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hadn’t he ever learned how to pick a lock? he thought irritably. 

Or at the very least, how to break down a door—though this 

one seemed far too thick and strong for that.

“I don’t know,” Ivy replied. “But we might as well look 

around. We’re not likely to get another chance like this any-

time soon. And who knows, maybe the janitor has an extra set 

of keys or something useful like that lying around.”

Camden nodded hopefully, and so, the two of them pulled 

their flashlights out of their packs and began their search.

The room was a utility room, quite a typical one, I sup-

pose (except for the life-and-death danger of being caught tres-

passing in it, of course). It had bare brick walls and was a little 

dank, with a wood floor cluttered on all sides with brooms 

and tools and the remains of projects long abandoned. The 

high ceiling was similarly untidy, strewn as it was with pipes 

crisscrossing their way out into every corner of the building.

Ivy made her way carefully toward an old workbench 

along one wall, in search of the keys, while Camden quietly 

headed in the opposite direction. He wasn’t quite sure what 

he was looking for, or what they were going to do next—until 

finally, after a few long minutes of searching, the beam of his 

flashlight fell on a small wooden door. It was only about three 

feet high and hanging slightly ajar amidst the clutter in one 

corner.

Camden walked over to investigate, expecting to find just 

a closet or something equally unhelpful. But instead of mops 

or buckets or other such closety things, he found a row of 

T hey were in! 

Suddenly everything—the long, dull 

days, the two sleepless nights, the worrying 

and waiting—it all seemed worth it.

Excitedly and quietly, they made their way 

across the darkened room, until they came to the 

door—and found it locked!

“You’ve got to be kidding me!” Ivy said, tugging futilely at 

the unmoving door, tears of frustration in her voice.

Camden pushed her aside and determinedly took hold 

of the door, only to be met with exactly the same result. (At 

which point, he very nearly started to cry, too.) “Great,” he 

whispered. “What are we supposed to do now?” And why 
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