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“Rebekah - Girl Detective” is a short story series for children ages 9-12 with the remaining titles to be published on a regular basis. Each title can be read on its own.

 

You can join Rebekah’s fun Facebook page for young detectives here:

 

http://www.facebook.com/RebekahGirlDetective

 

I’d really love to hear from you! 

 

I very much appreciate your reviews and comments so thank you in advance for taking a moment to leave one for “The Mysterious Garden”.

 

Sincerely, 

PJ Ryan


Chapter 1

 

“Chirp, chirp,” said the stuffed bear. Rebekah knocked it sideways and glared at the floor behind it. 

“Oh I'll find you, beast,” she hissed and waved the beam of her flashlight in rapid circles. She had been hunting the cricket for over an hour. It really was not fair to lay down for  a nice sleep, only to be awakened by that incessant chirping. 

“Chirp, chirp,” the bookshelf across the room called out. 

“Argh!” Rebekah squealed and lunged in its direction. 

“Rebekah!” her mother cried out from the doorway of her attic bedroom. “What in the world are you doing? The whole house can hear you tromping and stomping around up here,” she shook her head as she stifled a yawn. “We're trying to sleep.” 

“Well, so am I,” Rebekah frowned. “But there is a cricket in here somewhere, and it will not stop chirping! Shh! Listen,” she put her finger to her lips. Her mother stuck her head all the way into the room and listened very closely. After a few moments she sighed. 

“Rebekah, I don't hear anything, just go back to bed,” she groaned and headed down the stairs. Rebekah lived in a three story house, and her room was the entire third story. It was not as big as it might seem as the roof sloped sharply, but it was her own little world, and she liked it very much. That was, when there was not a cricket living in it with her.

Once her mother was gone, Rebekah collapsed on her bed. She was exhausted from a day of playing soccer and investigating the latest mystery in her tiny town of Curtis Bay. As she stretched out in her small daybed, she tried to fall asleep faster than the cricket could chirp. It always seemed to help her fall asleep to sort through whatever mystery was on her mind.

Rebekah was determined to be the latest and greatest detective to hit the streets and she saw no reason to wait until she was a grown up. At nine, she was certain that she could do a better job than most. So whenever she spotted something even the slightest bit off, she would do her best to get to the bottom of it.

Like, why did the mailman always deliver the mail at the same exact time, except on Thursdays when he delivered a half hour later? Why if garbage cans were put out at the curb standing straight up, were they often found face down when she returned from school?

These were the type of questions that she absolutely had to have answered. Of course it was easy to figure out that Mr. Mason, who was the mailman for her neighborhood was a half hour later on Thursday's because he always stopped by for a free ice cream cone at Lyle's Ice Cream Parlor. The ice cream cones were only free from 3pm to 4pm on Thursdays.

And she soon discovered that it was only polite to place the cans upside down, showing that the trash had been taken and they were empty. But there were also bigger questions to answer, like why did the principal always show up late for school when it rained? Why did recess last five extra minutes on Fridays?

The mystery currently weighing on her mind, was the disappearing flowers. Her town had a community garden, and she would always stop by to water the plants. Lately she had noticed that flowers were disappearing! So far she had interviewed the gardener, Mr. Polson. 

“And just where are these flowers going?” she had asked, with her notebook flipped open and pen ready to jot down notes. 

“I'm not sure,” Mr. Polson sighed as he leaned on his shovel. 

“Well, they did not just get up and walk away did they?” she asked as politely as she could. 

“Well no,” Mr. Polson grumbled. “I didn't see any flower footprints.” 

Rebekah giggled and scribbled that in her notes. “No flower footprints found at the scene.” 

As she lay in bed, reviewing the clues, she was just about to fall asleep. 

“Chirp, chirp!” her pillow cried out. 

“Argh!” Rebekah jumped up and threw her pillow across the room. But there was no cricket to be found.

Chapter 2

 

The next day at school Rebekah was feeling very sleepy. She and the cricket had fought all night. She still had not found that bug. 

"Are you okay?" her best friend Mouse asked. Mouse was not called Mouse because of his size, which was average for a boy of nine, but because he always carried around a mouse in his pocket. He reached down and fed the mouse a piece of cheese. 

"Which one is that?" Rebekah asked. Mouse had at least twenty mice for pets. He could tell them all apart, but no one else could. 

"Einstein," he replied with a grin. "He likes the sunshine." 

It was a very bright and sunny day. Normally Rebekah would be looking forward to soccer practice in the afternoon, but today she was dreaming of a nap. 

"Anything new on the flower thief?" Mouse asked, and Einstein squeaked for another piece of cheese. 

"No," Rebekah sighed and narrowed her eyes as she looked across the playground. "Why would anyone steal flowers, when they could just pick them?" she wondered. 

"Maybe they don't like flowers," Mouse suggested with a shrug. 

"Who wouldn't like flowers?" Rebekah laughed. 

AAACHOO! 

They both jumped at the sound of the huge sneeze behind them. 

"Oh how I hate spring," Mrs. McGonal moaned as she trudged past them. 

"You hate spring?" Rebekah asked quickly. "Why?" 

Mrs. McGonal blew her nose in a tissue and then smiled. "Oh sorry, I shouldn't say hate, I just have such terrible allergies to all of the pollen. It is a beautiful time of year for most people, but for me," she held up the box of tissues she was carrying. "It is allergy season." 

"Hm," Rebekah whipped out her small notebook and jotted down a note. 

"Do you think Mrs. McGonal stole the flowers?" Mouse whispered. 

"No," Rebekah frowned. "She may be grumpy, but she is not usually mean. I don't think she would do it." 

"Then who?" Mouse asked as he too looked over the playground. 

Rebekah scowled across the basketball court at a young boy who was huddled near the water fountain. 

"Ernie," she replied with a growl. "I think Ernie is behind this." 

"Ernie?" Mouse asked with surprise. "But he's so quiet, and he never bothers anyone." 

Ernie was very shy and tended to stay by himself. Whenever they were on the playground he would stay near the water fountain and pretend to be thirsty if anyone walked up to him. 

"Exactly," Rebekah nodded firmly. "It is the quiet ones that you have to watch out for. They are always up to something." 

Mouse tilted his head to the side, wondering how Ernie could ever be up to anything, but he knew better than to argue with Rebekah. Once she had a suspect, she would not give up until she had proof. 

"First, we have to find some evidence," Rebekah smirked as she stood up from the bench she was sitting on. 

"And how are you going to do that?" Mouse asked and tucked Einstein back into his pocket as a teacher walked past. 

"I'm going to make friends," Rebekah said with a bright smile and began to stride across the playground.

Chapter 3

 

When Ernie saw Rebekah walking toward him, he ducked his head and pretended to be drinking from the water fountain. Rebekah waited patiently for him to finish. After drinking what must have been a gallon, Ernie looked up at her shyly. 

“Thirsty?” she asked and smiled. 

“Uh, a little,” he nodded. 

“I'm Rebekah,” she held out her hand in a friendly way of saying hello. 

“I know,” he cleared his throat and stared at her hand. 

“Just a little handshake,” she widened her smile and wiggled her fingers. 

Ernie blushed and wiped his hand on his jeans before he shook hers. She grabbed his hand tightly and flipped it over, studying his nails closely. 

“Hm, Ernie, I see there is soil under your fingernails,” she leaned a little closer. 

“Hey,” Ernie protested and tugged his hand free. “What's this about?” he demanded and shoved his hands into his pockets. 

Rebekah began to march solemnly back and forth with her hands clasped behind her back. “This is about flowers Ernie,” she glanced over at him sharply. “Stolen flowers, from the community garden.” 

Ernie winced and shuffled his feet. “I don't know anything about that,” he muttered. 

“So you've never been to the garden?” Rebekah suddenly asked. 

“Well, I didn't say that,” he mumbled and cringed. 

“Which is it Ernie, you know nothing, or you know something?” Rebekah demanded, poking her nose close to his. 

“Neither, both, ugh!” Ernie covered his face with his hands. He was trembling like a leaf. Rebekah would have felt badly, were it not for the tell tale soil under his fingernails. 

“Well, well, Ernie. I think I have caught my flower thief,” she smirked. 

“No you haven't,” he growled and shook his head. “I go to the garden at night, because I am too shy to volunteer,” he held out his fingernails. “They get dirty because I weed the garden.” 

Rebekah's eyebrow shot high up along her forehead. “And I am supposed to believe you because?” 

Ernie hung his head. “I don't know, but it's tue. You can ask Mr. Polson he is the one that lets me in.”

 Rebekah tapped her chin thoughtfully. She whipped out her small notepad and scribbled down this new information. 

Mr. Polson has secrets!! she wrote. 

“You're off the hook,” Rebekah said and started to walk away, then she stopped, and turned back. “For now,” she added in a gravelly voice. 

Ernie gulped, and went for another drink of water.

Chapter 4

 

Later that day when Rebekah arrived at the community garden she decided to check out Ernie's story. 

“Mr. Polson, does a kid named Ernie come here at night to weed the garden?” she asked before even saying hello. 

“Why yes,” Mr. Polson nodded. “Ernie's a good kid. He always cleans up the garden nicely, and makes sure things are tidied up before he leaves.”

“And you don't think he has anything to do with the disappearing flowers?” Rebekah asked as she whipped out her notepad and poised her pen above it. 

“No way,” Mr. Polson shook his head. “Ernie wouldn't do anything to hurt the flowers.” 

Rebekah sighed as she realized that so far she had two suspects, but neither of them seemed to be the culprit. She wondered if that cricket keeping her awake at night was causing her to lose her detective mojo. She decided to spend some time watering the flowers, so that she could think things through. Her favorite watering can was lime green and had a deep bucket. It could water nearly the entire garden without having to be refilled, but it was a bit heavy. The garden was filled with all different colors and types of flowers. It even had a section for berries and vegetables. Anyone in the community could donate a small fee, and take from the garden a portion of the food. It was a great resource for the entire neighborhood. That was why it seemed so odd to her that anyone would want to hurt or destroy it. As she reached the end of the garden, she gasped. 

“Mr. Polson!” she shouted in a high pitched voice. 

“What is it? Are you okay?” he asked as he ran up out of breath. 

“Look!” Rebekah pointed to the empty holes where flowers had once been. “How could more be gone?” she moaned. 

“Well I just don't know,” Mr. Polson sighed and scratched his head. “It's a real mystery.” 

“Yes, yes it is,” Rebekah said with a frown. She finished watering the flowers and then hurried off to soccer practice. 

Mouse sat on the bleachers watching Rebekah played. He preferred to watch sports, rather than play them. Rebekah chased the ball up and down the field. She always played better when she had a mystery on her mind. By the time practice was over, the coach was praising her for her speed. 

“Great job Rebekah, you really hustled out there.” 

Rebekah took a big gulp of her water and smiled. “Thanks coach,” she said, but her smile soon faded. She could not get the missing flowers off of her mind. 

“I think tonight, we should check on our friend Ernie ourselves,” she said to Mouse as she took another drink. 

“I don't know Rebekah, he seems so shy, we might upset him,” Mouse warned. 

“Or we might catch him stealing flowers,” she replied darkly. 

“Alright,” Mouse nodded, but he was not convinced.

Chapter 5

 

They waited until sunset and then returned to the community garden. Mr. Polson was just leaving, and they could see Ernie in the garden, weeding by the overhead lights. There was no one else in the garden with him. 

"Let's go," Rebekah said from behind the parked car they had hidden behind. 

"Rebekah, are you sure?" Mouse started to ask, but it was too late. Rebekah was already walking into the garden. 

"Hello there Ernie," she said as she crossed her arms and settled her eyes on him. Ernie jumped right out of his skin, at least that's what it felt like. He looked up at Rebekah and winced. 

"What is it now?" he asked with a frown. "See, just weeds," he held up the weeds in his hands. 

"Likely story," Rebekah mumbled and began to pace back and forth behind him. 

"Oh Rebekah it looks like he's just weeding the garden," Mouse hissed when he caught up with her. 

"Yes, that's what it looks like," she said quietly. 

All of the sudden the lights above them began flickering, like strobe light. 

"What's happening?" Mouse asked nervously as he looked up at the lights. Rebekah was puzzled as she watched the lights flicker. 

"Very suspicious," she mumbled as she looked around the garden. 

"It's been happening the past couple nights," Ernie admitted. "I told Mr. Polson, but he didn't find anything wrong with the lights," he lowered his voice. "It's really kind of spooky." 

Rebekah started to walk toward one of the lights, but as she did, all of the lights suddenly went completely dark. The sun had finished setting, and the garden was very dark since there were no houses or buildings too close to it. 

"Ah!" Mouse gasped. "What could make the lights go out?" 

"Maybe our flower thief is more clever than we thought," Rebekah frowned.

"Maybe it's a ghost," Ernie suggested. "Ghosts like the dark." 

"He's right, it could be a ghost," Mouse said quickly. 

"No it couldn't," Rebekah countered. "Even if ghosts were real, which they are not, why would a ghost be in a garden? Why would a ghost steal flowers?" 

Ernie lifted his chin high in the air. "You're the investigator, aren't you?" 

Rebekah rolled her eyes and pulled out her keys from her pocket. She had a small penlight attached to her key chain so that she would always be able to see into small dark spaces. It didn't do much to light up the garden, but at least she could see if anymore flowers were disappearing. When she saw the leaves of one plant rustling she rushed forward, expecting to catch the thief. Instead her foot found an empty space where ground should have been. 

“Ugh,” she gasped as she lost her balance and her ankle twisted. She had stepped into a hole in the ground. She fell forward and managed to break her fall with her hands. She flopped on the ground and blew her hair out of her face as she looked up at the two boys above her. 

“Are you okay?” they asked at the same time. 

“I think so,” she replied, and looked past them at the plant that had been shaking. Only, there was no plant to see. It had disappeared! 

“Oh, the thief got another one!” she sighed and sat up in the dirt. Her shoulders slumped. 

“Some investigator I am,” she shook her head. 

“You're a great investigator,” Mouse said firmly. 

“Yeah, you sure try hard,” Ernie encouraged. “Look how close you came.” 

“Yes that's true,” Rebekah nodded. “I would have caught that thief if it weren't for the trap it set for me,” she growled and glared at the hole she had tripped in. “Who would go around a garden digging holes?” 

“Uh, a gardener?” Mouse muttered. 

“Maybe a gh-” 

“Don't say ghost,” Rebekah growled. She tapped her chin lightly as she thought about the situation. Somehow the thief had managed to turn out all of the lights in the garden. The thief had also left behind traps to keep her from catching it. 

“This is a very stealth thief,” she said quietly. She crept over to the hole she had tripped in. It was just big enough for her foot to get stuck in. She shone the penlight into the hole. 

“Wow,” she gasped as she gestured to Mouse and Ernie to look closer. “It's not a hole at all.” 

“It's a tunnel!” Mouse cried out. 

“Creepy,” Ernie shuddered. “Maybe it is gigantic underground worm,” he cringed. 

Rebekah tucked her penlight between her teeth and pulled out her notebook from her pocket. She opened it up and made a few notes on the paper. 

“Oh it's an underground something,” she mumbled and glanced up at the darkened lights.

Chapter 6

 

Rebekah was very tired when she laid down that night. She had showered all of the dirt from the garden off of her and put a little ice on her sore ankle. She hoped it would not keep her from playing well in the soccer game on Saturday. As she sat on her bed she picked up the tablet she had borrowed from her father. With it she could access information about all kinds of creatures. She began using the information she had collected to look up what might be hiding underground in the garden. It had to be a very sneaky animal, it had to be capable of knocking out electricity, and snatching whole flowers. As she put the information into the tablet she was disappointed that she did not get any results. In a moment of desperation, she typed in, gigantic underground worm. 

“Ugh!” she shrieked when the image of a huge worm burst on to the screen. “Bleh,” she shivered and turned the tablet off. She would just have to take another look at the garden in the light of day. As she was just about to fall asleep, she heard the sound. 

“Chirp, chirp,” said her windowsill. 

“Oh no,” she moaned and buried her head under her pillow. If it wasn't one mysterious creature, it was another. 

She woke early the next morning and hurried to get ready for school. Her mother had toast and eggs waiting for her, but she buzzed right past. 

“Sorry Mom, too busy, I'm on a case,” she called out and was just about out the front door when her mother hooked the strap on her book bag and tugged her backwards. 

“Even detectives need breakfast Rebekah,” she said firmly and dropped a piece of toast into her daughter's hand. 

“Thanks mom,” Rebekah grinned and kissed her cheek lightly. Then she ran out the front door. She ran all the way to the community garden, taking bites of toast along the way.

Chapter 7

 

When she reached the garden Mr. Polson was already there. He was digging a few fresh holes to plant some fruit trees in, and didn't hear Rebekah when she came running up behind him. 

“We have a big problem!” she announced in a shrill voice. Mr. Polson nearly dropped his shovel. He sighed and wiped at his brow as he turned to look at Rebekah. 

“What is it now Rebekah?” he asked impatiently. 

“Have you tried the lights yet this morning?” she asked and pointed to the lights that surrounded the garden. 

“Well no,” he said with a frown. “They're on a timer, and they don't come on in the daylight.” 

“Well, they won't work,” she said firmly. 

“Why? What happened here last night?” he demanded with concern. “I can't let you kids be in the garden after hours if you're going to break things.” 

“It wasn't us,” Rebekah protested as Mr. Polson tried to switch the lights on. 

“Oh no,” he frowned. “Now what are we going to do with no lights? Something most have cut off the electricity,” he sighed and began looking over the garden for any sign of what could cause the problem. Rebekah followed along behind him. 

“I also found tunnels in the ground,” she said quickly and pointed out the hole she had tripped on the night before. 

“Oh did you,” he said quietly and crouched down to peer into the hole. “Well now things are starting to make sense,” he smiled a little. 

“You mean, gigantic underground worms?” Rebekah suggested. 

“Oh no,” he laughed. “Much worse. Cuter, and furrier,  but much worse.” 

Rebekah was confused, until Mr. Polson leaned closer to her and whispered something her ear. 

“Oh!” Rebekah cried out with surprise. 

“Look you're going to be late for school,” Mr. Polson said as he glanced at his watch. “I'll do a little more research, and after school, meet me here, okay?” he asked. 

Rebekah nodded with a frown. She hated to head to school right in the middle of a mystery, but she didn't like to miss her classes either. As she walked the rest of the way to school her mind was filled with all kinds of ideas, of how to trap the flower thief. She just hoped that one of them would work.

Chapter 8

 

At school, Mouse ran up to her with a wide grin. “Guess what, I looked up all of this information about gigantic underground worms last night,” he gushed. 

“Ugh Mouse it is not a gigantic underground worm,” Rebekah insisted. 

“Oh I know, but still, these worms are fascinating!” he continued to grin. 

“That's one way to describe them,” she said reluctantly. As they were walking to class, Ernie stood shyly by his locker. When he saw them coming he looked up nervously. 

“Hi Ernie,” Rebekah said in a friendly tone. 

Ernie smiled a little. “Hi guys,” his smile brightened when they stopped to talk with him. 

“Did you figure out what made those tunnels?” he asked hopefully. He loved going to the garden, and didn't want to be too scared to go back. 

“Mr. Polson has an idea,” Rebekah said with a smile. “And I think he may be right. But we will have to see if we can catch the thief. Do you want to help?”

Ernie was surprised to be invited. He was sure that he was still Rebekah's suspect. Besides, he never got invited to anything. It made him feel great that Rebekah and Mouse seemed to want him to be there. 

“Well, I guess,” he said shyly. “I mean, if you want me to.” 

“Of course we do,” Mouse said. “I mean, who else is going to protect us from the gigantic underground worm,” he held up a picture he had printed off of his computer. “See?” 

“Ah!” Ernie jumped back against his locker, then all three of the friends began to laugh. Just then the bell that signaled the start of their first class rang. They scattered to their classes, not wanting to be late. At recess, Mouse, Ernie, and Rebekah huddled around her notebook. She was going over the clues she had gathered during her investigation. With each one she felt it was more likely that the creature that Mr. Polson suspected was the flower thief. 

“How could something so small do so much damage?” Mouse wondered. 

Einstein poked his head up out of his pocket. “No not you Einstein,” Mouse laughed and patted the tiny creatures head. Ernie offered him a piece of cheese form his sandwich. Einstein nibbled it gone in no more than a second. 

“Cute,” he laughed. 

“He's got tons,” Rebekah sighed. 

“Not tons,” Mouse corrected. “Just, plenty,” he smiled broadly. 

As they left school that day they promised to meet up after dark at the community garden. Instead of heading home though, Rebekah went straight to the garden. Mr. Polson was waiting there for her with an extra shovel. 

“Here you go,” he said as he handed her one of the shovels. “Let's get to work.” 

They found each and every hole that had been made in the garden. Carefully they filled the tunnels with dirt, until only one remained. 

“Looks like our little thief chewed through the electrical wires,” he sighed and shook his head. “They are hard creatures to nab, are you sure that you're up for this Rebekah?” 

“Absolutely,” she replied. “No more flowers will go missing on my watch,” she said firmly. Mr. Polson handed her a cage he had bought that day and explained to her how to set the trap.

Chapter 9

 

Rebekah, Mouse, and Ernie gathered at the garden just after dark. They were armed with flashlights and ready to catch a flower thief. She and Mr. Polson had filled in every hole in the garden, except for one. Near that one, the three set up a trap, a cage with a tasty plant waiting inside, for the flower thief. If it was hungry, it would be forced to come out of that one hole, and find the plant waiting for it. 

The trap was set, and Rebekah was excited to see if her and Mr. Polson's theory was right. She, Mouse, and Ernie all huddled down behind a large wheelbarrow, waiting to see if their flower napper would dare to appear. The bright light of the moon was enough to illuminate the garden, and shine on every single petal. It was a perfect night for capturing a flower thief. 

"What if we're wrong," whispered Mouse. "What if we sit out here all night, and nothing happens?" he frowned as he swatted at an insect that was flying around him. 

"We're not wrong," Rebekah insisted. She pulled her notebook out of her pocket and reviewed the clues that she had picked up along the way. 

"It is a stealth thief, it comes and goes without anyone seeing. It leaves no footprints behind. It takes the whole plant, roots and all." 

"But what if it isn't what we think at all," Ernie wondered through chattering teeth. "What if it's some kind of magical elf that is collecting flowers from our world. Maybe, once it has enough flowers, it will want to collect children!" 

Mouse and Rebekah both looked at Ernie with wide disbelieving eyes. "Are you serious?" Rebekah asked and quirked a brow. 

"It could happen," Ernie said with a frown. "I've seen it on television." 

"Ernie," Mouse said patiently. "Don't you think if the magical elf wanted children, it would be at the school, not in the community garden?" 

Ernie sighed. "I guess you're right," he fell silent. 

"Or, it could be that magical elves don't exist," Rebekah pointed out and shook her head at the two boys. 

"You don't know," they both said sharply. 

"Actually, I do," Rebekah said sternly. "I have investigated many magical creatures, and none of them have any basis in science." 

"Hm, that's why they're called magical," Ernie rolled his eyes and Mouse snickered. 

"Argh,' Rebekah sighed and looked back at the trap they had set. "Shh, we might scare it off if we talk too loud." 

"Squeak, squeak, squeak!" a loud noise began filling the air around them. 

"Ernie, please stop squeaking," Rebekah said as patiently as she could. 

"It's not me," Ernie squeaked, then cleared his throat. "I mean, it's not me," he said sternly. 

They both looked at Mouse who had his hand over his pocket. "Einstein, shh," he said and tried to quite the mouse in his pocket. 

"What has him so upset? Out of cheese?" Rebekah asked. 

"No, I don't know what's wrong," Mouse frowned. "He is never this noisy." 

"Maybe he knows the magical elf is coming," Ernie whispered, his voice shaking. 

"Ernie," Rebekah growled. 

Just then Einstein managed to wriggle his way out of Mouse's pocket, and went racing across the garden in a swift white streak. 

"Einstein!" Mouse cried out and started chasing after him. 

"Shh!" Rebekah hissed. While they were looking at the fleeing rodent nobody noticed the pair of eyes that were peeking up out of the ground right beside the trap they had set. 

Ernie was the first to notice the beady stare. "Th-that's not an elf," he gasped and started stumbling backwards. When he did, he knocked over the large watering can, and water began spilling everywhere. Mouse was still chasing after Einstein and Rebekah turned back in time to see what Ernie was pointing at. 

"Oh! It's you!" she growled and crouched down. "Come on little flower thief, take the bait!" 

As she and Ernie huddled close together they watched the small animal crawl out of the only hole they had left unfilled. It crept slowly across the soil toward the beautiful plant they had left in prime view, just waiting to be stolen. 

Just as the gopher was about to scuttle right into the trap, Einstein went running past, followed closely by Mouse. The gopher squealed and ran for his hole. 

"Oh no he's getting away!" Ernie cried out and started to run for the gopher, but he slipped in the mud that had been created by the spilled watering can, and landed on his back. "Owwww," he complained. Rebekah lunged after the gopher and just before it could escape back into its tunnel she managed to flip the wheelbarrow over on top of the small opening, blocking the gopher's way. 

"No escaping justice!" she declared and glowered at the gopher. The gopher of course was not in the mood to be caught, so he began digging furiously in the ground to make a new tunnel. 

Before he could though, Mouse with Einstein finally tucked back into his pocket, managed to lift the small cage they had prepared to catch the gopher, and scoop the creature up with it. Once the cage was locked all three gathered close to peer between the narrow bars. 

"He doesn't look so bad," Mouse cooed, and Einstein poked his head out to say hello. 

"He's actually kind of cute," Ernie admitted and clucked his tongue at the gopher. 

"Cute?" Rebekah narrowed his eyes. "Oh no my friends, this gopher has been living a life of crime. He has been stealing our flowers right out from under our noses, and there is nothing cute about that. Bad gopher!" she wagged her finger at the gopher. It sniffed at her finger and grunted. 

"See, he's confessing," Rebekah said confidently. 

"Aw come on Rebekah, he's really just like a big mouse-" Mouse started to say. 

"No Mouse, your mother is not going to let you keep a gopher as a pet." 

"Maybe she would," Mouse protested. 

"Nope, no way," Rebekah shook her head. "Your mother will not have a thief living under her roof." 

Mouse sighed. 

Ernie frowned. 

Rebekah whipped out her notepad and jotted down a note to declare the crime of the stolen flowers officially solved.

Chapter 10

 

The next morning Mr. Polson arrived at the community garden to find the gopher still sitting in its cage. 

"Well hello there little fellow," he chuckled. "Looks like Rebekah caught her thief after all." 

He picked up the cage and carried it to his truck. He drove to an open area with plenty of lush wild plants and flowers for the gopher to devour. 

As Rebekah settled in for bed that night she sighed with relief. For now the community garden was safe and free of pests, now if only she could say the same about her bedroom. 

“Chirp, chirp,” said her bookshelf. 

“Chirp, chirp,” said her windowsill. 

“Chirp, chirp,” said her teddy bear. 

“Oh no,” Rebekah groaned and buried her head under her pillow. 


Next Steps

This book is part of the children’s series, “Rebekah - Girl Detective”. 

 

I’d really love to hear from you! 

 

I very much appreciate your reviews and comments so thank you in advance for taking a moment to leave one for “The Mysterious Garden”.

 

You can join Rebekah’s fun Facebook page for young detectives here:

 

http://www.facebook.com/RebekahGirlDetective

 

Sincerely,
PJ Ryan

Now Available in Audio

Rebekah - Girl Detective #1: The Mysterious Garden is now available as an audiobook!

 

You can listen to a free sample here:

http://pjryanbooks.com/books/the-mysterious-garden/

 

More audio versions coming soon!

 

Visit the author website at:

PJRyanBooks.com

Please enjoy the following preview for #2 Alien Invasion
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Chapter 1

 

“Rebekah how does it feel to be the first ten year old to go into space?” the reporter asked and then shoved the microphone into Rebekah's face. Rebekah, dressed in a lime green space suit, with her bright red curls tucked into her very own space helmet smiled. 

“It is a great honor,” she said. She looked over at the space ship. It was shaped like a circle. Around its curve Rebekah was printed out in bold white letters. 

“What will be your first stop Rebekah?” the reporter asked. “The moon? Mars?” 

“I am planning on getting to the bottom of Saturn's rings,” she replied and lifted her eyes to the crowd around her. “There is something very strange about those rings. I think that planet may be hiding something.”

“Rebekah,” the reporter called out. “Rebekah!” she said in a more upset tone.

“I said, Saturn,” Rebekah frowned. 

“Rebekah!” her mother's voice shouted. 

Rebekah's eyes snapped open and she rolled over in her bed. She was not in a lime green space suit. There was no reporter in her room. It had all been just a dream. But she still wondered about that sneaky Saturn. 

“I'm up, I'm up,” Rebekah called out sleepily. Rebekah was normally the first person awake in her family. She liked to keep an eye on everyone and everything and sleep got in the way of that. But the night before she and her best friend Mouse had been out in the backyard very late studying the stars with her brand new telescope. Of course this had stirred up all kinds of questions for her. Science was still one of the great mysteries in her mind. Sure a lot of things had been discovered, but there was still so much more to learn about and get to the bottom of.

 

Chapter 2

 

When she reached science class she was excited to see that Mr. Woods had set up a projector in the class. She liked it when he showed slides of different bacteria and organisms. Today, however, that was not what he was showing slides of. 

"Today we are going to talk about life on other planets," Mr. Woods said as he dimmed the lights in the classroom. Rebekah looked over at Mouse who was busy trying to make sure his friend for the day, Whiskers, was still safely tucked into his pocket. He knew one incident of one of his mouse friends escaping would get him into some very big trouble. 

Rebekah huffed and raised her hand, demanding Mr. Woods' attention. 

"Yes Rebekah?" he asked as he situated the projector so that its images would shine on the white screen he had pulled down in front of the chalkboard. 

"Mr. Woods, you can't seriously be teaching a class on aliens," Rebekah said with her chin raised high in the air. 

Mr. Woods smiled patiently as he looked at Rebekah. He was a fun teacher most of the time. His hair was always wild and sticking up in different directions. He wore slightly bent glasses that were always crooked on his nose, making his blue eyes look like they were two different sizes. His clothes were always rumpled, and at least three days out of the week he found a reason to wear a white lab coat. He was surely one of Rebekah's more liked teachers, but she did not expect such a silly class from a science teacher. 

"Yes, I am teaching a class about the possibility of life on other planets," he said with a smile. "Who is to say what is beyond what we know?" 

"Uh, I believe that science has made it clear there is no life on other planets," Rebekah pointed out. 

"Actually-”, one of the girls sitting in the front of the class spoke up. "The Mars Rover recently discovered that water was once on the planet and that it might have been habitable. Maybe they will find out that there was once life on it!" she said, her voice full of excitement. 

"There is a big difference between aliens and microbes," Rebekah said sternly. The girl in the front of the class was Libby, and she was rather strange in Rebekah's opinion. She was always wearing t-shirts that had funny pictures of aliens and strange animals on them. 

"Maybe Rebekah," Mr. Woods agreed. "And I am not here to tell you that there is life on other planets, I am just curious what you might think life would be like on other planets." 

"It wouldn't exist," Rebekah said sternly. 

"I think it would be much better than ours," Libby spoke up. "I bet aliens are much more peaceful than we are."

"No, aliens are not real," Rebekah said firmly. 

"Rebekah, everyone is allowed to have their own ideas," Mr. Woods warned. "We should let Libby share hers too." 

Libby looked over her shoulder at Rebekah and smiled. 

Rebekah forced a smile back and then slumped down in her chair. She did not like where this class was going. For the rest of the class Mr. Woods showed slides of different images of aliens that people had reported seeing or imagined that aliens would look like. At the end of the class he gave an assignment. 

"I want each of you to take some time tonight and think about what a being from another planet might look like. Then you can draw this image for me, and tomorrow we can take a look at everyone's ideas. I think you might be surprised by how different they will be." 

Rebekah rolled her eyes and muttered under her breath about how pointless the assignment was. It was not that she didn’t like drawing, but she felt talking about aliens in science class was silly. As the kids started to leave the classroom she fell into step beside Mouse. 

"This is crazy isn't it?" she asked him. 

"What is?" he tucked his hand in his pocket to keep Whiskers calm. 

"Drawing pictures of aliens. Who really believes in aliens?" she asked. 

"I do," Libby said from behind them. 

"Well you're wrong," Rebekah said as she turned around to face Libby. 

"How do you know?" Libby asked with a smile. She was a friendly girl, just not very bright, in Rebekah's opinion. 

"Because, it has been proven again and again," Rebekah said and shook her head. 

"Not all things can be proven or ruled out by science, at least not yet Rebekah, you should be a little more open about it," Libby suggested sweetly. Then she looked at Mouse. 

"How's Whiskers?" she asked and peeked in his pocket when he held it open for her to see. 

"Happy," he smiled. "She likes the cheese you told me about," he said. When Libby walked away, Rebekah looked at him curiously. 

"What cheese?" 

"Oh I was having a hard time getting him to stay in my pocket, so Libby gave me some goat cheese to try,” he smiled and held out a crumble of the cheese. 

“Ew,” Rebekah scrunched up her nose. “That is smelly!” 

“Yeah it is, but Whiskers likes it!” he smiled. 

“Well she may know her cheese, but she sure doesn't know her science,” Rebekah smirked. 

“Are you sure?” 

Mouse asked and twitched his nose, not unlike his pet mouse did. 

"Of course I am sure," Rebekah sighed. "Don't tell me you believe all of this stuff too!" 

"I don't believe it," he said with a shrug. "I just don't not believe it either. I mean, lots of things are possible today that we didn't think were possible in the past, so maybe just maybe, we don't know everything," he offered her a silly grin. 

"Maybe," Rebekah said thoughtfully. She had never even considered that aliens could be real. But now that she thought about it, she was curious. 

That afternoon when she got home from school she sat down in front of her computer. She knew that if there were aliens, someone must have seen them. There had to be some proof somewhere. She started looking up information on aliens. The more she looked up, the more shocked she became. There was a lot of information about aliens and people who said they had seen them. One site, the scariest of all, said that some aliens could even look like and talk like human beings! 

"How will we ever know who is an alien if they look like us?" Rebekah wondered with horror. She printed off a list of things to look for when looking for an alien. 

 

1. Flashing or floating lights in the sky. These floating lights could be alien space craft looking for a good place to land, or other aliens that have already landed! 

2. Odd behavior or a strange appearance. If someone you meet seems very weird, you might just have met an alien. 

3. Oddly shaped eyes. Aliens have huge eyes that are hard to hide. If you see someone with eyes that are strange colors or shapes, this might be an alien. 

4. Glowing or green skin. If someone seems to be glowing, or has green patches on their skin, this might be their true alien being shining through their human disguise. 

 

She still was not sure if she believed in aliens, but it was good to have a list to use to spot them, just in case. She tucked the list into her camera case and then continued to search. She was a little surprised to find that while there was no scientific proof of aliens, people had been spotting aliens for many years. Some people even thought aliens lived right along beside them. It was an odd idea, and one that Rebekah was sure was not true, but still, she did have to wonder.

 

End of the preview. Continue reading to discover if Rebekah changes her mind about aliens! 

 

Get #2 Alien Invasion here:

http://pjryanbooks.com/books/alien-invasion/

 

Save BIG on the “Rebekah - Girl Detective” 8 Book Bundle:

http://pjryanbooks.com/books/rebekah-girl-detective-books-1-8/


All Titles by PJ Ryan  Can be Found Here 
PJRyanBooks.com

*Visit the author website to save big on special bundled sets!

 

*****************************

 

 “Rebekah - Girl Detective”

#1 The Mysterious Garden

#2 Alien Invasion

#3 Magellan Goes Missing

#4 Ghost Hunting

#5 Grown-Ups Out To Get Us?!

#6: The Missing Gems

#7: Swimming With Sharks?!

#8: Magic Gone Wrong!

#9: Mystery At Summer Camp

#10: Zombie Burgers

#11: Mouse's Secret

#12: The Missing Ice Cream


“Mouse's Secret Club”

#1: Let It Snow (Inside the Gym!)
#2: Haunted Playground

 

“RJ - Boy Detective”

#1: The Mysterious Crate

 

“Rebekah, Mouse & RJ: Special Editions”

Prank Gone Wrong

Halloween Haunted House

Thanksgiving Turkey Trouble

Christmas Party Mystery


This is a work of fiction. The characters, incidents and locations portrayed in this book and the names herein are fictitious.  Any similarity to or identification with the locations, names, characters or history of any person, product or entity is entirely coincidental and unintentional.

 

From a Declaration of Principles jointly adopted by a Committee of the American Bar Association and a Committee of Publishers and Associations.

 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording, or any information storage or retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.  

 

No responsibility or liability is assumed by the Publisher for any injury, damage or  financial loss sustained to persons or property from the use of this information, personal or otherwise, either directly or indirectly.  While every effort has been made to ensure reliability and accuracy of the information within, all liability, negligence or otherwise, from any use, misuse or abuse of the operation of any methods, strategies, instructions or ideas contained in the material herein, is the sole responsibility of the reader.

 

Any copyrights not held by publisher are owned by their respective authors.

 

All information is generalized, presented for informational purposes only and presented "as is" without warranty or guarantee of any kind.  

 

All trademarks and brands referred to in this book are for illustrative purposes only, are the property of their respective owners and not affiliated with this publication in any way. Any trademarks are being used without permission, and the publication of the trademark is not authorized by, associated with or sponsored by the trademark owner.
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