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A	
  Mysterious	
  Delivery	
  
It was late at night, and most of the people at
number 7 Maple Street were already sound
asleep.
But Martin Pitman couldn't sleep.
He had eaten too many salty peanuts that
evening and now he was dying of thirst.
On his way to the kitchen to get a drink of
water, he heard a noise out in the street.
He ran to the window.
A truck was parked in front of the house.
Two men in overalls got out.
They opened the back of the truck and
unloaded some odd- looking things.
Then they dragged them to the front of the
building. Who would be getting a delivery in the
middle of the night? Martin heard the men's
work boots clomping up the stairs.

Martin ran to the front door. He was just big
enough to look through the peephole in the
door. He could look through it without being
seen from the outside. The men walked by the
door. They both had dark hair, and one had a
beard. Martin pressed his nose against the door
to see as much as he could.
The steps grew distant.

Martin crept into the stairwell.
He could hear the deliverymen talking. They
were speaking a language that he couldn't
understand.
They stopped at the attic apartment of the
strange man who had moved in a few days
ago. Martin had seen him around. He always
wore gloves and sunglasses.
Pretty suspicious, thought Martin. Martin was
crazy about mysteries and spy stories.
Who knew what was going on up in the attic?
After a while, Martin heard the stairs creaking.
All three men were on their way back down!
Quick! Get back inside! Martin watched them
through the peephole as they went by. Wow,
this was exciting!
Martin ran back to the window. The men were
unloading a black box that looked like a coffin.
They brought it into the house.

Martin ran back into the stairwell. The men
huffed and puffed, carrying the coffin past
Martin's door. Martin could see only the tops of
their heads. He couldn't see the coffin.
What would the man in the attic need a coffin
for? And why would he have it delivered in the
middle of the night? This was getting more and
more suspicious!
Unfortunately, Martin couldn't see all the things
being unloaded. But he did see a long shiny
tube that looked like a cannon.
Perhaps the man in the attic was a gun runner!

Finally the noises on the stairs stopped. The truck
was empty. The men stood for a while in front of
the house talking. Once in a while the glow
from the end of a cigarette lit up.

One of the men stood with his hands in his
pockets, looking up at the windows of the
house. Martin ducked, as quick as lightning.
I hope they didn't see me, he thought.
Maybe the man in the attic was a secret agent
or a spy! Spies were dangerous. They took
photos with cameras hidden in their coats! They
hid secret messages in their shoes. Martin knew

all about this from detective stories. He
shivered.
He jumped into his bed. His feet were ice cold.
He had completely forgotten about the drink of
water.

The	
  Detectives	
  gather	
  
Just one floor below Martin Pitman, his friend
Pauline Conner had slept through all the action
of the night before.
Martin went to the Conners' place every
morning to pick up Pauline for school. Today he

couldn't wait to tell her the news, and got there
ten minutes earlier than usual.

The Conners were still eating breakfast The
Conners were still eating breakfast.
"Guess what," he said. "Last night the man living
in the attic apartment had some weird stuff
delivered!"
"The man is called Mr. Leon," said Mrs. Conner.
"He put his name on he buzzer downstairs
yesterday."
"That's because he was expecting someone!"
said Martin.
"And how do you know about the delivery?"
asked Pauline's father.
"I couldn't sleep last night," said Martin. "So I saw
everything. And it was very suspicious, if you ask
me!"

"Sounds to me like you've been reading too
many detective novels," said Mr. Conner, biting
into his toast
"Leon is a funny name," said Pauline. "It's a
Spanish name. It means lion," said Pauline's
father.
"So what if he's Spanish?" said Martin. "That still
doesn't explain why 'he would get deliveries in
the middle of the night, does it?"
"Why not? If his furniture was shipped from
Spain, perhaps the movers couldn't get here
any sooner," said Pauline's mother thoughtfully.
"Who knows? Maybe they hit heavy traffic or
perhaps there was an accident. Anything could
have happened."
"But those weren't just ordinary movers," Martin
mumbled. "And they weren't delivering ordinary
furniture, either!"
"Come on, kids, time for school!" Mr. Conner
said. "It's already ten minutes to eight!"
Martin and Pauline sprinted down the stairs.

When they got to the bottom, it was seven
minutes to eight.
"I'll bet you the man's a spy," said Martin as they
turned the corner by their school. "Why else
would he have a cannon ?"
"A cannon? Maybe he hunts sparrows!" Pauline
giggled.
"Very funny," said Martin. "We'd better keep an
eye on him. Something is up with that man. He's
got to be a spy.

"I don't know," said Pauline. "I saw him only
once, in the supermarket. He was wearing
sunglasses and gloves. And carrying a cane."
"Disguises, disguises, disguises," said Martin
knowingly. "I once saw a film where the spy hid
a weapon in his cane."
"Spies know all the tricks," said Pauline. "Uh-oh,
there's the bell. We'd better run for it!"

That afternoon, Martin and Pauline told their
friends Philip and Julia all bout their exciting
observations.
"Light eyes can see more than four eyes," said
Martin. "You can help. Do you want to be our
assistant detectives?"
"Of course," said Julia. "I even have binoculars
from my grandfather."
"And I have a magnifying glass, from my stamp
collection," added Philip.

"Great!" said Martin. "Keep your eyes and ears
open. And be careful he doesn't spot you
shadowing him."

3.	
  Spying	
  on	
  the	
  Spy	
  
Later that day, Julia was the first one to spot the
spy.
"Look! There he is, buying a paper!" she
whispered, grabbing Martin's sleeve. "Use the
binoculars!"
"Aha! Our secret agent got himself a dog," said
Martin, whistling through his teeth.
"Perhaps it's a bomb-sniffing dog," said Philip.
"He's not very big, and he looks like a mongrel.
But he does seem intelligent," Martin reported,
pressing the binoculars to his eyes. "He just peed
on the drainpipe by the flower shop."
"What's so intelligent about that?" asked
Pauline.
Martin ignored her. "Leon just bought a
newspaper," he reported. "And now the dog is
carrying the paper for him. A stupid dog
wouldn't be able to do that."
"Watch out! They're coming!" warned Julia.

They ducked into an alley and watched as Mr
Leon and his dog went by. The dog was
carrying a Spanish Newspaper. Mr Leon was
wearing his hat, his sunglasses and his gloves.
"How can he wear gloves in this heat", Julia said
"He´snuts!"
"Because of fingerprints, of course", Pauline
whispered.

"Did you hear that? Mr. Leon just said, 'Sit,
Watson!' to his dog," said Philip excitedly. "I
heard him loud and clear."
'The dog sat nicely at the corner and waited
until the cars had passed. Then he crossed the
street with Mr. Leon.
"Do you think the dog is named after Watson in
Sherlock Holmes?" asked Martin.
Philip nodded.
"A Spanish secret agent who has a dog named
after an English detective's friend. That is odd,"

said Martin. "This case gets more and more
interesting.

4.	
  A	
  Scary	
  Package	
  
They didn't see Mr. Leon the next day, not on
the way to school, and not on the way home.
"It's like the earth swallowed him up or
something!" said Julia.
"Do you think he's moved away?" said Philip.
"My mother said that he took his dog out
yesterday evening," said Pauline. "And he
greeted her very politely."
"That's all just part of his cover," said Martin.
When Martin got home, there was a large
package sitting in the Pitmans' front hall.

"This—this is addressed to the man upstairs!"
Martin spluttered.
"Why, yes," said his mother. "What's wrong with
that? Mr. Leon wasn't home, so the postman
left it here."
Mother is clueless, Martin thought. "What if
there's a bomb in there?" he said.
"Martin, you really have an overactive
imagination," said his mother.

"But listen - I hear something ticking!" said
Martin.

His mother pressed her ear against the
package. And then she turned pale. Something
really was ticking in the package.
"Should I call the police, or the firemen?" asked
Martin.
Just then the doorbell rang. Martin and his
mother stared at the door. Mother opened it
slowly. There stood Mr. Leon, the spy!

"The postman left a note in my mailbox," said
Mr. Leon. "Thanks for taking my package for
me."
"Watch out! There's a bomb in there," Martin
wanted to say, but the words stuck in his throat.
And then, when Mr. Leon bent down t o pick up
the package, his hair slid to one side!

Gosh—a wig! thought Martin. Now that's what I
call a disguise! I can't wait to tell the others. And
he raced downstairs to see Pauline.
Pauline was very impressed when Martin told
her about the wig and the package with the

bomb. But then nothing else happened. For
three days no one saw Mr. Leon.
"Maybe the package blew up in his face," said
Martin.
"If a bomb had exploded, we all would have
heard it", Pauline said.
"Maybe there were poisoned chocolates inside"
suggested Philipp.
"Chocolates don´t make a ticking noise like a
bomb", said Martin.

5.	
  A	
  Dangerous	
  Mission	
  
The next day, when Martin came home from
school, he found his mother talking to Dr. Jones.
"We'll take care of him," Mrs. Pitman was saying.
Dr. Jones turned to Martin. "Martin," he said, "I'm
glad I ran into you. Perhaps you could take Mr.
Leon's dog for a walk? He is sick."
"Poor dog!" said Martin.
"No, Mr. Leon is sick. That's why he can't take his
dog out."
"Of course. Martin will be happy to do that,"
said Mrs. Pitman.

Martin protested, but his mother insisted that
they go straight up to Mr. Leon.

Mr. Leon was lying in bed. And his wig had slid
off to the side again.
"I had a terrible car accident not so long ago,"
he explained. "And then the move . . . I think it's
all been a bit too much for me. So now I'm
stuck in bed."
"I'll bring you something to eat so you can get
your strength back," said Mrs. Pitman. "And
Martin will take your dog out."
"You are all very kind," said Mr. Leon.

Martin took Watson the dog and ran
downstairs. He rang Pauline's doorbell and told
her the latest news.
"I'm not taking some secret agent's
dog out for a walk," said Pauline.
"Why not?" said Martin. "When we bring the dog
back to him, we'll have the perfect opportunity
to case his place."

Watson had a great time with the children.

"Not a bad dog, really," said Martin.
"I guess it's not his fault that his owner is a spy,"
Pauline mumbled, scratching Watson behind
his ears.

"Let's take him out again tomorrow," Pauline
suggested. "Will you pick me up?"

"Of course," said Martin. "But now comes the
dangerous part. We have to take Watson back
home."
"Are you coming up with me?" asked Martin as
they arrived at the first floor. Pauline nodded.
Mrs. Pitman was waiting for them on the second
floor.
"What took you so long?" she shouted at them.
"Mr. Leon was getting worried! I was just upstairs.
Here is his key. That way he won't have to get
out of bed to let you in."
Watson sprinted happily upstairs. Martin and
Pauline walked a lot slower.

"Here we go, into the lion's den," Pauline
whispered.
"I'm a little scared," said Martin. He opened the
door with the key.

6.	
  Into	
  the	
  Lion's	
  Den	
  
Mr. Leon thanked Martin and Pauline for taking
Watson out. He told them that he had injured
his head when he had the car accident.
"I'm wearing this wig just until my hair grows
back," he said.
"Do you travel a lot by car?" asked Martin.
"Well, yes, my job requires it," said Mr. Leon.
"Are you a racing car driver?" asked Pauline.
"Oh, no!" said Mr. Leon, laughing. "I'm a
musician, and I travel a lot. I hope to be able to
play again soon."
He pointed to his piano.

Martin recognized the black box that he had
thought was a coffin, and turned bright red.
"You have to wear gloves because ... Pauline
began.

"I also injured my hands in the crash."
At that moment the alarm clock on the bedside
table rang. Mr. Leon grabbed it and said:
"It's really old-fashioned, isn't it? I ordered it
because it's hard for me to set my radio alarm
with my injured hands."
"So that was what was in that package!" Martin
said, embarrassed.
"That's right," said Mr. Leon. "I have
to set it several times a day so that I don't forget
to take my medicine."

Watson came running. He wagged his tail and
jumped up on the bed.

"You're the greatest," said Mr. Leon, scratching
his head. "He's a very loyal friend. Well, of
course I also have millions of faraway friends—
the stars!" Mr. Leon smiled.
Carefully he stood up and put on his
dressing gown. Then he opened the door to the
next room.
"The cannon!" said Martin.
"What did you say?" asked Mr. Leon.
"Oh, er, nothing," said Martin shyly.
"Wow, a real telescope," said Pauline,
impressed.
"Can you see the moon with it?" asked Martin.

"The moon, and much more! Come up tonight.
If the sky is clear, the moon will seem close
enough to touch."

Martin and Pauline were very curious. After
dinner, they went up to visit the "spy" upstairs.
Mr. Leon told them all about the planets and
about stars that were hundreds of light-years
away.
He told them the names of the seas on the
moon. He showed them the North Star and the
Milky Way.
Pauline and Martin looked far out into the
universe. But they also took a fresh look at what
was right next to them—their new friend, Mr.
Leon.
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