
The Treasure 

in the Attic
by Stella Barton Day



This book is dedicated to my sweet  
and smart Italian grandmother 

Angelina Garripoli Dollfus. 

She loved reading mysteries and 
trying to solve them. I love mysteries 
too and hope you enjoy reading my 

first mystery book for children. 

Enjoy reading. 
Stella Barton Day



 My name is Daniel and this was a school 
assignment.
 Our teacher Mrs. Berry gave our class 
an assignment to write a story. There were 
two rules and only two rules:
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Stella Barton Day

Rule One

 Go to your grandparents’ house. 

Or if you don’t have a grandparent, 

go to your aunt's or uncle's house.

Rule Two

 Ask if you can go to a room in 

the house that you have never been 

to before. Then explore that room 

and write a story about it. 
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The Treasure in the Attic

 My grammy lived in a big old house close to us. 

So my mom and I went to visit her. I explained to 

her what I had to do for school.

 “Daniel, why don't you explore the attic while 

your mom and I have tea?” Grammy asked.

 I had never been allowed to go to the attic 

before. I knew it was dusty. My older sister Janie 

had told me not to go. She said it was spooky up 

there.

 I opened the big old door. It creaked. The stairs 

were dusty and filled with old boxes.

 “Mom, do you want to come with me?” 

 “No,” she answered. “Leave the door open. I’m 

right here. You are a big boy now.”

 I was not going to be scared.

 Boxes and more boxes and old dusty furniture. 
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Stella Barton Day

I didn’t know where to start. There was a trunk 

that looked interesting stuck in the farthest corner.

 “Grammy,” I shouted, “is it OK to open this old 

trunk in the corner?”

 “Sure,” she said. “It belonged to your Great 

Great Uncle Fletcher on Granddad's side of the 

family. Be careful. It hasn’t been opened for years. 
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The Treasure in the Attic

Let me know if you need any help.”

 I was able to get it open. It was filled with old 

papers and books. 

 “It's OK, Grammy. I got it,” I replied.

 I put as many books as I could on the floor. 

But they didn’t look too interesting to me. They 

were mostly about trains and I wasn’t into trains 

anymore. The engines on the covers of the books 

looked like steam-powered engines.                 

 I decided to take a break and get some cookies. 

Grammy made wonderful chocolate-chip cookies.

 Then I asked Grammy about the train books.

 “Ah,” she said, “your Great Great Uncle Fletcher 

rode the trains when he was a young man back 

in the 1890s. He sold special clocks to department 

stores all around the Eastern United States. He 


