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Chapter One

 


The air was
cold and crispy and smelled like dead salmon. Fog sat heavy over
the soccer field. I stood with my dog Buster, a black labrador
retriever, at the edge of the soggy grass.

Usually, we
would cross the field to get home faster. Tonight it was so dark
and the fog was so thick we couldn't see the other side. Anything
could be lurking there.

If my best
friend Jamie had come with us, maybe I'd give it a try. Buster,
even though he's a good dog, isn't much of a protector.

“Come on,
Buster,” I said. “It's too spooky to cut across.”

We hurried
along the sidewalk, beside the field and towards the creek. Lucky
for us, it wasn't raining. Still, Buster's head sagged forward like
he was getting pelted. His tail swayed back and forth in time with
our steps. Leaves crunched under my feet.

Just as we
got to the creek, Buster's ears perked up. He stopped in his
tracks.

“What is
it, Buster?” I asked. I scanned the trees and bushes that lined the
creek. I couldn't see anything, but I heard the splash of a salmon
moving through the shallow water.

I shivered.
“We'd better go.” I started to walk. Buster didn't budge. I turned
back to tug on the leash again. “Come on!”

Buster
whimpered and stayed put. His eyes darted from side to side. His
nose wiggled.

Then, I
heard it. A strange rattling sound. Right away, I had visions of a
giant rattle snake, rising up from the creek.

The
rattling stopped. I held my breath. It started again, then stopped.
What could it be?

I glanced
at the small trail following beside the creek. Could someone really
be on the trail? In the summer, people would walk their dogs along
the trail all the time. On a deary night October night, no one
would be down there.

The rattle
sounded a third time. If I didn't investigate, this mystery would
drive me crazy! Like he could read my mind, Buster leaned
forward.

We stepped
off the sidewalk and onto the trail. The streetlight helped us see
at first, but slowly faded as we travelled into the darkness under
the trees.

 

Things were
suddenly very quiet. I looked back towards the sidewalk. Maybe we
should just give up and go back?

Then, the
rattling shook out at us from the darkness. A shadow rose up from
behind the dead blackberry bushes. It was as big as a bear!


Chapter Two

 


I didn't
wait another second. Buster and I raced back along the trail, onto
the sidewalk and all around the long way home.

We dashed
up to my apartment building. I waved my key fob in front of the
security scanner. The front door clicked. We burst inside and
didn't stop until Buster and I were around the corner and out of
sight from the entrance. I stood there panting, leaning against the
wall.

The strange
sound we'd heard still rattled in my head, but at least we were
safe. Buster and I trudged up the stairs to the second floor and
walked along the hall towards home. As we passed by the elevator,
the doors opened. Out walked Jamie and his dad. Jamie sipped on a
butterscotch milkshake.

“Hey
Caitlyn,” he said. “What's up?”

I had to
tell to Jamie. But not in front of his dad.

“The
usual,” I said. “Hey, I had trouble with the math homework. Maybe
you could come over and help me out?”

Jamie
looked puzzled. He knew we'd already finished the math at school. I
opened my eyes really wide and raised my eyebrows, hoping he'd see
something was up.

“Oh yeah,”
he said slowly. I knew he got the message. “I forgot. You always
need my help with math.”

I gave him
a dirty look.

“Jamie,
don't be mean,” his dad said.

Jamie
grinned.

He followed
me back to my place. I explained what happened on the trail.

Jamie's
eyes popped open. “I can't believe it! Why didn't that happened
when I was with you! We have to check for clues tomorrow after
school.”

To be
honest, I was surprised. Usually, Jamie didn't want to leap into
danger. Then, I understood.

“Maybe it's
a zombie,” he went on. “Or a ghost, just practising before it
attacks on Halloween!”

If that was
supposed to make me feel any better, it didn't. “What kind of clues
would a ghost leave behind?”

Jamie
shrugged. “I guess we'd better hope it's a zombie.”

I didn't
sleep well that night.

The next
day, Jamie and I came straight home from school and grabbed Buster
for his usual walk. This would be a perfect chance to use Buster's
special skill: sniffing.

We walked
along the trail. The creek ran along one side of the trail, with
lots of wild trees and bushes. Houses lined the other side of the
trail, with their neat fences backing onto the edge of the
trail.

“Maybe that
thing came from one of the houses,” I suggested.

Jamie
pointed to a small path that lead from the trail to the creek. It
was almost invisible. “Maybe it came from the creek.”

I ducked
around the short wooden fence that helped protect the creek from
bicycles and wandering dog-walkers. The ground had been well
trampled. I looked up. Some thin branches near the path had been
snapped off.

“Let's
check it out.”


Chapter Three

 


Buster led
the way down the path, sniffing like crazy. We wove our way past
the wild blackberry bushes. A thorny branch grabbed at my sweater.
I heard a rustling above my head. A fat, black squirrel glared down
at me.

The path
lead to a small dirt beach right next to the creek. A log sat
facing the creek, like a bench. I walked over to hook Buster's
leash on a nearby tree. Trample marks covered the ground. I bent
down to take a closer look.

“People
have been down here. But I don't think our suspect is a teenager or
even a homeless person. There's no garbage or empty food containers
anywhere.”

Jamie was
searching over near the log. “Hey, what's this?”

I scooted
over. He held a tiny sliver of wood. Tons of the slivers lay
scattered on the ground near the log. I picked up a few and sat on
the log to take a closer look. Jamie sat next to me.

“It's wood,
but the edges are so smooth,” he said. “It's not natural.”

“Maybe a
knife? Maybe the person was carving away at a piece of wood and
left the shavings.”

Jamie
nodded. “That makes sense. But why here?”

We both
looked around. Tall trees and bushes blocked out the view of nearby
houses. Light trickled in through the leaves. The creek gurgled.
Once in a while, we'd hear a salmon jumping or a squirrel rustling.
You could hear birds. The cars and the rest of the city sounds were
far away.

Even Buster
looked relaxed. He lay near the edge of the creek, watching the
salmon, but he didn't chase after them.

“It's nice
here,” I felt relaxed.

Jamie was
still on the case. “What if there are two suspects? One that carves
during the day, and another one that prowls during the night?”

“That thing
sure did look as big as a bear. It makes sense that bears would be
out at night, eating the salmon.”
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