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Chapter 1

 

“Oh yes I see,” she muttered in her best detective voice. She leaned her hands on the windowsill and stared out the window. It was an ordinary day in her ordinary neighborhood. She had been staring out of her window for quite some time, just hoping to spot something suspicious. She wanted to have an adventure, but she did not think anyone else did. Everyone seemed to have something to do, or something they were interested in. It was the beginning of summer and she was ready to have some fun. Sadly, she had a bit of a cold and could not go swimming just yet. So she decided to do her other favorite activity, detecting. Her mother called it spying. Her father called it being a little nosy. But she called it paying very close attention. She was paying very close attention to the older couple walking down the street with their tiny dog. She was certain that these people must not be as sweet and nice as they looked. She was just about to launch an investigation when her phone rang. She ran over to the stand beside her bed where she charged it. 

"Hello?" she said hoping it would be an adventure calling. 

"Oh ---- I am so glad you answered," Mouse gushed into the phone. Mouse was her best friend. He collected little mice as pets, so everyone called him Mouse. Actually, maybe she had been the one to start it, but either way, he was now known as Mouse. 

"What's wrong?" she asked. 

"It's Magellan," he sighed. "He's gone." 

"Is that a mouse?" she asked. 

"Yes! My favorite mouse!" he cried out. 

"Really?" she frowned. 

"Alright, they're all my favorite," he said. "But Magellan is so tiny, I am so scared he's lost or hurt somewhere." 

"Have you checked all your pockets?" she asked. Mouse liked to carry his pets around with him in his pockets from time to time. 

"Yes, and all the usual hiding spots- under the bed, in the closet, in the hamper-" 

"In the hamper?" she gasped. 

"Yes," he answered. 

"Brave mouse," she giggled. 

"Listen!" he said, getting frustrated. "It's not funny, I have to find Magellan!" 

"I know you do," she said. "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have teased. This sounds like an investigation," she said firmly. "I'll be over in ten minutes."

"Please hurry," Mouse squeaked. 

When she hung up the phone her mind was already spinning with ideas.  As she walked out of the house she spotted the older couple with their tiny dog. They smiled nicely at her. She smiled back, but she knew they were up to something. 

The walk to Mouse's house was not very far. It was only down the street. As she walked along she heard something moving in the brush beside the sidewalk. 

“Who's there?” she demanded as she turned to look inside the brush. There was no person small enough to hide in the bushes. Maybe just maybe it was the couple's dog, come back to spy on her. She peeked through the brush to see what was following after her. 

In the middle of the twigs and leaves was a small orange cat. It looked up at her with little blue eyes and seemed very sweet. 

“Aww, what a cute kitty,” she cooed. 

That cute kitty wasn't happy that he had been found. He reached out with his sharp little claws and swiped at the finger that she stretched out to pet him. 

“Hey!” she protested. “That's my finger!” she snatched it back before its sharp little nails could slice into her skin.

Chapter 2

 

The orange cat hissed and growled at her. He stood up on his four legs and raised its back as if it would attack. 

“Bad kitty!” she said sharply. “Very bad kitty!” 

With a scowl she stalked off the rest of the way to Mouse's house. When she knocked on the door he opened it fast. 

“I still can't find him!” he said. 

“Oh no,” she sighed and shook her head. “I'm sorry that you lost Magellan. I just got attacked by a fierce cat!” 

“A fierce cat, like a tiger?” Mouse asked with surprise. 

“No silly,” she said. “But it could have been, for as loud as it snarled, and how sharp its claws are. It almost got my finger!” she showed him her unmarked finger. 

“Oh, bad kitty,” he shook his head. 

“That's what I said,” she grinned. “Now let's take a look at what we can do about this missing mouse!” 

“Magellan,” he reminded her. 

“Yes, Magellan,” she said. She whipped out her small notebook. “When was the last time you saw your mouse?” she said. 

“This morning, after I let them out into their maze.” He replied. “He was in the castle with all of the other mice, but I couldn't find him when it was time to put them back in their cage.” 

“Is there any way out of the maze?” she asked curiously.

 “Here, I'll show you,” he said. “I just built a new one yesterday.” 

Mouse's room was loaded with all kinds of inventions he had created to keep his tiny mice happy. He had mice roller coasters, he had mice bicycles, and even a mouse swing set. He walked her over to his newest creation, a large mouse maze complete with castle turrets and a drawbridge. The mice had to eat the cheese to get the drawbridge to lower. 

“This is great!” she said with a smile. “I'd love to run through it.” 

“You'd have to be a bit smaller,” Mouse said thoughtfully. She could tell that he was already inventing some ideas in his head as to how to make a life size maze. 

“So all of the mice were in here?” she asked and peered closely. “Oh Mouse one of your mice has a big appetite,” she said. 

“Huh?” Mouse looked at the corner of the maze that she was pointing at. There was a tiny hole chewed through the cardboard of the box. 

“Maybe he thought it was cheese,” she said. 

“Oh no,” he smacked his forehead and groaned. “How could I not see that? He could be anywhere!” 

“As long as he didn't get out of the house, we can find him,” she assured him, “Let's just take a close look at where he might have gone.” 

“How can we do that?” Mouse asked. “He's so tiny there's no way to know which way he went.”

“By being mice,” Rebekah said firmly and dropped down on to all fours beside the mouse maze. She began searching along the baseboards for anywhere that the mouse could have hidden. Mouse dropped down beside her and began searching too.

Chapter 3

 

What they soon discovered was that Mouse did not clean under his bed or desk very often. They did not find any loose mice. 

"Hm," Rebekah frowned as she sat back on her heels. "Maybe we are looking at this the wrong way," she said thoughtfully. "Maybe it isn't that Magellan got out, maybe something else got in." 

"What could get in?" Mouse asked. 

All of the sudden Rebekah gasped. "I know! That feisty cat I saw in the bushes!" 

"How could a cat get in here?" Mouse shook his head with disbelief. 

Rebekah pointed to his window. The curtains were blowing in a light breeze. When they walked over to it, they could see the screen was hanging out. 

"How did that happen?" Mouse wondered. 

"Well, maybe that's how the cat got in," Rebekah said. She tapped her chin lightly and then looked closely at the curtains. 

"I don't see any claw marks," she said. 

"Me either," Mouse agreed. 

"There must have been a strong wind that pushed the screen out," Rebekah said. "Then the cat could climb in. He probably heard all the squeaking of the mice and-" 

"Oh no Rebekah, what are you saying?!" Mouse gasped. "Do you think the cat had Magellan for dinner?" he fell back on his bed with a sigh. 

"I hope not," Rebekah bit into her bottom lip. "That cat is a menace. I say we find it, and take it to the vet. She'll be able to tell if it got to Magellan." 

'What a horrible thought," Mouse sniffed. "Poor Magellan." 

"Don't worry," Rebekah said. "Maybe the cat just hid him away somewhere. Maybe we can still find him safe." 

"Maybe," Mouse nodded a little but he did not look very hopeful. "Let's catch that cat!" he said. 

They went to Mouse's kitchen and took out some supplies from the refrigerator. A little bit of turkey to tempt the cat with. A little bit of cheese in case they found Magellan and two bottles of water for them. It was going to be a long day of hunting cat.

Chapter 4

 

Once outside, Mouse looked everywhere for any sign of Magellan, while Rebekah looked everywhere for any sign of the cat. It was not too long before she heard the rustling again. 

"Oh little kitty," she sang out. She was carrying a small cage that Mouse kept to transport his mice in. It was large enough to fit the orange cat. If they could get the cat inside of it, that is. 

"Let's go this way," she said in a whisper when she heard the rustling again. 

The two crept slowly toward the sound. Expecting to find the orange cat, Rebekah had her cage open and ready to catch it. Instead of catching the cat she caught a bird in the cage! It had been getting ready to take off, and when she held the cage over the leaves, it flew right up inside of it. 

"Ah!" Rebekah cried out as its wings fluttered wildly. 

"Ah!" Mouse shrieked as she swung the cage toward him and the bird flew out of the open door. He could feel the wind from its wings as it flew quickly away. 

They both stared after the bird as it flew away, laughing and gasping for breath. 

"Wow that was wild," Mouse snickered and grabbed the cage from Rebekah's hand. 

"No cat in there," he said as he peeked inside the cage. 

"I know, I know," she said and shrugged. 'Maybe it found a home." 

Just then she saw something orange and fast streak across the street. 

"Look!" she pointed at the streak. "There it goes!" 

The two began to run swiftly after the cat. The cage dangled from Mouse's hand as he ran as fast as he could. 

"Oh we're going to get you cat," Rebekah yelled. 

The cat was very fast and could run through small spaces. It squeezed under a fence and ran off through a garden. Mouse stopped at the fence. Rebekah kept going, determined to get the cat. She did not realize she had trampled through the garden until she heard a holler from the window. 

"Rebekah! Get out of my garden!" Mrs. Beasley demanded when she saw the state of her garden. "You will be replanting that!" 

"Yes of course Mrs. Beasley, so sorry," she sighed. "You see there's this cat, and we think it ate Mouse's mouse." 

"Rebekah, I don't care," Mrs. Beasley shook her head. "I just want my garden back to normal. 

"I promise I will fix it," Rebekah said firmly and then began chasing after the cat once more. 

Mouse walked around the garden and smiled apologetically to Mrs. Beasley. When they reached the edge of the yard there was no sign of the cat. 

"Where did it go now?" Rebekah wondered. Then they heard a low growl from a pile of rocks beside them. 

"Oh there you are," Rebekah growled back. She crouched down and motioned for Mouse to give her back the cage. He handed it over and she was ready to catch the cat inside of it. She held out the piece of turkey. 

"Here kitty kitty," she called out sweetly. "Got a treat for you!" she said. 

The cat inched out from behind the rocks, his head low, his back arched. 

“Meow!" Mouse said, trying to talk like a cat would. Rebekah glanced over her shoulder at him with one raised eyebrow. 

'What?" he said. "It might work." 

Rebekah shook her head and looked back at the cat. 

"One, two, three," she whispered, and then lunged forward with the open door of the cage. The cat shrieked and started to bolt, but the cage was over him before he could. 

"Gotcha!" Rebekah grinned and did her best to close the cage. The cat was taking swipes with his sharp nails through the holes in the cage. He was growling long and low and hissing. 

"Aw, he's scared," Mouse said. "Don't worry little cat," he said sweetly. "It's not your fault you eat mice, all cats do!" 

"Don't talk to the prisoner!" Rebekah demanded. "This cat is in our custody now, and will need to stand trial." 

"Trial?" Mouse gulped. 

"Trial," Rebekah repeated. Then she held up the cage so she could look into the cat's little blue eyes. 

"Off to the vet with this one, so we can get some hard evidence."

Chapter 5

 

The entire walk to the vet, the cat growled and hissed. 

"What a mean cat," Rebekah shook her head. 

"He's not mean," Mouse said. "He just doesn't like being in that cage." 

Rebekah was swinging it back and forth mildly as she walked. She held it out far enough from her legs to keep its claws from shredding her shorts. 

"If you say so she said, but it sure seems pretty mean to me." 

"It has no home," Rebekah, Mouse said sadly. "I would not be very nice if I had no home, and I don't think you would be either." 

"Maybe but that does not excuse mouse devouring," she said firmly. When they reached the vets office she glanced down at the cat again. 

"This is it Mr. Kitty, the moment of truth. We will be able to find out from this vet if you did anything to Magellan," she paused and stared hard at the cat. "Want to make a confession now?" 

The cat hissed. "Ah, a tough one I see," she clucked her tongue and carried the cat into the vet's office. 

"Mouse!" the vet cried out when she saw the young boy. She knew him well as he often brought his mice in for check-ups and to see if they were eating properly. 

"How are you?" she asked with a bright smile. Dr. Winston had long black hair, and big brown eyes. She had a smile that seemed to make her face glow. She was one of the nicest people in the neighborhood, according to Rebekah. 

"Not so good," Mouse said as he walked up to her. "Magellan is missing." 

"Oh no!" Dr. Winston said. "Well you know mice are good escape artists," she said with a frown. "I bet he'll be back in no time." 

"Maybe not," Rebekah said as she plopped the yowling howling cage down on the front desk of the office. 

'Who is this?" Dr. Winston asked and peered inside the cage. "Isn't this cage a little small for this cat?" 

"It was all we had," Mouse said quickly. 

"This is the cat that took Magellan," Rebekah said sternly. "At least, that's what we suspect." 

"Oh?" Dr. Winston asked as she unlocked the cage and took the small cat out of it. She pet the orange fur soothingly and he began to settle down. He did not even try to scratch or bite her. 

"Oh now you're nice," Rebekah scowled. "Don't believe it Dr. Winston this cat is just being nice so that you won't find any evidence." 

"Evidence?" Dr. Winston asked with surprise. 

"Yes, we are going to have a trial, and we need some hard evidence that Mr. Kitty here had something to do with Magellan's disappearance." 

Dr. Winston looked very confused for a moment and then nodded slowly. "Ah, I see, evidence," she tried to hide her smile. The cat was very thin, and she knew that it needed some help. 

"Let me just take a look," she said. "I will see if we can find any evidence of a mouse attack!" she whisked the cat away into the back room.

Chapter 6

 

Mouse sat down in one of the chairs in the waiting room and put his head in his hands. He sighed heavily. 

"Poor Magellan," he said and shook his head. 

"I'm sorry Mouse," Rebekah said and gave him a soft hug. "I know that you loved him very much." 

Mouse sniffled and nodded. 

"At least if we find out the truth we can make sure that cat gets a stiff sentence for his crime." 

"Oh Rebekah," Mouse shook his head. "I don't think it would be right to punish the cat for doing just what cats do. They are built to eat mice you know, and I’m sure the cat would not have done it if he had taken the time to get to know Magellan, but that’s the way animals are." 

"You're too nice Mouse," Rebekah frowned and crossed her arms. "We'll just make sure the cat is somewhere that he can't hurt any more mice, how's that?" 

"That's better," Mouse nodded. "Poor thing looks so sad being all alone." 

"That is true," Rebekah said in a whisper. She had noticed how sad the cat looked. She remembered what Mouse had said about not being very nice if he did not have a home. He was right. If Rebekah didn't have her home and her mother and father to look after and love her, she probably would not be very nice either. 

"I hope he'll be okay," she murmured. 

"What did you say?" Mouse asked, as he had not quite heard her. 

"Oh nothing," she said sternly. "That cat is a menace," she nodded her head sharply. 

"Actually, this cat is starving," Dr. Winston said as she walked back out of the exam room. "Poor thing hasn't eaten in days." 

'You mean that he didn't eat Magellan?" Rebekah said with surprise. She was sure that her theory had been right. 

"Not a chance," the vet said. "His tummy was bloated from needing to eat. He's back there eating right now. It's a good thing you found him Rebekah, and brought him in. Now he will have a chance to get healthy again." 

Rebekah was too shocked by the fact that she was wrong to even pay attention to what the vet was saying. 

“Then where is Magellan?” Mouse asked sadly. “He's still missing,” he frowned. 

“I hope you find him,” Dr. Winston said. “But it is a good thing this little guy got off the streets. I'll keep him here tonight and you can check on him in the morning, okay?” she smiled at the two young children. 

“Yes,” Rebekah said, feeling distracted. She prided herself on being a great detective and it did not feel great when she got something wrong. 

“This is a good thing,” Mouse said and grabbed Rebekah's hand. “This means that Magellan could still be okay. We have to find him!” he tugged her out of the vet's office. As they left, Rebecca could hear the cat's sad meow coming from the back room of the vet's office.

Chapter 7

 

When they got back to Mouse's house, they began to tear it apart. They looked under everything in his room. They dumped out his hamper. They turned over his trash can. They searched in the bottom of his closet, and even in the top! They looked in each one of his shoes. 

"Ugh," Rebecca complained at the scent that wafted from one she peered into. 

Mouse blushed and kicked his shoes back inside of the closet. They searched the bathroom. They looked in the tub, they looked under the sink, they even checked in the toilet. 

"No swimming mouse here," Rebecca sighed. They headed out of the bathroom and began looking through the living room. They looked under the couch, where Mouse found an old block of cheese. They looked in the magazine rack, which was full of magazines about raising mice. They looked behind the television and found nothing but dust. They even looked in the umbrella stand. 

"No mouse hiding here," Mouse sighed. "Where could he be?" he looked as if he might cry. 

'Don't worry," Rebecca said. "We are going to find that mouse if it takes me all night!' she stomped one foot against the floor. She never let a mystery go unsolved. 

"We just have to think a moment," she said. Her stomach began to growl. At first she thought it was the cat back in the room with them. Then she realized it was because she was hungry. 

"Got any snacks?" she asked Mouse. 

"Sure," he said and led her into the kitchen. "I just have to find him Rebecca," he wailed as he walked up to the tall cabinet beside the fridge. "I just can't let him be lost forever. What if he's hiding somewhere, alone and hungry? What if he's scared and lost like the cat was?" 

Rebecca frowned as she thought of the cat. It was a very sad story to think about. Rebecca found herself hoping that the cat would be okay by the morning. 

Mouse opened the cabinet. "Want a granola- ah!" he cried out when a little white mouse scampered across his shoe. 

Well, not exactly little. Magellan's belly was round and full. Rebecca dove to catch him, but he squirmed out of her grasp. Mouse lunged into the doorway of the kitchen to keep him from getting away. 

He was so happy to see the mouse he did not notice the mess in the cabinet. Magellan had helped himself to quite a few snacks while he was in there. He was an expert at chewing through cardboard. The cornflakes were all over the floor. A box of cookies had been gnawed through. He had even managed to make a hole in the bag of flour, which then trailed flour all over the floor. 

Rebecca grabbed a cup from the table and ran over to where Mouse was blocking the door. She dropped the cup carefully down on top of Magellan, trapping him inside. Magellan scratched at the cup with his tiny claws and wiggled his pink nose. 

"You're safe!" Mouse exclaimed happily. "I can't believe it, you're safe!"

Chapter 8

 

The mouse squeaked from inside the cup. Mouse slid his hand under the bottom of the cup and captured his favorite friend in the palm of his hand. 

“Aw, little Magellan, you caused a lot of trouble!” he said sternly. “You shouldn't chew through your maze.”

Magellan's nose twitched. He scuttled back and forth across Mouse's hand. 

“I've missed you so much!” Mouse said and lifted the mouse up to look him over. He wanted to make sure that he had not been hurt while he was trapped in the cabinet. The only difference that he could see was Magellan's big round belly. 

“Well you’ve had plenty to eat,” Mouse laughed and then stopped when he looked inside the cabinet. 

“Oh no, when mom sees that, she'll make me get rid of all my mice!” he groaned. 

“I'll help,” Rebecca offered. She grabbed a broom and a dustpan from beside the back door. Mouse returned Magellan safely to his cage and then hurried back to help too. It did not take the friends too long to get the cabinet back in shape. Of course there was no way to explain away the damaged boxes or the half-gone bag of flour. 

“Just tell her the truth,” Rebecca said quietly. “It's the best thing to do. She knows Magellan got loose, but you found him, and you cleaned up the mess. She'll let you keep your mice.” 

“Do you really think so?” he asked nervously. 

“I'm sure,” Rebecca nodded with a smile. They spent the rest of the afternoon playing with Mouse's mice. He decided to retire his cardboard maze and began thinking of what he could use instead. They drew some designs for a plastic maze. By the time Rebecca had to go home for dinner, it seemed like Mouse was much happier. As she said goodbye, he frowned sadly again. 

“Oh no,” she said quickly. “Did Magellan escape again?” 

“No,” he frowned. “I was just thinking that if I didn't have a home full of mice, I would give that poor kitty a home.” 

“Oh yes that would not be a good idea,” Rebecca giggled. 

“I know, I know,” he murmured. “But everyone deserves a home.” 

“You're right,” she nodded. “Maybe someone will adopt him.” 

“Maybe,” Mouse smiled. “Thanks for all of your help Rebecca. You really are a great detective.” 

“You're the one that found him!” she reminded him. 

“Maybe, but only because you were here to help me,” he grinned.

Chapter 9

 

That night as Rebecca lay in her bed, she could not stop thinking about that tiny orange cat. It had been mean to her when she first found it, but she had been mean right back. It was not really a bad cat, just very sad and very lonely. She knew that if he had a home and someone to love him, he would be much happier. She went through her mind, thinking of who might like to own the cat. Maybe the older couple with the little dog. The orange cat could go on a leash too! Or maybe the mailman could use a companion. There were also the teachers at school. They might want a little kitty to go home too. But the more she thought about it, the more she knew that none of those homes would be just right for the little orange cat. He needed someone who understood what it was like to need to be loved and hugged. Rebecca felt a little different from everyone sometimes. Even though she and Mouse were friends, she didn't have too many other friends. They thought she was a little weird because she liked to solve mysteries and hunt down evidence. Rebecca knew it didn't matter what other people thought, but she did get a little lonely and sad sometimes. The poor orange cat had not found anyone to love it, and maybe he needed someone that could spend all day with him, hugging and snuggling, to help him feel loved. 

"Maybe he needs me," she said in a whisper as she stared at the ceiling. "She had never even thought of taking him home with her. She had been the one to find him after all. Of course, she had never asked her parents if she could have the cat. They might not agree, since it was a stray, or because Rebecca was always so busy hunting down mysteries. But she was sure the cat could help her with that. As she fell asleep, she found herself dreaming of what it would be like to have the little orange kitty for her very own pet.

Chapter 10

 

The next morning she and her parents went to the vet's office to check on the cat. 

"I really don't think you should have tried to catch that cat," her mother said firmly. "It could have scratched you, or bitten you, or worse. Stray animals can be dangerous and you should always tell an adult, not try to catch it yourself." 

"Yes Mom," Rebecca said and bit into her bottom lip. 

"Besides that, you should have called us and asked for help," her father said. "We would have helped you catch the cat in the right sized cage, and we would have made sure he was safe." 

"Oh Rebecca did a very good job," Dr. Winston said as she stepped out of the back room. "She really did. If she had not caught that cat, I don't think it could have gone without food for much longer. She was very brave and knew just where to bring him for help." 

Rebecca's parents smiled proudly. Her father ruffled her bright red curls. 

"She is very smart," he said with a grin. 

Rebecca giggled quietly. 

"Let me just get him for you, so you can meet him," Dr. Winston said as she walked into the back room again. When she brought the cat back out, he was prancing on a leash. Rebecca looked at him warily. She wondered if he would try to attack her again. 

"It's okay Rebecca," Dr. Winston said. "He's much nicer now. He was just so hungry and afraid yesterday. He hasn't even hissed the whole time he's been here." 

Rebecca crouched down in front of the little orange cat. He purred and pushed his head against her fingertips. She smiled at how soft his fur was. She pet him carefully, not wanting to frighten him. 

"See he likes you," Dr. Winston said softly. "He probably wants to thank you for helping him." 

"You're welcome," Rebecca said sweetly and continued to pet him. She glanced up at her parents with wide pleading eyes. 

"Oh Rebecca," her mother frowned. "I don't know." 

"Hm," her father said as he looked at the cat. "So he's healthy?" he asked. 

"He is, he just needs some extra meals, and he'll be just fine," Dr. Winston assured him. "We can keep him in the shelter, but he would do much better in a loving home." 

Rebecca's father glanced over her head at her mother. They both looked down at their daughter being so gentle and kind to the small cat. 

"Alright," her mother finally said. "But only if you promise to keep track of him and take care of him. A pet is a big job." 

'I can do it!" Rebecca said happily. "I know I can!" 

"So do we," her father said and hugged her. While her parents filled out the paperwork, Rebecca wadded up a tiny piece of paper and chased it back and forth across the floor with the cat. 

"Rebecca, what is your cat's name?" her mother called out.  She needed to write it on the paper she was filling out. Rebecca hadn't really thought about it. She had only been calling the cat one thing since she found it. 

"Mr. Kitty," she said in a very serious voice. 

Her parents tried not to giggle. "Mr. Kitty it is," her father said and her mother jotted down the name. 

When they left the vet's office, Rebecca was the proud new owner of the meanest cat she had ever met. 
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Chapter 1

 

Rebekah and her best friend Mouse liked to do everything together. They would play kickball. They would have mice races with Mouse's pet mice. They would even investigate mysteries together. But tonight they were not doing any of that. Tonight they were watching a very spooky movie. The spooky movie was Mouse's idea of course. Mouse was curious about all things spooky. He liked aliens, and ghosts, and monsters. At least he liked to learn about them. He did not actually like to see them in person. Of course, according to Rebekah, there was no such thing as an alien, ghost, or monster, but that didn't stop them from being good friends. With popcorn to share and the lights out, they sat in Rebekah's living room. 

“Is this one a zombie movie or a ghost movie?” Rebekah asked as she tossed some popcorn in her mouth. 

“A ghost movie,” Mouse replied as he too ate some popcorn. “It is really scary,” he warned. 

“It can't be that scary,” she argued. “Because ghosts aren’t real.” 

“That's what everyone says until they meet one,” Mouse pointed out. 

"I have never, and will never meet one," Rebekah said, standing her ground. "Ghosts are completely impossible, and there is no way that anyone can ever prove they are real," she sighed as Mouse rolled his eyes. 

"Just watch the movie!" he insisted and stuffed his mouth full of popcorn. He sneaked a few pieces to the little mouse in his pocket. His pet mouse munched down on the popcorn. The mouse did not care what movie was on television. It was a very scary movie though, and by the time it was over, Rebekah was a little creeped out. 

"How am I supposed to sleep now?" she asked with a frown. 

"I thought you said you weren't afraid of ghosts," Mouse teased. 

"I'm not," she insisted. "But I am a little afraid of people who would make a movie like this!" 

The two friends laughed and said goodnight. Rebekah went to her room and crawled into bed. She was a little nervous about the lights being out after that movie, but she ignored her fear and did her best to go to sleep. 

Rebekah was having a very nice dream about white rabbits. Not the white rabbits of fairy tales but actual white rabbits that were hopping all over the place. She was chasing them across a field, and every time she caught one, she would let it go just so she could try to catch another. 

“Come back,” she called to the rabbits. “Come back!” 

Then suddenly all of the rabbits ran off, leaving Rebekah alone in the field. She noticed something out of the corner of her eye, a strange glow. It was a glow she was familiar with, but she could not remember exactly what it was. She closed her eyes for a moment to think, and when she opened them again, she was awake in her own room. She could still see the glow from her dream. In the darkness, it was really quite a scary glow. 

“I'm not afraid of the dark,” Rebekah said quietly as she peered toward the window. “But maybe just a little afraid of that light.” 

The eerie glow outside of her window made her eyes open wider. She sat up slowly and looked intently out through the glass. What she saw was more shocking than anything she could have expected. Walking past her window, as if it was not strange at all, was a woman in a white gown. It looked like she had white hair to match. In her hand was a candle. The flame flickered in the wind. She was walking very slowly. The gown was too long for Rebekah to see her feet. She could not believe what she was seeing. It was amazing, and scary. Could it be a ghost? 

“Of course it's not a ghost!” she said to herself. “That movie has me going crazy!” she blinked her eyes a few times, certain that she was seeing some sort of reflection on the glass of the window. Then she looked again. There she was, still walking right across the back yard, with her candle held out in front of her. 

“What in the world?” 

As Rebekah pushed back her covers she saw the being continue to walk between her house and the house next door. The woman had no expression. She seemed to be staring off into the night. As hard as Rebekah tried to think of an explanation for her presence, she could not get her mind to settle down long enough to come up with a solution. All she knew for sure was that it was not normal to see a woman in a white gown walking across her yard in the middle of the night. Then Rebekah heard a strange noise. It was a chattering sound. It kept getting louder and it was all around her. It took her a minute to realize it was her own teeth! There was no way to deny it, she was scared! She dove back under her blankets and burrowed into her pillows. She was not going to scream for her parents, but she was not going to look out the window again. As she tried to figure out how a ghost could be real, she found herself drifting off to sleep. She knew that in no time she would be ghost food, but the blankets were warm and her pillow was soft.

 

 

Chapter 2

 

She woke to the sound of birds outside her window. She sat up quickly, trying to decide if she was still afraid. As she sat on the edge of her bed she had another thought. Had it all been a dream? She was sure that movie had made her think up things that were not true. That was all it was. But there was still a gnawing suspicion inside of her. She decided to prove to herself, that it was no ghost that had been walking through the yard, that in fact no one had walked through the yard at all. 

She slid her slippers on her wriggling toes and hurried out the back door. Her parents were still sleeping. In fact the whole neighborhood was probably still sleeping. Still in her pajamas she crouched down and looked closely at the ground. Her eyes were still a little blurry from just waking up, but she was determined to find some evidence. She was sure a real ghost would not leave footprints. The ground was moist from the morning dew. The pants of her pajamas were getting wet at the ankles from the grass. She shivered a little in the cool morning air, but ignored it. 

"No ghost here," she told herself as she noticed some bent blades of grass. There was no footprint though, as if whatever had bent the grass had been hovering above it. 

"Er," she sighed as she shook her head. "No, Rebekah, no way, there is no such thing as ghosts," she was certain of this. However, as she continued to study the bent blades of grass she was surprised by something strange. 

"Rebekah," a voice called out in a shaky scary tone. "Rebekah, why have you left me all alone!" 

Rebekah gasped and started to run backwards. As she did her shoes slid in the wet grass and she fell right down on her bottom. 

"Ouch!" she sighed. She started to stand up when the bushes began to move. She froze as she stared at the bushes. Was it really the ghost? Had it come back for her? 

"Rebekah, I'm sorry, are you okay?!" a worried voice asked as her friend Mouse emerged from the bushes. 

"Mouse!" Rebekah huffed as she started to stand up. He reached for her hand to help her. "Why would you scare me like that?" 

"Because," he tried to hide a smile. "I am usually the one that is scared, not you. I just had to take the chance to make you think ghosts might be real." 

"For once," Rebekah shook her head. "I think you might be right."

 

End of the preview. Continue reading to discover if Rebekah and Mouse will catch a ghost!

 

Get #4 Ghost Hunting here:

http://pjryanbooks.com/books/ghost-hunting/

 

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 page to save big on special bundled sets!
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 “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
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“Mouse's Secret Club”

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

 

“RJ - Boy Detective”

#1: The Mysterious Crate

#2: Vampire Hunting

 

“Rebekah, Mouse & RJ: Special Editions”

Prank Gone Wrong

Halloween Haunted House

Thanksgiving Turkey Trouble

Christmas Party Mystery
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