeans and a North Face jacket stood watching him. Her name was Esme. She was tall and string-bean thin and wore a frown.




  Esme cleared her throat. Carter turned his head to look at her. ‘What?’




  ‘You’ll break it,’ Esme said.




  ‘Are you my mother?’ Carter asked.




  ‘I . . . what?’




  ‘I asked, “Are you my mother?” Because if you’re not, then you can stay out of my business,’ Carter said.




  Esme’s lips tightened to a narrow line. She didn’t know Carter, but she knew his type – boys who made rude jokes and interrupted in the classroom.




  Carter vibrated with frustration. He suddenly kicked out at the lock, hard, three times: WHAM, WHAM,

  WHAM! The violence frightened Esme Millstein. But it also made her heart quicken, pitter-pat. He was very strong.




  Footsteps approached from the east wing of the building, coming from the music room. A small, gum-chewing boy named Arnold Chang soon arrived. His baseball cap was screwed on sideways.




  Esme knew Arnold from her Year Four class last year. Arnold was very clever, but strange. Most boys were. At least, that’s the way Esme figured it.




  Now, three Year Five students paused in the main hallway.




  ‘It’s locked?’ Arnold asked.




  Carter shot him a look. ‘Ya think, Sherlock?’




  ‘So, we’re trapped?’ Arnold asked. He looked to Esme.




  ‘I guess,’ she mumbled.




  ‘There’s got to be another way out,’ Carter announced. He stormed off in the direction of the library and the Reception classrooms.




  Esme sucked on a strand of hair. ‘Do you have a phone?’ she asked Arnold.




  ‘At home,’ he answered. ‘You?’




  ‘I’m not allowed, I mean –’ Esme corrected herself, ‘I don’t have a phone, not at the moment.’




  A smile snuck across Arnold’s face. ‘Not at the moment?’ he repeated.




  Esme ignored Arnold’s tone. ‘Where are all the teachers?’




  Arnold glanced at the wall clock. ‘It’s nearly six o’clock on a Friday night. They’re probably all home by now.’ With a dip of his left shoulder, he let his

  backpack drop to the floor with a thud. The top part of a skateboard poked out of it. ‘I cruised by to get some books,’ he said. ‘I was surprised the place was even

  open.’




  The sound of rattling chains came from around the corner, followed by a scream.




  Arnold didn’t wait. He scooped up his backpack, leaped on the skateboard, and pushed off down the hallway.
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  NO WI-FI




  Esme caught up with the boys outside the library.




  ‘Locked!’ Carter fumed. The muscles in his neck twitched. ‘Every door, it’s the same thing. Chains and locks.’




  ‘Chill, dude,’ Arnold said, laughing. ‘We’ll figure it out.’




  Esme tried the library door. It opened. ‘Don’t worry. We can use the phone.’




  Carter nodded. Arnold rolled slowly forward on his skateboard.




  ‘You know those aren’t allowed in school,’ Esme said. ‘Skateboards are against the rules.’




  A look of disbelief passed between Arnold and Carter. Was she for real? Esme extended a long arm across the doorway, blocking their path.




  ‘Seriously?’ Arnold asked.




  ‘This is the library,’ Esme whispered with a slight quiver in her voice, as if talking about a sacred place. ‘No skateboards.’




  Carter ducked under Esme’s outstretched arm. But Arnold stood at the threshold, thinking it over. He finally said, ‘I remember you from Mr Hotaling’s class. We called you

  “Little Miss Perfect”. You used to remind him when he forgot to give us homework.’
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