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Chapter 1

“The Watson House”

She was killed right in her own home. No one
knew who did it or why, but Abigail Watson had been murdered. This
was all the information we ever knew until that summer. For years
we had ridden our bikes up and down the quiet streets of Swigton
looking for excitement, for adventure. We were looking for a
mystery worth solving to keep ourselves from dying of boredom.
That’s why we turned towards the house by the river. The old,
faded, yellow Victorian house spied on the town from where it
rested next to the swampy river. It was a sight right out of a
mystery movie; it was a sight no one was allowed to go near. So,
naturally, we were drawn to it like moths to a flame. Oh, but I’m
starting this story out all wrong. It should be started as any
detective would write it out. Who? Abigail Watson. What? A murder.
When? Summer, 1982. Where? Swigton, Oregon. Why? That’s yet to be
seen.

My name is Jeremy, and I was thirteen that
summer when we decided that the house’s mysteries would be our
summer project – mine, Zane’s, and Christy’s that is. Well,
actually it was only mine and Zane’s, but Christy somehow butted in
and joined our team. I still haven’t figured out how. She’s
persuasive that way. Anyway, we had heard about the house’s
secrets: how Abby had been found dead with stab wounds, how no
murder weapon had been found, how a murderer could not be found,
and how her ghost still haunted the decrepit house. So, those were
exactly the stories that entered my mind one sweltering hot day in
early June. Zane Wilkinson had come over, bored out of his mind,
only to find me in a similar state.

Zane was my best friend and had been for,
well, as long as I could remember. He’d usually hang out at my
house after school or soccer practice. Zane loved soccer. Now that
summer had begun, soccer practice was the only time he wasn’t at my
house. He was good at the sport too, which made up for his bad
grades. See, Zane isn’t the brightest of the bunch, but we always
found better ways to entertain ourselves than using our heads.

“You think you can stare straight at the sun
without blinking longer than I can?” Zane asked me. He was rubbing
his black, semi-spiky hair.

“Without even trying,” I replied, though I
doubted it, and I wasn’t really in the mood to be seeing sunspots
all day.

“Okay, I’ll count,” Zane prepared. “Ready?
Go!” Quickly, I directed my eyes to the sun, counting in my head.
One, two, three, four, five, Ow! My eyes slammed shut. Zane
laughed. “That was weak! I only counted to three!”

“Three? I counted to five!” was my retort. I
kept my eyes shut tight.

“Nope. Definitely three,” he said as if an
expert on the subject. “You need to say ‘Mississippi’ in between
the numbers, you see.”

My eyes remained shut. They were starting to
water. “Well, what’s your record?”

“Six. You can try again if you want.”

My eyes were still glued shut. “Uh, nah.
Besides, I better rest them if this is what we’re going to be doing
all summer long.”

“Oh I hope not.”

We decided right then and there that we
needed a summer project, something to make this summer stand out
amongst the rest. I could see the river not too far off and
remembered what it passed. It would become our summer
adventure.

Christy Seelie had been away that afternoon
at one of her piano, (no sorry), one of her ballet, (no that’s not
it either), well, one of her lessons. She too had tasted summer’s
boredom and had actually done something, many somethings, about it.
Now, she walked by just in time to see us looking stupid with our
eyes watering and shut tight.

Christy pushed her curly blond hair out of
her brown eyes and tried to tuck more of the whispies into her
ponytail. She put her book bag down and plopped down on the grass.
Unlike Zane, Christy loved school and was very good at it. She was
also very good at anything she seemed to try, which included
annoying us.



“You two look ridiculous,” she told us.

“I don’t even have to look at you to know you
look ridiculous,” Zane retorted, his eyes still closed.

“What were you doing anyway?” she asked. I
snuck a peak at Zane who was glancing at me. It didn’t look like he
was ready to admit we were being stupid either.

“Nothing,” we replied.

“Well, what are you going to do now?” she
asked.

“Have you entertain us, of course,” Zane
replied.

Ten minutes later, I was cursing Zane for
suggesting that. We sat in the library watching Christy find books
that were on her summer reading list.

“Don’t you two have summer reading?” she
whispered to us.

“We’ll get to it,” Zane replied. “I don’t
need to read it right away. I just got out of class, why should I
start reading for fun?”

“Reading’s fun?” I asked seriously. Christy
rolled her eyes at me and continued searching for her books.

“Besides,” she said, “I’m not planning on
reading them right away.” I turned away from her and started
looking at the books on display. After glancing over the titles, I
haphazardly picked up a book on the history of Swigton in search of
cool pictures. I saw one I recognized.

“Hey, Zane!” I called.

“Shhhh!” Christy scolded me quietly. “Keep it
down. We’re in a library.” Zane brushed her aside and walked up to
me.

“Check this out,” I started, showing him the
book. “It’s the old Watson house.”

“It looks new there,” Zane said. “When was
this taken?” I checked the bottom of the photo. 1970. The book
provided a bunch of photos of the house.

“It says here that the Watson house is the
oldest house in Swigton,” I pointed out, continuing to look at the
photos. One stopped both of us in our tracks.

“Oh, my God!” Zane exclaimed.

“Shhhh!” Christy whispered from a few rows
down. Zane ignored her.

“That’s Abigail Watson, the girl that was
murdered.” The young girl smiled out of the book, standing proudly
next to her parents as they posed with their house. A lot of the
photos included a Watson or two or three. All three in front of the
house, Mr. Watson in the study, Mrs. Watson in the kitchen, Abigail
in her bedroom, Mr. and Mrs. Watson in their living room, etc…

“No one ever figured out who did it, did
they?” I asked.

“No, they didn’t,” Zane answered. “Still a
mystery. No one could solve it, but I bet we could.”

I stared at him in disbelief. “You think we
can solve a murder that police and detectives couldn’t even solve?
What makes you think we could ever figure it out?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Hey, we’re bored
anyway. It’s worth a shot to try to figure it out after all these
years.”

“It is the ten year anniversary this month,”
came Christy’s voice from over our shoulders. “The murder was on
June 3rd 1972.” Zane closed the book and backed
away.

“Hey, who said you could work with us?” he
asked. “This is none of your business.”

“When you talk as loud as you two do in a
library, then it’s everyone’s business,” she pointed out smugly. I
gave Zane a pained look. I couldn’t stand a whole summer with
Christy. I mean, she was cool for a couple of days but as a partner
in a project? Oh, man. She looked triumphantly at us. “So it’s
settled. I’m in!” She skipped away gleefully to check out her
books.

“Go check out this book,” Zane whispered,
handing the book to me sneakily. “Don’t worry. She’s taking so many
lessons that we’ll be able to do most of the investigating on our
own without her interference.” Of course we were wrong.

 


“But who do you think would do such an
awful thing?” Christy was asking.

Zane rolled his eyes for the hundredth time
that day. “If we knew, we wouldn’t be trying to solve it, now would
we?”

“Do you really think we can solve an old
murder case though? I mean, if the detectives couldn’t solve it
then how do you expect us to?”

“Christy, we didn’t ask you to help us so
stop with the fifty questions already,” I blurted out. Zane leaned
into me.

“This is why we didn’t want her around,” he
whispered.

“I heard that!” Christy hollered.

“Don’t you have one of your lessons to get
to?” Zane asked impatiently.

“Nope,” she responded, a big grin on her
face. “You two get the pleasure of my company all afternoon. My
lessons are done for the day. I just had piano this morning.”

“Great…” I responded. I didn’t bother to hide
my lack of enthusiasm at sharing our adventure with Christy.

“Jeremy! Face it. You need me. Even if you
don’t think so, I’m still sticking around. Get used to it.”

“Joy…” Zane put in. Christy gave him a stern
look.

“So are we going over to the house or what?”
she asked.

Zane and I looked at each other and sighed.
“Yes.”

Christy led the way as we walked along the
road by the river. Zane and I lagged behind.

“Don’t worry,” I whispered. “We’ll do the
real work when she’s busy. Besides, the second she sees dirt or
bugs she’ll flip!”

“Or Abby’s ghost,” Zane laughed. Christy was
pretty far up ahead, but had stopped across the river from the
house. We ran over.

“There it is,” she breathed. “It looks
scary.”

“Sure does,” Zane agreed. “Supposed to be
haunted by Abigail Watson’s ghost, you know. They say she can
transform into a black cat, and that’s how she roams around. That’s
how she can attack her victims!” He grabbed her shoulders causing
her to scream and quickly squirm out of his grip. I laughed
gleefully.

“Don’t say things like that! You know I’m
superstitious,” she whimpered.

“Yes, yes I do. I just don’t know, Christy.
Are you sure you can handle it?” Zane taunted.

“I’m sure!” With that, she turned on her
heels and headed towards the bridge, which led over to the other
side of the road and the Watson’s driveway.

Zane turned to me. “Sorry, man. I tried.”

“Hey, Christy!” I shouted after her. “We
can’t go on the property, can we? Does anyone still live
there?”

“Of course not, dummy,” Christy retorted.
“It’s been abandoned for seven years. The Watsons moved away two
years after Abby’s death and another family only stayed a year.
They got freaked and left too.”

“Yeah, ‘cause of the ghost,” Zane stated.
Christy gave him a look and marched off towards the house
again.

“Looks like we’re stuck with her,” I
shrugged. “Hey, Christy! Wait up!” We hurried to follow her as she
marched determinedly up the Watson’s old driveway.

“We’re not going in now are we?” I asked. I
sure hoped not. Frankly, I wanted time to gather up my own
courage.
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