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Chapter One 

My name is Tamara Jackson, but my friends call me TJ. This is the story 

of–Wait... I said friends, didn’t I? Who am I kidding? Friends… The truth is I 

only have one real friend, Kaylee, and she’s the only one who calls me TJ. I 

know, I know, it’s boring isn’t it? By now you’re probably wondering why 

someone with an obvious nickname, and only one friend, thinks she has a story 

to tell. Well I suppose you’ll just have to keep reading to find out. So let me 

start again.  

My name is Tamara Jackson, and this is the story of how my life became 

anything but boring. 

It all started simply enough. I woke up, brushed my teeth and dressed for 

school like I’d done so many times before. Today, I was sure, would be another 

boring day, filled with boring subjects, boring teachers, and boring activities. 

At least it was sunny, I thought, as I stuffed my lunch in my bag and 

headed out the door. 

“You’ve got ballet tonight so don’t be late,” Mum called from the 

kitchen, “and stand up straight.” 
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She was always saying stuff like that. For some reason my posture was a 

source of keen interest to my mother. I fumbled about with my headphones, 

hoping to drown out the endless stream of reminders. 

Ahh, that’s better. There may have been a lot of boring stuff in my life 

right now but music always made me happy. 

I arrived at school and emptied my bag into my locker. Usually Kaylee 

would be waiting there for me. She wasn’t. I looked around for her but couldn’t 

find her anywhere when the bell rang, signalling the start of class.  

Great, just great. I rolled my eyes and trudged into class where I sat 

staring at the clock, willing the day to be over quickly. 

My teacher, Mr. Newhorn, came in and plonked his brown leather satchel 

onto his desk. He always had it with him. Everyone joked that he slept with it 

under his pillow. He didn’t sit down and the expression on his face made me 

nervous. Something was up. 

“Good morning class,” he said as he reached into the satchel and pulled 

out a sheaf of papers. “Please take your seats, and get your pencils out.” 

Oh, please no, not a pop quiz. I looked around the room; I wasn’t the only 

one who looked worried.  

“You’ll have fifty minutes to finish the test.” Mr. Newhorn stalked the 

classroom, laying the sheets of paper face down on the corner of everyone’s 

desk. “And there’ll be no talking until time’s up.”  

It was as if he said that specifically for my benefit. 
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Could this day get any worse? 

The answer, apparently, was yes.  

At home in my room after school, I hunted around the floor for my 

leotard. I was so angry after last week’s practice, that I just stripped it off and 

threw it on the floor, instead of placing it in the laundry basket. Now I was 

going to have to wear the stinky outfit for a second week in a row. I eventually 

located the pungent garment and held it to my nose. It wasn’t pretty. 

“Mum,” I called. “Do I really have to go to ballet tonight?” 

“Of course, dear,” came her reply from downstairs. “Tonight is the 

casting for the recital, you can’t miss that.” 

Kill me now. 

I sprayed the leotard with deodorant, in a futile attempt to disguise the 

stench, and then shrugged it on over my stockings. I tried to ignore the smell of 

stale sweat as I coaxed my hair into a bun, using several dozen bobby pins and a 

thick layer of hairspray.  

Unimpressed, I came downstairs so that mum could take me to the studio, 

where I spent the next few hours being ignored for all the lead roles. The only 

person who was surprised I’d been consigned to the corps de ballet was my 

mother. 

“You’re a much better dancer than that Felicity girl,” she said in the car 

on the way home, “and you’ve been there much longer than the O’Neil sisters. 

What is wrong with that woman?” 
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It was nice to know mum thought highly of my talent, but hopefully, one 

day, she’d figure out just how much I hated ballet. At least it was behind me for 

another week. 

Or so I thought. 

I showered as soon as I got home and made sure that twice stunk leotard 

was well and truly placed in the laundry basket. Then, with my daily obligations 

behind me, I went up to my room with the plan to do something fun for a couple 

of hours before going to sleep.  

I turned my computer on hoping to find Kaylee online. I needed to talk to 

her. It was weird that she didn’t answer her phone or return any of my calls 

today. 

I liked working on the computer. It was one of the few things I really 

enjoyed doing, and it was something I was really good at too. I don’t want to 

brag, but the things I can do with a computer put some seasoned professionals 

to shame. I was often called in to help the school’s IT manager – what a joke – 

out of some technical bind. 

Kaylee’s icon was red, which meant that she wasn’t online. What was 

going on with her? As a last resort I decided to check my email. There was 

nothing from her, but I did see a message from the Betty Lord Dance Academy. 

“Oh, great. Now what?” I often talked to myself when I was annoyed. 

Apparently my dance class were expected to attend a fund raising party at the 

community centre tomorrow night. I didn’t recall anyone say anything about a 
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party at rehearsal. “There’s no way I’m going to this,” I said, my finger 

hovering over the delete key. 

“Did you see the email from Mrs. Lord?” My mum called out from 

downstairs. 

I checked the address and saw that the email had been sent to her as well. 

Damn it. There’d be no getting out of it now. 

# # # 

The next day at school was no better than the day before. No, Mr 

Newhorn didn’t spring another pop quiz on us. It was horrible for two reasons. 

Kaylee was absent again, and I had PE today.  

Truth is, I don’t mind PE, I’m actually quite co-ordinated. Despite my 

hatred of dancing I will admit that my fitness, balance, and hand-eye co-

ordination was much better because of it.  

Callum was the reason that PE was a problem.  

Callum was normally a pretty quiet boy, but for some reason he came out 

of his shell during PE. No-one was safe, as he muscled his way through anyone 

and everything to put his stamp on whatever game we were playing. 

But no matter how bad the day was, I didn’t want it to end. The far less 

pleasant prospect of the fund raiser was ahead of me. So, when the bell rang at 

three o’clock signalling the end of PE and the end of school, I was actually 

disappointed. My feet dragged as I walked to my locker; I took my time 
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collecting my things and ended up being one of the last people to leave the 

school.  

I walked the long way home, losing myself in my music. There was no 

need for me to rush. I knew that Mum would have everything laid out for me. 

She felt it was important I looked my best at these types of things.  

I loved my mum, and we usually got on well, but for some reason we just 

couldn’t see eye to eye when it came to dancing. Maybe it was because she 

wanted to be a professional dancer when she was young. She got close to 

making it too, but then she had me and that was the end of that. 

I sometimes felt like it was my fault that she didn’t achieve her dream, so 

I didn’t fight her. I just kept my mouth shut, went to rehearsal, did just enough 

to avoid getting in trouble, and prayed that one day she’d see how pointless the 

whole thing is. 

I was still waiting for that last part. 

At home, I ate a quick dinner then went upstairs to get dressed. I wasn’t 

in the mood for an argument so I wore whatever Mum had picked out. She 

didn’t have bad taste, but she was a little conservative. The light grey long 

sleeved top and dark grey smock dress she’d selected was true to form, so I 

added a touch of flair with a leopard print scarf and leggings. If I had to go to 

this stupid party, at least I wouldn’t look like a total dork. 

“Let’s get this over with.” I said to my mum as I came downstairs. 
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She scowled. “Tamara, if you relaxed a bit, you might even enjoy 

yourself.” 

“I doubt it,” I muttered, and followed her out the door. 

# # # 

The community centre was dark when we pulled into the car park. Mum 

backed into a spot close to the door and looked around. There was no-one else 

around. 

“Maybe it’s been cancelled,” I said, wishing it to be true. 

Mum took out her phone and opened the email. “Surely they would have 

told us that, and the date is definitely today. It might be around the back. Do 

you want me to wait?” 

“No,” I opened the door and climbed out. “It’s okay. I’ll call you when 

it’s done.”  

On the street opposite the car park was a coffee shop. The brightly lit 

interior looked very inviting, and I almost decided to blow this party off and 

spend the evening there. But then I thought of the torrent of emails that would 

result from my lack of attendance and it really didn’t seem worth it.  

I waved as Mum drove away and walked to the rear entrance of the 

community centre. The back door was open. 

It looked like Mum was right. 
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“Please let this be over quickly.” I took a deep breath, then smoothed 

down my dress and entered the building.   

As soon as I crossed the threshold I could tell that something wasn’t right. 

The community centre was too quiet. Even if I was early, there should have 

been chefs or serving staff doing whatever it was they did to get ready for the 

event. 

The main hall was directly ahead. The doors stood open, and the lights 

were on, but it too looked empty. Curious, and with nowhere else to go, I 

entered the large hall. My heels clacked on the polished wooden floor and 

echoed from the walls. 

Where is everybody? I was beginning to regret telling Mum to leave me. 

There was a loud clunk as the double doors slammed shut. My head 

whipped around, and my eyes darted left and right. No-one was there. 

What was going on? 

“Hello, Tamara.” A voice boomed over the PA system. 

I spun around. As far as I could tell there wasn’t anyone else in the room. 

“Who are you?” I said, my heart hammering in my chest. 

“Your country needs you, Tamara.” 

My what? I turned around again, trying to figure out where the speaker 

might be. “I think you have me confused with someone else.” 

“No, Tamara,” the deep voice boomed, “it is you we need.” 
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“Okay, this has been fun and everything, but I think I’ll be leaving now.” 

I started walking toward the door. 

“If you want to save Kaylee, you will listen to me.” 

Kaylee? I stopped. “What are you talking about?” 

“Your friend, Kaylee, is in danger. We need your help to save her.” 

“My help?” 

“Yes. We have been keeping an eye on you, Tamara. You are just what 

we need to save your friend.” 

Kaylee was in trouble? Of course I would help. “What do you need me to 

do?” 

“Excellent. Agent Eleven will brief you.” 

“Agent Eleven?” 

“That’s correct,” the voice said. “You will be agent Thirteen.” 

Just then, the community centre doors opened and Callum walked in. At 

least it looked like Callum, kind of, he was different somehow. He was wearing 

runners, faded blue jeans, and a tight red tee-shirt under a black leather jacket. 

A backpack was slung over one shoulder and his hair was nicely styled. He 

looked for all the world like he’d just come from a photo shoot. 

“Hello, Thirteen. I am Agent Eleven.” 

“Callum? Is that you?” 

“I am called Eleven, not Callum. Please refer to me using my designated 

handle.” 
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My jaw dropped. “You have got to be kidding me?” 

“I assure you, this is no joke,” Callum said as he approached. 

Is he serious? Since when did he talk like that? “Callum, it’s me, Tamara. 

Drop the fancy tone and speak like a normal person.” 

He smiled, and immediately he looked like the goofy boy I saw every day 

at school. 

“That’s more like it,” I said. “Now what is going on?” 

He reached into his pocket and took out his mobile phone. He moved his 

fingers about the screen for a moment then held it up. Kaylee’s voice sounded 

from the speaker. 

“Eleven, this is Ten. I’m...” The message was badly broken up with static. 

“... looks deserted ... sure the tomb is ... will contact ... tomorrow.” 

Callum returned the phone to his pocket. “I received that message two 

days ago, and she hasn’t made contact since.” 

I knew it was weird that she wasn’t returning my calls. My concern for 

Kaylee overcame any apprehension over what I might be getting myself into. 

“What was all that about a tomb?”  

Callum nodded. “She was investigating a tomb, but the thing is, we don’t 

know which tomb.” 

“There can’t be that many tombs in town.” 

“You’re right. We’ve narrowed it down to the museum or the cemetery.” 

“Okay, so let’s check them out.” 
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Callum looked me up and down. “You’re not exactly dressed for it.” 

“Well, there’s nothing I can do about that,” I said, my hands on my hips.  

He tossed me the backpack. “In there you’ll find a change of clothes and 

your phone.” 

“I already have a phone.” 

“Not like this one.” He smiled. “Get changed and we’ll head off.” 

“I should call my mum.” 

Callum shook his head. “You can’t say anything to anyone. Not yet.” 

“But she’ll be worried.” 

“She’s not expecting you until eleven thirty. We’ve got plenty of time.”  
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Chapter Two 

I went to the bathroom and changed into the clothes Callum had given 

me. I did feel a little bit bad as I stuffed my party dress and shoes into the 

backpack.  

Mum definitely wouldn’t have liked to see that. I put my new phone in 

with my clothes and slung the backpack over my shoulder as I left the 

Community Centre.  

Callum was waiting for me in the car park. He sat astride a bright yellow 

scooter, fiddling with the straps on his helmet. He smiled when he saw me. 

“Where to?” 

“Are we going on that?” 

“Sure.” He shrugged and handed me his spare helmet. “Unless you’d 

rather walk.” 

I took the helmet; it sure was turning into a night full of new experiences.  

“So, where to?” Callum asked as I secured the straps under my chin. 

“The museum. Kaylee –” 

“Ten.” 

His interruption threw me. “What?” 

“It’s Ten, not Kaylee. Don’t say her name, it’s important.” 
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I looked at him blankly. “But you just –” 

“I know. I won’t do it again.” 

Whatever. I took a deep breath. “I remember seeing Ten looking at 

museum brochures a couple of days ago.” 

“Fair enough.” He looked at his watch. “We’d better hurry. The museum 

closes in fifty minutes.” 

I climbed onto the back of the scooter. Callum grabbed my arms and 

pulled them around his waist. 

“Hold on.”  

I did just that. 

I won’t say that Callum was a bad driver, because that simply wouldn’t 

be true. I think the word that best describes Callum’s technique is efficient. If 

there was a way to save time, either by cutting a corner, or by going the wrong 

way down a one way street, or even using a set of stairs, then Callum did it. But 

the amazing thing about his driving was that I never once felt nervous. 

It was still thirty minutes to closing time when we got there. I ran up to 

buy tickets while Callum parked the bike.  

“So where’s this tomb?” he said when he met me in the foyer a few 

minutes later. 

We looked at the tourist map in the centre of the room. There were two 

possibilities, an Egyptian Tomb on level 2 and a Ming Dynasty Tomb on the 

ground floor.  
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“We don’t have much time so we should split up. I’ll take Egypt and you 

take China. Okay?” 

I nodded. 

“Call me if you find anything.” He turned and walked away. 

“I don’t have your number.” 

“Yes you do,” he called back and ran up the stairs. 

Oh yeah, the phone. I’d forgotten about that. I rummaged around in the 

backpack and took out the phone. It was different from any phone I’ve ever 

seen before.  

“How do you even turn this thing on?” There were no buttons visible 

anywhere; it looked just like a single sheet of polished black glass. I ran my 

fingers along the edges hoping to feel something that would give me a clue 

when a green circle appeared on the front screen under my thumb. 

I almost dropped it when it vibrated and writing appeared on the screen. 

AUTHORISATION INITIATED 

HELLO AGENT 

“Umm, hello phone,” I said without thinking. What kind of crazy person 

says hello to their phone? 

VOICE PRINT VERIFIED 

ACCESS CONFIRMED 

Moments later the writing was replaced with a series of coloured tiles 

with icons representing different functions. I touched one that looked like an 
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address book and was presented with a list of numbers from One to Twelve. 

Most of the list was greyed out, only the entry for Eleven was highlighted. 

“I guess I do have your number.” I shrugged and slid the phone into my 

pocket, then headed off toward the Ming tomb at the rear of the building.  

I couldn’t remember how long since I’d last been to the museum. It was 

probably a school excursion a few years back, but obvious a lot has changed 

since then. There was a lot of interesting stuff here, and I made a mental note to 

visit this place more often. 

I walked straight to the Ming tomb exhibit. There didn’t seem to be 

anyone else around, it was as if we had the whole place to ourselves.  

The tomb wasn’t real of course. It was a huge room in the museum that 

had been modified to look like a tomb. An information stand beside the stone 

arch leading in to the exhibit said that this was a replica of the Dingling Tomb 

which means Tomb of Stability. I was very happy to read that; I needed some 

stability at the moment. A huge stone, at least it looked like stone, statue stood 

beside the entrance, a man’s face, with a moustache and big ears. The peaceful 

expression and long flowing robes made it look wise. I wondered if it was a 

statue of Emperor Wanli who was buried in the real Dingling Tomb. 

I didn’t have time to indulge my curiosity so I walked under the arch and 

entered the fake tomb. Even though I knew it wasn’t the real thing, it still felt a 

little creepy. 



  TJ Thirteen 

16  Story Time 

Electric candles stood on pedestals in each corner of the room, bathing 

the entire tomb in a flickering orange light. Polished stone tiles covered the 

walls and floor, the arched ceiling was covered in tiles made from woven reeds, 

making everything smell vaguely of sandalwood. An intricately carved stone 

platform occupied the centre of the room, upon which rested a decorative coffin. 

Two smaller platforms were placed on either side also with coffins on them; the 

Emperor’s two wives according to the plaque on the wall. All three coffins were 

covered in elaborate designs and polished to a high sheen. They were 

surrounded by ornamental vases, red coloured boxes, pieces of jade and other 

precious looking objects. 

It was pretty amazing really; the museum had obviously spent a lot of 

money to make the tomb look authentic. I walked right around the room, 

looking for any clue that Kaylee might have been here. I might have to call her 

Ten when talking to Callum, but she was still Kaylee to me. 

I didn’t find anything on my first lap but the second time around I noticed 

something unusual wedged under one of the coffins; a rectangular piece of 

polished black glass about as thick as my finger. 

Kaylee’s phone. 

I almost missed it. If I hadn’t been playing with my own phone just a few 

minutes ago I would never have seen it for what it was. I quickly glanced 

around to make sure I was still alone and grabbed it. Even though I knew it 
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belonged to Kaylee I still felt guilty about taking it, like I was stealing from the 

museum somehow. 

I held the phone up to my mouth. 

“Turn on.” 

Nothing happened.  

“Turn on,” I said, louder this time. 

Still nothing. 

How do you work these things? I was starting to get a bit annoyed when 

my phone buzzed in my pocket. Callum was calling me.  

“Hello.” 

“Hi, Thirteen. Have you found anything?” 

“I think I’ve found Kayl- Ten’s phone, but I can’t figure out how to turn 

it on.” 

“That’s great. I’ll be right down.” 

He wasn’t joking. By the time I put my phone back in my pocket Callum 

was standing at the entrance to the tomb. That boy is fast. 

I handed him the phone and watched while he pressed his thumb on the 

screen. Nothing happened. His brow furrowed and he scratched his head. 

“Maybe it’s been damaged?” I suggested. 

“You can’t break these things.” He looked around the room. “Where did 

you find it?” 

I showed him.  
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“That explains it. It’s run out of power.” 

“There’s probably a socket somewhere nearby. Do you have a charger?” 

He smiled. “Don’t need one. Follow me.” 

We left the tomb and went to a large display area. He walked up to one of 

the powerful flood lights on the wall and held the phone up to it. A few seconds 

later he took it down. 

“What was that for?” 

“It’s solar powered. I was charging it.” 

“But you barely held it there.” I’d seen solar calculators before but this 

was just too much. 

“I told you, these aren’t like normal phones.” 

Evidently. Obviously I was going to have to read the manual as soon as 

possible. 

He placed his thumb on the glass and the screen came to life. 

“So that’s how you turn it on.” 

He chuckled slightly as he scrolled through the phone’s usage records; 

obviously my ignorance was amusing to him. 

“It looks like that phone call to me was the last thing she did.” 

“Do these phones have a camera?” Maybe Kaylee had some pictures that 

could help. 

“Good thinking.” Callum selected the picture library and held the phone 

up so we could both see the screen. 



  TJ Thirteen 

19  Story Time 

Kaylee had taken some pictures. Callum thumbed his way through half a 

dozen shots, all of them were of the Ming tomb we’d just left, but the shots 

revealed an opening against the back wall. I didn’t remember seeing anything 

like that. 

A voice came over the loudspeaker. “May I please have your attention? 

The museum will be closing in five minutes. Please make your way to the exit. 

We would like to thank you for your patronage and look forward to seeing you 

on your next visit.”  

Callum looked at me. “We’ve got to find that door.” 

I followed him back into the tomb and the two of us searched the stone 

clad wall for anything that might show us how to open the hidden door. I 

figured it couldn’t be anything obvious so I stood back and thought for a 

moment. I found Kaylee’s phone over by the coffins, the photos look like they 

were taken close to where I found it. Was that significant? With nothing else to 

go on I started poking and prodding at the patterns on the coffins. I pressed my 

hand down on one of the long legged birds and heard a faint click. 

I froze. In my mind I’d just tripped the museum security system. I was 

fully expecting to hear alarm bells and be trapped by steel bars falling from the 

ceiling. Instead, all I heard was Callum. 

“You did it.” He pulled the hidden door open. “Let’s go.” 

“What? In there?” 
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“Of course.” He looked at me like I had grown a second head. “We can’t 

stay out here. The museum will be closed soon.” 

I shrugged and entered the tunnel beyond the hidden door. Callum 

followed me in and closed the door behind us. It was completely dark. 

I don’t like enclosed spaces. 

I could feel myself start to get anxious. I started breathing rapidly, my 

heart beating very quickly and my hands were sweaty. This wasn’t good. 

I reached out and grabbed Callum’s arm. My mind was filled with visions 

of the walls slowly closing in us. Just as I was about to head back to the tomb, 

Callum turned on a torch and I could see where I was. I still wasn’t okay but at 

least I could see that the walls weren’t moving. 

“Take this,” he whispered, handing the torch to me. I took it and held it 

up while he took another one out of his backpack. “You ready?” 

I looked at him blankly. “Not really.” 

“Listen, I know this may seem like it’s all going a bit fast,” he placed his 

hand on my shoulder, “but you wouldn’t be here if you couldn’t handle it.” 

“I’m okay.” I took a deep breath. This was weird enough without Callum 

giving me a pep talk. “Lead on.” 

With our torches lighting the way, we walked along the tunnel. It 

spiralled down for what seemed like a long way until we came to a steel door. It 

looked like one of those safe doors you sometimes see in the movies; with bolts 

all around the outside and a fancy keypad in the middle. 



  TJ Thirteen 

21  Story Time 

 How were going to get past that? “Now what?” 

Callum nudged me. “Now it’s time for you to get to work.” 

“What?” 

“This is an electronic lock.” 

I raised an eyebrow. “So?” 

“You’re supposed to be a whiz with computers. So…” he waved his hand 

toward the keypad. “Get on it.” 

He has got to be joking. I looked at the keypad. I didn’t have the first clue 

how to bypass an electronic lock. Whatever computer skills I had were certainly 

not going to help me here. “Listen… I-” 

He laughed. “Relax, I’m kidding… Sort of.” 

I could have killed him. “What do you mean, sort of?” 

“Take out your phone.” 

I did as he asked. He took it, turned it sideways and clicked on the two 

corners. A keyboard slid out of the bottom. Where did that come from? I could 

swear that there were no seams or markings anywhere on the case.  

“Here,” he handed it back to me. “There’s a program on there that can 

help you crack it. Just hold the phone to the lock so it can scan the circuits, then 

when you’re ready just do what comes natural.” 

“It’s that easy.” I said, sceptical. 

He nodded.  

“Then you do it.” 



  TJ Thirteen 

22  Story Time 

“Not my thing.” 

I looked at him for a second then shook my head. “Okay then.” 

This’ll be interesting. I held the phone up and waited. A blue pinpoint of 

light appeared in the centre of the keypad and grew to cover all twelve buttons. 

It stayed like that for about three seconds then disappeared.  

The screen on the phone came to life and I was presented with a series of 

options. Callum was right. It was easy. In less time than it normally takes to do 

my hair I’d bypassed the intrusion controls and figured out the encryption 

protocols. 

I was pretty impressed with myself when I stepped back. The light on the 

keypad was now green, and the huge door clicked open. 

“Good work,” Callum said as he stepped through the door. 

I took a few seconds to admire my handiwork then followed him. 

The door opened up into another tunnel, much larger with water flowing 

along a channel cut into the floor. The door we came through was made look 

like the tunnel wall so when it was closed it would be almost impossible to see. 

Raised walkways had been built on either side of the water, which flowed 

slowly to the right. The sound of it echoed from the smooth concrete walls.  

I looked at Callum. “What is this place?” 

“Storm water tunnels beneath the city.” 

“Oh, that makes sense.” I relaxed a bit. It was far less sinister knowing 

that the tunnels hadn’t been built by some super-secret evil organisation. 
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“Which way should we go?” 

He pointed left. “That way is Market Street and the abandoned subway 

station, while that way,” he pointed right, “will take us to the Kings Road 

cistern.” 

“How do you know that?” 

Callum shone his light onto a sign attached to the wall opposite us. On it 

were arrows pointing left and right above a combination of seemingly random 

letters and numbers. Both arrows and the writing were surrounded by a blue 

rectangle and marked with the seal of the city. “If you can read the codes, they 

act like street signs down here.” 

I was impressed. The way I looked at him must have made him 

uncomfortable, because he coughed and looked away. “My dad works for the 

city. He taught me how to read them in case I was ever lost down here.” 

“Why would you be-” I didn’t need to finish my question. Callum was a 

boy. Playing in tunnels under the city was what boys did. “Okay so now where 

do we go?” 

He looked left and right. “That’s a very good question.” 
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Chapter Three 

Callum stood there; turning his head from side to side, with what I 

assumed was thoughtful expression on his face. I’d never set foot down here so 

I left the decision as to where we go entirely up to him. It didn’t take long for 

him to make up his mind.  

“Let’s go,” he said, and started walking left toward Market Street.  

“We’re going this way then.” I cringed as the words left my mouth. Way 

to sound stupid TJ. 

“Yes.” He didn’t turn around. “The subway will at least lead back to the 

surface, where the cistern just leads to more tunnels.” 

“So you’re not sure.” 

He shrugged. “Not really. But if we don’t find anything up there we can 

always turn around and go the other way.” 

He was guessing? I bit my lip as I followed along behind him, staying 

quiet as I didn’t exactly have any better ideas. The further we walked the more 

my insecurities were getting the better of me. Finding Kaylee’s phone in that 

tomb made me think this was going to be easy, but she has been missing for two 

days. Her life might depend on us finding her. I don’t know what I was 

expecting when I agreed to do this thing. If it was going to be easy she’d 
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probably have been able to handle it without our help. After all Kaylee must 

have been part of this secret organisation for a while now.  

I thought about that some more. I was Agent Thirteen, Callum was 

Eleven, and Kaylee was Ten. Based on what I’d seen, Callum clearly isn’t new 

at this, and given her number, Kaylee must have become involved even before 

him. If she was in trouble, and he wasn’t sure what we should do next, then 

what chance did I have? 

“I shouldn't be here,” I blurted, suddenly short of breath. The reality of 

what was happening pressed down on me. 

Callum stopped and turned around. “What do you mean?” 

“I don't know anything about being an agent. I'm worried that if I stay 

with you, I'll just get in your way.” 

“Listen to me,” he reached out and placed a hand on my shoulder. 

“You've already been very helpful. It was you who found Ten's phone-” 

“Yes, but-” He put a finger to my lips, cutting me off. 

“Hear me out. It was you who found the phone, and it was you who 

bypassed the lock on the door back there. Just believe me when I tell you that 

you’re doing just fine.” 

I just looked at him, not trusting myself to respond. 

“Now, are we finished with this crisis of confidence?” 

I nodded. 

“Good, because, I’m all out of encouraging words.” 
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With that, he resumed walking along the tunnel, with me a few paces 

behind him.  

Before tonight, I’d always thought Callum was a little slow. He pretty 

much kept to himself and rarely spoke up in class. Even his pushiness during 

sport made me think he didn’t know how to interact with others. Yet here he 

was, being supportive and encouraging. But the worst part about it was that it 

actually felt nice.  

I shuddered. That was not something I wanted to think about. Not now, 

not ever.  

I looked around the tunnel, hoping to distract myself from these 

unwelcome thoughts. 

The water in the channel flowed slowly back the other way, presumably 

toward the cistern, which suggested to me that we were going slightly up hill. It 

smelled damp and musty down here. Every now and then we’d pass a clump of 

rubbish wedged against the legs of the walkway just waiting for the next storm 

to flush it out. But even with these occasional blemishes, it was surprisingly 

clean down here. 

There was something pretty incredible about the idea of all these tunnels 

running beneath the city. It’s like there was an entire world right under our feet; 

one that very few people ever get to see. Storm drains, subway lines, and sewer 

tunnels, heading every which way, carrying water, people, and filth to the places 

they needed to go. I couldn’t even imagine the amount of planning needed to 
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make sure that they never crossed paths. After all, we simply couldn’t have 

sewerage flowing down the train tracks, could we?  

Ewww. I crinkled my nose at the thought; those things really do need to 

be kept well apart. But Callum said we were headed for a subway station, didn’t 

he? Something didn’t add up here. 

“How’ll we get in?” 

“What?” 

“The subway. How will we get from this drain into the station?” 

“Do you know why the Market Street subway was abandoned?” 

“Do you always answer a question with a question?” 

“No. Just think.”  

He obviously didn’t notice my eye roll. I thought back to what I’d been 

told at school. “Was it something to do with an earthquake?” 

He nodded. “That’s right. The quake damaged a lot of tunnels and one of 

them, maybe even this one, started leaking water into the station. The entire 

bottom level flooded.” 

“Okay…” Visions of the roof collapsing filled my mind. “But this tunnel 

is safe now… right?” 

“Of course it’s safe. That happened years ago.” 

I wasn’t convinced, but it wouldn’t do me any good to dwell on it. “So 

why didn’t the station reopen?” 
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“Umm… No idea.” I could tell he was keeping something from me by the 

way he refused to look me in the eye. 

“They never did fix it properly did they?” 

“No, they didn’t. The bottom level still floods if there’s a storm, but the 

level above it is fine. Trust me.” 

I thought for a moment and decided that I would trust him. “So how do 

we reach the station from here?” 

“You’ll see in a minute, we’re almost there.” 

We walked another fifty paces when Callum stopped, his torch pointed at 

the roof of the tunnel. “Ta da.”  

A hole was cut into the ceiling with a retractable ladder fixed to the side. 

At the top of the ladder was domed metal door with a circular handle. It looked 

like it belonged in a submarine.  

He reached up and pulled the bottom half of the ladder down. It dropped 

with a loud metallic rattle, and finished with a clang that echoed up and down 

the tunnel. It’s a good thing we weren’t trying to be quiet. 

“I’ll go first,” Callum said. He put the torch in his mouth and climbed the 

ladder. At the top, he braced himself against the wall and used both hands to 

turn the handle. As soon as he had the hatch open he wriggled through and 

called me up. 

He didn’t need to ask me twice.  
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I climbed quickly, actually looking forward to getting out of this drain. 

Unfortunately my enthusiasm was misplaced, the subway tunnel was much 

worse. Where the storm water tunnel was clean and looked to be in good repair, 

this place was a complete mess. 

Dirt, sticks, and leaves covered the floor. Water dripped from the roof 

into small puddles that dotted the area, and the smell was terrible. It was kind of 

like wet dog, mixed with rotting vegetables.  

Gross! 

With my hand overing my mouth, I looked around while Callum resealed 

the hatch. We stood between the tracks of the old subway, the rail platform was 

ahead of us on the right, and behind us the tunnel was blocked by a wire fence. 

“What’s up that way?” I said, pointing toward the barricade. 

“Nothing much, I think the tunnel’s caved in up ahead.” 

“The platform it is I suppose.” 

Callum waved a hand in that direction. “Ladies first.” 

“Gee, thanks.” 

We started walking. A short set of steps to the side of the tracks gave us 

access to the platform. It was much easier to walk up here. The tiles on the floor 

were a lot cleaner than the rail lines below.  

Callum drew up beside me. “You look around here. I’ll check out the 

other end of the platform.” 

“What am I looking for?” 
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“Anything that might indicate that Ten’s been here.” 

So, a needle in a haystack then. “No worries.” 

Callum smiled and wandered off, his torch bobbing as he drew further 

away.  

I shone my light around to get a feel for where I was. A row of columns 

all along the platform supported the roof, lights were fixed to the sides but the 

globes had long since disappeared. The walls and ceiling were covered in 

ceramic tiles, many of which had fallen away leaving bare patches of concrete.  

In its day the Market Street station would have been quite pretty, but 

years of neglect had taken their toll. The constant drip, drip, drip of water gave 

the whole place an eerie feel. On the plus side, though, I was starting to get used 

to the smell. 

“Hey, Thirteen.” Callum waved me over. “Take a look at this.” 

I walked across to him and looked down at the circle of light at his feet. 

“What is it?” 

“Notice anything?” 

I looked at him flatly. “Why don’t you just tell me what I’m looking at?” 

His habit of asking me questions was starting to annoy me. 

“I could do that, but I won’t. I’m trying to help kick start your detective 

skills. Part of being an agent is being able to spot clues, and if I spoon feed you 

then that won’t happen.” 

“Spoon feed me?”  
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“That’s what I said.” 

Seriously, I could have hit him. “Fine.”  

I was seething when I looked down at the ground. I didn’t ask for any of 

this, why did he have to be so annoying?  But Kaylee was depending on me, on 

us, so I pushed my anger aside and studied the bits of rubbish that littered the 

floor.  

I wasn’t sure what I was looking for. There were a couple of bottle caps, 

some bits of plastic, and lots of leaves. I was about to turn to Callum when I 

noticed that there was something else tucked amongst the bits of trash; a round 

piece of coloured elastic. 

My frustration was forgotten as I bent to pick it up. “That looks like one 

of Kay- ... I mean, Ten’s hair ties.” 

“I thought so too.” 

“That mean’s she’s been here right?”  

“It looks that way. Do you notice anything else?” 

I looked back down, and this time I really tried to see what Callum was 

showing me. 

There didn’t seem to be anything else useful amid the bits of rubbish, so 

instead of looking at what covered the floor, I studied the floor itself. The 

platform was very dirty but here and there I saw places where the dirt looked 

like it had been scuffed off. I shined my torch back the way we’d come and saw 

that our footprints had left similar marks on the floor. 



  TJ Thirteen 

32  Story Time 

Turning back to the place where we’d found the hair-tie, I tried to make 

sense of what the scuff marks might mean. I just knew that there was 

information contained in the pattern they left in the dirt. 

Of course. I felt a chill in the pit of my stomach. “She didn’t come here 

by choice did she?” 

“It does seem that she was forced.” He directed his torchlight to a few 

other areas nearby. “It looks like she put up a bit of a fight too.” 

I could believe it. Kaylee always was a bit of a tough nut. “Is this good or 

bad news?” 

He shook his head. “Impossible to tell. There’s no blood, I guess that’s 

good.” 

Blood? I hadn’t even considered that. “What are we standing around here 

for?” 

“This is no time to go rushing about.”  

“But you said she-” 

“We’ll be more use to her if we’re careful. Let’s keep our heads and see 

where this trail takes us.” 

“Fair enough.” How did he get to be so wise? “Let’s go.” 

We followed the footsteps to a staircase at the far end of the platform, and 

then proceeded to climb the stairs. Halfway up was a landing where we had to 

squeeze past a set of turnstiles that were rusted in place. The footprints 
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continued to the top of stairs to the terminal, where people used to buy their 

tickets. 

Being closer to the surface, this large open area was much dirtier than the 

platform below, making the trail even easier to follow. It led them all the way 

across the concourse, below several large holes cut into the ceiling. Wooden 

boards now covered the top of these shafts, but I guessed they rose to the 

surface and used to let light in during the day. This place would be fascinating if 

it wasn’t for that fact that my friend was in trouble. 

Eventually we came to a set of double doors, one of which was slightly 

ajar. The trail led straight in, but there were also footprints coming back out 

again. Quite a lot of them. For an abandoned train station this place sure was 

busy. 

Callum peered in to the corridor beyond then quickly snapped his head 

back.  

“What is it?” I said, suddenly worried, Kaylee’s injured form flashing 

though my mind. “Did you see her?” 

He held a finger up to his lips for a moment then pointed at the corridor. 

“No, I didn’t. But there’s light coming from under a door back there.” 

“Could she be in there?” 

“I don’t know but we need to be careful. Turn off your torch and stay 

close.” 
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I switched off my torch and stuffed it into my back pocket. Callum did 

likewise, and then squeezed through the open door, with me hot on his heels.  

The glow from under the door wasn’t as good as our torches, but it 

offered enough light to see by.  

There were actually three doors in the corridor, with footprints leading 

into all three of them. The one with the light was on our left, a second door was 

on our right and another set of double doors was at the end of the corridor about 

twenty feet in front of us.  
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