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CYBER FEUD

Josh heard the doors of the techriology block crash
open and footsteps racing his way. Before he knew
what was happening, the teacher had stormed into the
room.

‘What do you think you’re doing?’ he shouted.

Josh was too stunned to answer. Never had he seen
Mr Findlay so angry.

‘I thought I asked you to forget all about this fire
business?’

“Yes, sir, but ..

‘But nothmg Now I'm telling you. Get rid of that
database!"®

Josh dehberately did the opposite and his hands
darted%cross the keyboard in a couple of swift move-
ments to close down the system.

Mr Fmdlay was outraged ‘”’nght You're off the
project, ]osh' I'will not be disobeyed!




Abbey School, England.
Monday 1st April, 8.16 a.m.
With an easy movement, Josh slid the cursor up
to the menu® bar and clicked®on ‘Favelist’.
Immediately, a drop-down menu’of his favourite
Internet destinations®appeared. Josh clicked on
‘Fun Fact’, taking him to a sit¢®which offered a
different snippet’of trividevery day.
Flle Edit_View Options Window U

Previous Next Home |Chess Forum
Graphics Tools

FUNFACT.. ===
FORTODAY, ==

New Users

1ST APRIL (et On ot

If you get tricked in France on this day,
you're not called an April Fool®

you're called an April Fish!




‘April Fool's Day,” muttered Josh. ‘It's April
Fool’s Day! How could I have forgotten that!’

He checked his watch. Yes, he just about had
enough time ...

8.29 a.m.
Tamsyn breezed'in through the school gates and
headed straight for the Technology Block.

Usually the double doors of the squaf red-
brick building were visible’ For the past two
months, though, they’d been hidden beneath a
makeshiff’ porch®of plywood’and polythene? as
the new Technology Block Extension took shape®
And so it wasn’t until she turned past a section of
ground marked off with orange tape that the
doors came into view™ and she saw Josh.

He looked awful? as though he’d received a
terrible shock.

“Tamsyn ..." Josh shook his head in despair.

‘What? What's wrong?’

‘It’s ... it's gone!”

‘Gone? What are you talking about, Josh?
What's gone?’

_ Josh paused, running a hand through his spiky”
thatch®of hair as if he was trying to think of the
right words to use.

“The - the hard disk on the Computer Club’s
PC’Somebody must have got in over the week-
end. The control unit’s open and the disk has
gone!’

He shook his head again. ‘I was just on my way
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to tell Mr Findlay. Your Great Expectations file. All
your work ... all our work.’

Only as Josh mentioned the [Dame of the
famous book by Charles Dickens did the full
impact’of what had happened sink irf. Charles
Dickens was her favourite author, and she’d
chosen his book Great Expectations to study for
her English project.

She'd downloaded’a copy of the book from
the Internet and put it into a file on that disk.
What's more, she’d spent hours and hours word-
processing her own thoughts and comments into
the middle of it.

And she hadn’t taken a back-up copy®She’d
meant to. Time and time again she’d told herself
to bring a diskette’and make a copy, but she’d
always forgotten or run out of timeor ...

‘My file!’ she wailed.

Josh gave her a glimmer°of hope. ‘I was on my
way to tell Mr Findlay. He’s got to know about
the robbery. And I thought, maybe he’s taken a
back-up recently.’

‘Mr Findlay! It was a slim chance’ but Tamsyn
grabbed it eagerly. Mr Findlay was Abbey
School’s head of Design and Technology. The
computers and their Internet link were his
responsibility” Josh could be right. Maybe he’d
have a back-up copy of the hard disk.

She thrust her shoulder bag into Josh’s hands.
"You stay. I'll go find him!’

And before Josh could say a word she was off,
her short dark hair flying as she ran.




She met Rob Zanelli on the way. Confined'to a
wheelchair after a car accident when he was eight
years old, Rob was the third member of the
group. Between them, they’d managed to cracka
few mysteries’over the Internet. And, as Tamsyn
rushed towards him, it looked to Rob as though
there might be another mystery looming”

‘Tamsyn! What’s up?’

‘Computer Club PC,’ cried Tamsyn without
stopping. ‘Hard disk stolen! All my Dickens
work! ®

Rob frowned. ‘Are you sure? he called after
her.

‘Ask Josh! she yelled back. ‘I'm going to get
Mr Findlay!

Tamsyn raced on, past a group of startled first-
year kids and into the main building. Mr Findlay
was just emerging from the Staff Room?® Breath-
lessly, she told him what had happened.

‘Are you sure?” he said.

The same daft“question Rob had asked! 'Josh dis-
covered 1t this morning,” she yelled. ‘I've lost
stacks of Work!" i

Mr Findlay’s eyebrows’arched" * Sounds likeI'd
better see for myself,’ he said solemnly’ "Hang on
there for a minute.’

The teacher disappeared into the staff room,
leaving Tamsyn waiting impatiently until he
came out again a few seconds later with a buff*
foldefPunder his arm.

‘Right, Tamsyn. Lead on.’

Tamsyn hurried on ahead. Behind her, his keys
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jangling musically from a clip on his belt, Mr
Findlay followed — though not as quickly as she’d
have liked. Come on, she thought as she stopped
at the Technology Block doors to wait for him
to catch up. I know you're old, but you’re not that
old!

When he finally arrived she just had to ask,
‘Did you take a back-up of the disk, sir?’

Mr Findlay shook his head slowly. Tamsyn
groaned” All that work! As they headed down to
the end of the corridor, the thought of re-doing it
all was making her feel ill.

As she raced ahead of Mr Findlay again, and
elbowed” her way through the door marked
‘Computer Club’, she failed to realize that Josh
and Rob were both looking at her and grinning.

Only when they chimed together, ‘April Fool!’
did it fully sink in.

She closed her eyes. Feelings of relief mixed
with feelings of stupidity. April the First! That's
why Rob had asked if she was sure. That's why
Mr Findlay had asked the same question.

“You toad!’she screeched®at Josh. “You weasel!
You rat! You slimy®—

‘Ah-ah,” said Mr Findlay, behind her. “Tamsyn,
I think you're going to have to accept it. You've
been seriously fooled.’

Josh held up a diskette. ‘Perhaps this will teach
you to take back-up copies of your work, Miss
Smith! Here you are. I've done one for you ...’
His serious expression collapsed®in a fit of the
giggles® ... Be sure to write the date on it!"
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‘I'll write the date on you, Josh Allan — with the
point of my compass!’

‘If you don’t mind leaving your acts of retribu-
tior’until later, Tamsyn,’ said Mr Findlay, edging®
into the computer room, ‘I'd like a quick chat
with the three of you.’ o

Tamsyn settled for giving Josh a jab'in the ribs?
then sat down next to him. Mr Findlay pulled a
chair across from one of the desks and parked it
beside Rob.

“‘How do you keep these two in order; Rob?’ he
said.

Rob grinned. ‘It's not easy.’

‘Well, if it's any consolation? they were a lot
worse before you came. At least Tasmyn’s a com-
puter fan nowadays.’

They all knew what Mr Findlay was referring
to” Rob had only joined Abbey School after an
adventurdin which Tamsyn and Josh had come
to his rescué’ through Rob contacting’them over
the Net. In those days, Tamsyn hadn’t liked com-
puters at all.

Mr Findlay held up the buff folder he'd
retrieved from the staff room. ‘I assume you all
remember this?’

Tamsyn was momentarily“surprised to see her
own neat handwriting on the front. And then she
realized. ‘Our Internet report,” she said.

When Abbey School first installed their
Internet link, Tamsyn and Josh had been given
the job of writing a report on its advantages®
and disadvantages. Rob had helped them finish
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it off when he’d started at the school.

‘I was looking at it again over the weekend,’
said Mr Findlay. He flipped”over the pages.
‘Especially this bit.” He read aloud the section he
was referring to.

Being on the Internet means we can ‘visit’ lots of
other computers and get information from them. But it
also means that other people could ‘visit’ us, if we set
up our own pages for them to read.

This would be a good thing for Abbey School,
because there are millions of people all over
the world who are connected to the Internet, including
lots of schools. They could all use our pages toﬁmi out
about us and what we do here.

We would be putting Abbey School into cyberspace.®
We could call it Cyber-Abbey!

‘I think that's a really good idea,’ said Mr
Findlay, closing the report. ‘And now we’ve been
on the Internet for a while, 1 think it’s time we
took up your suggestion.”

‘For some Cyber-Abbey pages?” said Josh. ‘Cool! 2

‘I hope you’ll still think so when you hear my
suggestion, Josh. I'd like you, Tamsyn and Rob to
think about what sort of information we could
include.’

‘Right ont,’ said Rob at once.

‘No problem!” said Tamsyn, just as enthusiastic®
as the two boys.

‘Ideally} I'd like some thoughts by Friday the
twelfth.’




‘Why's that, Mr Findlay?’ asked Rob innocent-
ly. ‘lmportant day or something is it?’

Mr Findlay raised the folder as if to clout Rob
on the head. ‘As you well know, Friday the
twelfth is the day the Technology Block extension’
is being officially opened. There are going to be
displays’of all sorts, and I'd like to include one
with your ideas.’

Rob, Tamsyn and Josh exchanged glances -
and nods. ‘Friday the twelfth it is,” said Tamsyn.

Abbey School. 12.48 p.m.
‘So,” said Tamsyn, ‘anybody had a bright idea?’

‘1 had one on the way to French,” said Rob,
tucking into his lunchtime sandwick’ ‘I thought
we could have a computerized plan of the school.
When a user clicks on different spots, photos
come up showing how it really looks.’

‘Not bad. How about you, Techno-man?’

Josh grinned. ‘Get this’ The Abbey Cyber-Joke
Centre. Visit our site for the best jokes in
Cyberspace!’

‘Very educational,” said Tamsyn. ‘With me as
the prize exhibit, I suppose?’

‘Of course,’ said Josh. ‘What about you, then?
Any brainwave§?

‘Nope,” said Tamsyn. ‘But then I didn’t try ..’
she added quickly as Josh put on his I-thought-
not look, “... because my idea is to let the Net do
the work.’

Rob looked at her. ‘Check out some other
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school sites, you mean? See if they’ve got any-
thing we could copy? Good thinking.’

‘So what are we waiting for?’ said Josh, press-
ing the button on the front of the Computer
Club’s PC. ‘Let’s go surfing!’

Within moments he was going through the
opening sequence which connected them to the
whole world-wide Internet network.

He sat up straight as, the initial*flurryof activ-
ity over, the first menu screen flashed up. ‘Aha!
Mail for me time!”

| Flle Edit View Opuom Utilitles  Favelist  Help
[ provious J[ Nemt ][ tHome ]Lmﬁ

B Arts

B Business

B Education

B Entertainment

B Health

B News ‘

B Science

B Sports

# Travel

Mel: 1 MESSAGE m'rmc/

In the bottom right-hand corner of the screen,
on the status line, the words: MAIL: 1 MESSAGE
WAITING were flashing,

‘T thought we were checking out school sites?”
said Rob.




‘We are,” said Josh. ‘Just as soon as I've read
this.” He clicked on the OPEN button. Immedi-
ately the unread e-mail was displayed for him.

It was from Tom Peterson, their friend who
lived in Perth, Australia. As usual, the note was
copied to all three of them.

. TP274173@PERHIGH. Monday 1st April
From: | EDU . AU 0: i o

Sent:
Subject:

Hey, did you guys know that
*nobody* in the whole universe®
has got the same set of
fingerprints? Dad told me.Last
week they nabbed”a burglar®
they’ve been after‘sfor months.
Got him on fingerprints - he‘'d
left his dabsweveryvhere, the
clowr® So now I‘m investigating®
‘Peterson’s Prints Principle’.
Even though everybody's
different, I‘m wondering if
there's something about a




