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Prologue
A dark figure slid through the crowds of Sydney Airport, easily blending in.
It’s target was in sight.
A grey, furry, little creature sat among the chaos, quietly minding its own business. The
canvas label on it’s cage bore the words, ‘Property of Jonathan Sapling’. The humid
summer breeze blew the figure’s hair into a cloud of messy knots, providing no relief from
the heat. The person looked unrecognizable with an unfashionable hoodie and messed up
hair. The figure crept closer and came face to face with the koala, smiling.
“Easy peasy,” the thief whispered through the bars of the koala’s cage.

Chapter 1
Jonathan was crying.
He wasn’t just crying, he was an overflowing sea of tears. His wide blue eyes were red and
bloodshot from the hundreds of times the bathroom’s cardboard-like tissues had made
contact with them. One of his best friends had disappeared. Gummy, his koala, had been
stolen. He was gone just like magic and of course, David, his very
own neighbour, had to solve it.

He made his way from the grubby bathrooms that lined the airport walls to the nearest phone
booth, with hope in his heart. He reached for the handset and dialed in his neighbour’s
number. Thoughts filled his mind as he spoke into the phone.
“Why would they steal my poor baby?” He cried to his detective neighbour David Fern,“Who
would steal my poor baby?”
David spoke back to Jonathan in a soothing tone, and attempted to calm him down, but
Jonathan wouldn’t give up. He would find Gummy, and no one would stop him.

Chapter 2

David reached into his pocket and retrieved the buzzing phone within.
He answered formally and noticed that the contact displayed on the phone read Jonathan.
Predictable.

It was an early Saturday morning and David knew that Jonathan was at the airport.
Something must have gone wrong. Slowly, Jonathan explained what had happened in a
muffled voice. This was the strangest investigation that David had had to deal with in years.
Immediately, he rang up work and skipped it for the day to take the case. He felt shivers
down his spine as he realised that he only had a small period of time before the suspect was
gone. Jumping into his old rickety Jeep, he headed out to Sydney Airport.

Chapter 3
The smell of air freshener drifted into the corridor. It was meant to be a flowery scent, but the
fragrance was overpowering, making it seem like perfume. David put his hand on the door
handle and walked into the white pristine room, greeting the folders and stacks of paperwork
that used to be carelessly thrown onto the table. Multiple heads all turned to look at them.
Jonathan sniffed, his eyes still puffy and red.
“Sorry about the smell, it usually stinks if we don’t spray air freshener everywhere.” David
guided him to the back of the room, where there was a desk and seat.
As they went, multiple people stared at Jonathan. He felt uncomfortable in such a cold and
judgmental environment, especially after crying for so long.
“Here, have a seat.” David pulled out a stool from under the desk, and sat in his own.
Jonathan did as he was told.
David pressed a button and opened up his computer. A small tune sang as the computer
logged itself inside David’s account. Suddenly, Jonathan noticed a gold badge sitting on the
edge of the table, with the words “David Fern - Junior Personal Detective” carved into it.

The light in the room was so bright it reflected off the badge on to the table, and Jonathan
stared at it, lost in thought.
He thought of all the good times he had with Gummy, and when David spoke, Jonathan
jumped a little.
“So, our current suspects are the people that are usually here late at night. The janitor,
lounge chef, and lastly, the head flight attendants. We’ve got a lot to do, so let’s get started.”
David smiled at Jonathan.
Jonathan reluctantly smiled back.

Chapter 4
The mop flopped against the ground, soaking it with water. All of the supposed ‘cleaning
supplies’ were hidden under a ragged old blanket. Bob’s cap covered his face as he slowly
cleaned the grotesque floor. David was slumped in a chair, looking over his upside down
magazine, his sunglasses covering his tired eyes. As Bob moved his trolley, something
seemed to move under it. Bob kicked it and suddenly, all grew still. David quickly jumped out
of his seat to check what it was but as soon as his feet touched the floor, Bob swiftly shoved
the trolley into the staff room and locked the door.

As soon as Bob saw the shiny detective badge on David’s chest, he knew exactly what he
was going to be asked. News travelled quickly through Sydney Airport and everyone was
told a detective was in their midst.
“Sorry to bother you sir, but what was under that blanket on your trolley?” David pulled out a
notepad.
Bob’s mouth stayed shut, like a locked treasure chest.
“If you’re not going to answer, then come with me.”
Bob stayed still, not moving, but after the death stare from David, he soon followed. “Wait in
here.” David gestured to the interrogation room, and Bob reluctantly walked in.
“I’ll be back soon!” David explained as he locked Bob in.

Chapter 5
A delicious aroma filled the kitchen, as the detective slowly walked by, trying not to look
suspicious. The chef, Selina, flipped a delicious egg omelette. She seemed to look extremely
bored, as if she did this tedious task every day (which she did). David had strolled upstairs,
peeking into the kitchen through the tiny crack in the door, observing Selina’s every move.

He must have sat there for hours, listening to her sing to the radio “And now Taylor Swift
sings ‘Gorgeous’...” the radio hummed. Without warning, the door creaked open, and
someone walked in. David bolted upright, but it was just his weary eyes. Sighing, he made
his way downstairs again.
David decided to position himself closer to Selina. Quietly, he slid across the kitchen and sat
on a chair just outside it. As he peered over his glasses, he realised that Selina showed no
signs of nervousness. She seemed to be innocent. David must have been mistaken.
“No”, David thought, “Anyone could be guilty”, and he started to approach her.

Chapter 6
As Phoebe made her way through the bustling community, she checked that her cascading
strawberry-blonde curls were neatly pulled back into a bun. When she reached her post, at
the entrance to the airline, the young flight attendant smoothed her uniform and tucked a
stray hair behind her ear. She spotted a man with a pair of enormous shades covering his
face. His dark mocha hair was slicked back neatly and he wore a business suit, despite the
hot weather. Phoebe shifted uncomfortably in her blouse and skirt. She hadn’t failed to
notice that man many times before that day, and wondered why he was pursuing her.

David noticed the flight attendant’s stares. He hesitantly, rose to his feet, and stalked over to
the suspicious woman, who had turned to him, with a meaningful look plastered to her face.
“What do you want?” she asked, carefully pronouncing her words.
“Madam, I’m going to have to ask you to come with me.” David said.
He wasn’t really asking.
Phoebe refused to go and started to turn away from him.
David had dealt with people like this before. The best thing to do was to be firm. And firm he
would be.
After pulling her through the chaos, David led the young woman to a hidden room. He
hesitated, before pushing her into the room and sitting her down on a wooden chair. “Hello
Miss Sings, welcome to the Interrogation Room,” David announced formally.
Underneath the desk in front of her, Phoebe shifted her hands uncomfortably. The interview
commenced.

Chapter 7
David started with a few, nice, “How was your day?’’ kind of questions to make bv Phoebe
Sings more comfortable, and, if guilty, more inclined to open up or let something slip.
The flight attendant was quiet, and looked quite small, though David Fern would not let that
change his “Anyone could’ve done it’’ mindset..
“Alright, Miss sings, I have a couple of questions for you.”
Phoebe was silent, biting her lip and letting her mind run through the consequences if she
was convicted.
“ Where were you last night when the koala, ‘ Gummy’ was stolen?”
“ I was at my post printing out the names of the people who were previously on the flight,”
“ Did those names consist of Jonathan Sapling?” Detective Fern asked suspiciously.
“Not that I can recall,” Phoebe replied, trying to hide her real voice.
“ Was there any non-human luggage on the plane?”
“ Yes, there was a koala, but it wasn’t Gummy I swear…”
“ That’s enough for now Miss Sings but I will be seeing you soon, this is not over.” Detective
Fern dismissed Phoebe and as she walked down the hall, she knew that she had to come up
with a better lie to hide the truth.

Chapter 8
Jonathan sat alone in the quiet lounge. Although his eyes were red from crying, he was still
wide awake. His eyes searched every corner of the room for the thief who stole his beloved
koala. Even the slightest movement startled him. Someone walked into the room and
Jonathan jumped out of his seat. As the man approached him, Jonathan recognised the tall,
slim outline to be the manager of lost property at Sydney Airport.
His expression was filled with sorrow. “I’m sorry Mr Sapling, your koala has not been found
but we will continue to look. Can I offer you a room to stay the night?”
‘No thank you,’ replied Jonathan. ‘I’ll stay here.’
Jonathan sank back into his chair. His hopes of finding Gummy had almost disappeared.

Chapter 9
As the sky grew darker outside, Jonathan fell into a light sleep. His dreams immediately took
him to memories of Gummy, his mind swirling through every happy scene. Suddenly, the
scene changed into the crowd of the busy airport. A small cry came from behind him and
Jonathan turned to see a hooded person with knotted hair covering Gummy’s fur in their
arms. The figure swirled around as it heard him, its pale face and strawberry blonde hair
sparkling in the sunlight through the windows. Jonathan bolted upright awake, his mind full of
questions.

Jonathan pulled out his phone fumbling for David’s number. “David, David I
know who kidnapped Gummy”
“Slow down Jonathan, you don’t have any proof,”
“But I do, I remember seeing Phoebe’s pale skin and her curly hair and-“
“Jonathan you can't prove this to me unless you have evidence other than
your mind”
“But I’m sure it’s her!” Jonathan pressed,
“I will help you find proof, I promise, but I just can’t solve the case right
now and arrest her.”
“Meet me outside Sydney Airport as soon as you can,” Jonathan demanded,
“I’ll-”
Jonathan hung up and raced towards the check-in area where he knew
Phoebe would be working. His heart raced, and hope returned once
more. He would find Gummy.

Chapter 10
Fern opened the door to the security room and made a beeline for the large TV like screen
at the front of the room. Jonathan marched swiftly across the messy office not bothering to
apologize to the countless officers he pushed over in his attempt to reach the screens that
held the answer. David punched the rewind button to the previous day. The detective knew
that the cameras zoomed in on suspicious behaviour but for someone to pull this off, they
would have to be quite sneaky.

Slowly, someone in a black hood walked into the room and the monitor began to follow their
movements. Nothing seemed wrong, so David clocked off and listened to the endless words
popping up on his walker talkie. All of a sudden, his mind drifted back to the monitor, and as
if the computer knew when to zoom in, a strawberry blonde lock of hair dropped out from
under the hood. David hadn’t noticed that lock of curly hair before. The familiar person
moved like water through a pipe towards the luggage drop off area where a small silver cage
stood. Just like that the figure scooped up the cage and ran, flashing their face at the camera
for a split second. At that very moment, Jonathan slammed pause button and zoomed in on
the face that was easily recognisable. He had been right. It was Phoebe.
***
The sirens blared and Phoebe's angry face was pressed against the glass of the glossy
police car. Gummy was bundled in a tight squeeze by Jonathan.
“I love you,” were the only words that escaped his mouth

