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			“Three . . . Two . . . One . . . Go!”

			Joe shot away from the side of the swimming pool, like a great white shark on the attack. He swam away from the deep end—his arms cutting through the water—pausing just for a second to glance back. “Come on, Matt, what are you waiting for?”

			His best friend’s head bobbed up next to him. “What are you waiting for, you mean?” And he hurtled past Joe, kicking water in his face.

			Joe spit out a mouthful and raced after him.

			“I’m on your tail,” he yelled. He dodged past two old ladies swimming laps, and a couple of smaller kids practicing the breaststroke. But Matt was already halfway down the pool. Joe stuck his face in the water and raced on. He was gaining on Matt now, with just a few yards to go . . .

			But then something wobbled out in front of him. Joe collided with a small girl in water wings who was doing the backstroke.

			“Be careful over there!” shouted the lifeguard from the other side of the pool.
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			“Sorry,” muttered Joe. He could see Matt already in the shallow end, laughing and punching the air. He’d won!

			Joe groaned and swam over.

			“What took you so long?” said Matt, grinning.

			“Very funny!” said Joe. He gave a mischievous smile. “Actually, Matt, I forgot to tell you, the race was two pool lengths—not one!”

			“What?”

			“See ya!” Joe launched into the water and powered back toward the deep end.

			“Hey!” Matt began to chase after him, but the swimming ladies were in his way. He dodged them, and then got tangled up with Joe’s dad and Toby, Joe’s little brother, who was practicing underwater turns.

			“Sorry, Mr. Edmunds!” Matt called as he splashed past them. But Joe had already reached the other end of the pool. He was hauling himself up onto the side by the time Matt arrived.

			“Loser!” Joe smirked.

			“That was such a lame trick!” Matt climbed out of the water next to Joe. They sat, watching the swimmers and swinging their feet in the water.

			“Hey, guess what?” Matt said. “My cousin’s fish have gone cannibal!”

			“What?”

			“You know Dan, my older cousin? Well, one of his goldfish has been eaten by another fish.”

			“No way!”

			“One day it was swimming around in the tank with the others, the next it was gone. Swallowed whole . . .”

			“Gross!”

			“Dan’s crushed. Fizz—the one that got eaten—was his first goldfish. He’d had him since he was little.”

			“What kind of fish are the other ones? Piranhas or something?” asked Joe.

			“Nope, there’s one guppy, but apart from that, they’re just goldfish!”

			“Killer goldfish!” Joe grinned.
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			He was just about to slip back into the water when he saw something dart past his toes. “Hey, what was that?”

			“Mmm?” said Matt.

			Joe scanned the water. “I know it sounds crazy, but I think I just saw a fish . . .”

			“Yeah, that sounds crazy!” Matt gave Joe a shove, and he splashed back into the water, pretending to sink like a stone. Then he bounced off the bottom and shot back up, grabbing Matt’s ankles and pulling him into the water, too.

			“Race you!” Joe shouted, pushing off and zooming down the pool.

			Matt gave chase, but Joe was ahead . . . until Toby decided he wanted to join in.

			“Hey, Joe,” he called, paddling over and grabbing his big brother’s arm.

			“Watch it!” yelled Joe.

			“I win!” Matt called as he hurtled past him.

			“Thanks a lot!” Joe glared at his little brother.

			Toby bit his lip. “Sorry, I just wanted to play.”

			Dad called over to them, “Time to get out now, boys.”

			“Five more minutes?” begged Joe.

			“You can stay in for two more minutes,” said Dad. “Come on, Toby, shower time.”

			“No!” Toby wailed. “That’s not fair!”

			“Hey, Matt!” Joe shouted. “One last race?”

			“Sure! First one back to the deep end . . .” And he raced off.

			But just as Joe was about to swim after him, he spotted something streaking through the water. Then he felt something cold and slimy.

			Joe peered down. It was a fish—a slightly green goldfish! And it had suckered itself onto his toe.

			“Get off!” Joe yelped, trying to flick it away. But the fish held tight. Joe dunked his head into the water and grabbed his foot with both hands, but just as he went to pull the fish away, it let go.

			“Hello, Joe,” it said, a stream of green bubbles popping out of its mouth. “I’ve been looking for you.”

			Joe swallowed a mouthful of water in shock. Coughing and spluttering, he bobbed up to the surface. The fish followed, floating next to him.

			
			[image: ]
			

			
			“Going somewhere?” it said sarcastically.

			Joe looked at its single googly eye and its slimy gills and groaned. It was an undead pet—another zombie creature who needed his help. Ever since Uncle Charlie had given Joe a magical Egyptian amulet, there had been a series of undead animals turning up on his doorstep, unable to pass over to the afterlife until he’d helped them solve their problems.

			The fish fixed Joe with a dead-eyed stare. “Listen to me,” it said in a raspy voice. “I’m gonna make you an offer you can’t refuse. Help me, or else there’ll be trouble!”

			“Who do you think you are?” spluttered Joe. “You can’t order me around like that!”

			The fish didn’t blink. “Don’t mess with me, or you’ll regret it.”
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			Joe couldn’t help laughing. Here he was, being bullied by a small goldfish—a small, undead goldfish! It was absurd.

			“My name is Fizz,” said the fish.

			Joe gasped. “What? You’re not Dan’s dead fish, are you?”

			“Yeah, and I want you to find out who killed me.”

			“But that’s easy—another fish did. It ate you!”

			Fizz puffed up like a balloon. “That’s ridiculous!”

			“It’s true! Matt just told me.” Right then, Joe heard a shout from the other end of the pool.

			“What happened to you?” Matt called. “We were supposed to be racing!”

			“I . . . uh . . . got a cramp in my leg . . . ,” Joe yelled back. He pretended to rub his calf muscle. “Look,” he hissed to Fizz. “You’re dead because the other fish decided to have you for breakfast. Now please, leave me alone.” He waved to Matt. “Come on, we’d better get changed.”
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			“You can swim, but you can’t hide,” growled Fizz. “If you won’t help me, I’ll feed you to the fishes!”

			“What?” Joe rolled his eyes. “You’re just a goldfish! What can you do?”

			But the fish didn’t reply. It turned and swam off, vanishing into the deep end.
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			“How’s the cramp?” asked Matt as they headed for the locker room.

			“Oh, um . . . better, thanks.”

			“I bet it was just an excuse,” said Matt.

			“What?” Joe felt his cheeks turn red. Surely Matt hadn’t heard him talking to the goldfish?

			“Yeah.” Matt grinned. “Because you knew I was about to beat you—again!”

			Joe breathed a sigh of relief.

			“At last!” said Joe’s dad, who was sitting on the wooden benches in the locker room, rubbing Toby’s hair dry with a towel. “Mom will be wondering where we are!”

			“Sorry,” Joe said. He walked over to his locker and grabbed his towel. Then he and Matt headed for the showers.

			“Hey, Joe, what are you doing tomorrow?” asked Matt. “It’s my uncle Frank’s birthday, and he’s having a barbecue.”

			Joe groaned inside. He knew exactly where this conversation was going. Matt hated family parties because he always got stuck playing with his younger cousins Lolly and Lily. He probably wanted Joe to go along with him, to share the awfulness.

			“I was wondering if you felt like coming,” said Matt.

			“Um . . . I’m not sure,” Joe turned on his shower, hoping Matt would drop the subject.

			“It’ll be fun,” Matt continued. “Dan’s got some amazing video games.”

			Joe made a face. As if Dan would let them play with his stuff! He was sixteen. “Well, I’m not sure what we’re doing tomorrow . . .”

			“You’re not doing anything, Joe!” called Dad from the changing rooms. “Except cleaning your bedroom! A barbecue sounds much more fun!”

			Joe made a face. Dad wasn’t helping. “But I haven’t finished my homework.”

			“What homework?” said Matt. “We don’t have any.”

			“No offense, Matt,” said Joe, “but I’m not really crazy about your family parties . . .”

			“I’ll let you borrow any of my Xbox games,” begged Matt.

			“No!”

			“How about my new soccer game? You can have it for a whole week!”
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			Joe was about to say he wasn’t interested even if he got a game for a month, when there was a choking sound and the water stopped. Joe peered up and gave the shower a thump . . .

			POP! The water burst out, along with a small, slimy blob that landed on Joe’s face.

			“Hello, Joe,” growled Fizz. “I’m back!”

			“Argh!” Joe flicked the fish out of his face. It landed with a splat on the tiled floor.

			“Are you ready to help me now?” the fish said, flapping around Joe’s toes.

			Joe tried to ignore the horrible, slimy feeling of the undead fish on his feet.

			“I want you to go to Dan’s house and find out who killed me. Or else . . .”

			Or else what? thought Joe.
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			At that moment, Fizz shot off down the drain. Joe heard an echoing cry rise up from the pipes below: “Don’t let me down!”

			Matt turned off the shower and grabbed his towel. “So, the barbecue starts at noon. We could pick you up on the way?”

			“I’m not sure . . . ,” muttered Joe. He turned off his shower and followed Matt back to the lockers. Dad was already zipping up his swimming bag.

			“What’s the matter, Joe?” said Dad. “You should be jumping at the chance to go to a party.”

			Joe didn’t answer. He pulled his clothes out of the locker and started to get dressed.

			“I wish someone would invite me to a barbecue,” Dad said with a sigh. “That sounds much more fun than fixing the leaky bathroom faucet, which is what I’ve got to look forward to!”

			“Yeah,” muttered Joe. “Lucky me!”
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			They were late to pick up Mom. By the time they’d dropped off Matt, she was standing outside the salon where she worked, waiting for them.

			“Did you have a good time at the pool?” she asked as she climbed into the car.

			“Yeah, it was great!” Toby beamed. “I swam underwater!”

			“That’s amazing! And what about you, Joe?”

			“Oh, yeah, it was a lot of fun,” he said unenthusiastically. The truth was, he had been having fun—until the crazy zombie fish had showed up and ruined things!

			“Joe’s been invited to Matt’s family barbecue tomorrow,” said Dad as they drove to the supermarket.

			“That’s nice!”

			“I’m not going,” said Joe. “I’d just get stuck playing with Lolly and Lily and all Matt’s other cousins. The last thing I want to do is spend my afternoon babysitting.”

			
			[image: ]
			

			
			“Well, a barbecue might be fun,” said Mom. “Matt’s family usually throws great parties.”

			Joe scowled at the back of his mom’s head.

			“Can I push the shopping cart?” Toby asked as they pulled in to the supermarket parking lot.

			“No!” Mom and Dad said together. Toby treated shopping carts like scooters!

			“Can I wait in the car?” asked Joe.

			“No!” they both answered again.

			“Remember that time when you were messing around with the emergency brake,” said Dad, “and the car started to roll downhill . . . ?”

			Joe groaned. “Dad! I was six then!”

			“Hey!” said Toby. “I’m six!”

			But Mom was already opening Joe’s door. “Come on—I only need a few things.”

			You always say that, thought Joe. But as he followed them into the store, he cheered up. At least Fizz couldn’t follow him in here. There was no water for a fish to swim in.

			“Can you fetch me a jar of pickled onions, Joe?” Mom asked.

			He walked through the supermarket, looking for the right aisle . . . Finally he found them. He was just about to grab a jar, when something moved inside it.

			A beady eye looked out at him. Fizz!

			“Hello, Joe!”

			He jumped. Fizz was wedged into the jar, glaring out at him.

			“Go away!” Joe said, looking around to make sure no one had noticed him talking. But Fizz didn’t go away. He began to flip wildly around in the jar, back and forth, faster and faster. The jar started to wobble.

			“Stop that!”

			But Fizz just did it more.

			“I warned you!” growled Fizz. “But you wouldn’t listen.”

			“Watch it!” cried Joe.
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			Suddenly . . . SMASH! The jar tumbled right off the shelf.

			“No!” Joe gasped. He looked up to see the other shoppers in the aisle giving him stern looks and shaking their heads.
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			“Fizz?” Joe glanced down to see if the fish was floundering around among the pieces of broken glass on the floor. But he’d vanished.

			“What’s going on?” said a grumpy voice. A grocery stocker, pushing a cart piled high with cans of soup, had appeared next to Joe.

			“I’m sorry—I was just getting a jar of pickled onions for my mom, when it slipped through my fingers.” He looked at his feet, his cheeks burning.

			“Oh,” said the woman frostily. “Well, these things happen, I suppose. I’ll get a dustpan and a broom. Don’t touch the glass!”

			As she stomped off, Joe spotted another jar wobbling, farther along the shelf.

			“I’m still here!” rasped Fizz, peering out of it. “Are you ready to help find my killer now?”

			“I know who killed you!” said Joe crossly. “It was a bunch of goldfish in your tank—and to be honest, I don’t blame them!” He picked up the jar so Fizz couldn’t make it fall off the shelf, but when he looked inside, Fizz was gone.

			“Over here, Joe!”

			He spun around and spotted Fizz swishing around inside a bottle of cooking oil on the other side of the aisle. As Joe watched, the bottle began to wobble.

			“No!” Joe yelped. He dived across and caught it just before it fell off the shelf. “Stop doing that!” he snapped.

			“Not until you help me find my killer!”

			“But I’ve already told you,” said Joe. “You were eaten by your friends!”

			“I wasn’t!” growled Fizz. “A human killed me!”

			“What?”

			But just then the grocery stocker returned with a set of small cones to mark off the area where the jar had smashed, so she could clean it up. Joe grabbed another jar of pickled onions and raced back to find his parents. As he ran down the aisle, he saw Fizz everywhere he looked. The goldfish seemed to pop up in every jar or bottle that he passed.

			“I’m watching you!” said the goldfish, peering out of a bottle of French dressing, as Joe hurtled around the corner.

			“Here are the onions,” Joe said, panting, as he dropped the jar in the cart. He heard a gurgling sound and a growly voice said: “I’m back, Joe!”

			Fizz was floating in a bottle of mineral water that Joe’s dad had just put in the cart. Joe groaned.
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			Joe kept his eye on Fizz for the rest of the shopping trip, but the fish was quiet, floating in the water bottle and staring silently into space.

			“Mmm, mac and cheese!” said Dad as they passed the supermarket café. “Should we have lunch here?”

			Mom checked her watch. “Okay, you put the groceries in the car, and I’ll get in line. What do you want for lunch, boys?”

			Joe glanced at the options. “Fried chicken and fries, and a banana milkshake, please.”

			“Me too,” said Toby, who always wanted the same as his big brother.

			“Okay, boys, go and find a table. I’ll be over in a minute.”

			Joe chose a spot by the window. He could see Dad in the parking lot, loading the shopping bags into the car. He wondered whether Fizz was still in the bottle.

			“Look, Joe!” said Toby proudly. He’d built a tower with the little packets of sugar from the table.

			“Great,” said Joe, not really paying attention.

			“Don’t play with the sugar, Toby,” said Mom as she came over carrying a huge tray laden with food. Dad came back in and helped Mom unload the plates onto the table.

			“Two orders of fried chicken and fries and double milkshakes!” Mom handed Joe and Toby their drinks.

			“Thanks, Mom.”

			Joe took a sip of his milkshake. It was delicious—thick and creamy. He blew a few bubbles with his straw. Toby did the same.

			“Eat your lunch, please,” said Mom with a disapproving face.
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			Joe took a bite of a french fry. “Ow!” He gasped, fanning his mouth. It was burning hot. He grabbed his milkshake and took a huge slurp to put out the fire, and that’s when he saw it: a slimy orange face peering out of his drink.

			“Hello, Joe . . .”

			“Ugh!” Joe spit out his milkshake.

			“Joe!” Mom exclaimed.

			“Sorry! My fries are hot!”

			He grabbed a ketchup packet and spread some on his fries, trying not to look at his drink. But he couldn’t help himself. Fizz looked so freaky with his face pressed up against the glass. His single open eye looked even larger and scarier than before.

			Joe felt queasy.

			Fizz blew a string of green bubbles in the glass and looked at Joe’s lunch plate. “I can’t believe you’re eating right now!” he rasped. Joe scowled back at him. “You should be trying to help me.”

			Joe shrugged. He couldn’t exactly talk with everyone around him.

			Fizz’s eyes narrowed. Then he began to flip wildly, making more frothy bubbles float to the top. Joe glanced at his parents. Had they noticed? But they were too busy listening to Toby, who was telling Mom a long story about swimming.

			“It’s your last chance. Help me or there’ll be trouble!” growled Fizz.

			Joe made an exasperated face and went to grab the shaking glass. But just as he reached out, Fizz did an extra big flip and knocked it over completely, splattering milkshake across the table and onto Joe’s lap.

			“Wow!” Toby giggled, his eyes wide.

			“Joe!” Mom jumped up as the milky puddle reached her side of the table.

			“Sorry, it was an accident . . .”

			
			[image: ]
			

			
			“What’s gotten into you today?” asked Dad, reaching over and picking up the glass.

			“You have to be more careful,” said Mom, soaking up the mess with a wad of napkins. “Look at you—you’re soaked!”

			Joe stood up. His jeans and T-shirt were covered in milkshake.

			“You look like you peed your pants,” Toby said, giggling.

			Joe shot him a scowl. But Toby was right. It did look like that.
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			As soon as they got home, Joe raced upstairs and stripped off his wet clothes. He put on a clean T-shirt and jeans, and then Mom popped her head through the door.

			“Give them to me,” she said, irritated, as she scooped up the pile of clothes. “I still can’t believe you made such a mess at the store, Joe!”

			He shrugged. “I told you, I didn’t mean to.”

			Mom sighed. “I’ll add them to the next load of laundry.”

			When she was gone, Joe lay on his bed, thinking about Fizz. Why did the fish think a human had killed him? For some reason Fizz just didn’t seem to want to accept the truth—that he’d been gobbled up by his tank-mates! Suddenly Joe had an idea. He jumped off his bed, and went over to his bookcase. He was sure he had a book about goldfish somewhere . . .

			Maybe if I can find proof that fish really do eat each other sometimes, he thought, then Fizz will believe me and swim off into the afterlife!

			He pulled out a thin book with a fancy fan-tailed goldfish on the front and leafed through a few pages. “There!” he said triumphantly, reading a section with the heading “Looking After Your Goldfish.”

			
			[image: Looking After Your Goldfish. . Goldfish are social creatures who like to live in groups. But if you keep more than one fish, you'll need a big tank. Keeping fish in a tank that is too small can make them stressed and ill. Cannibalism is rare, but it can happen if you don't feed your fish properly.]
			

			
			“Ha!” said Joe. “Proof!”

			He was just wondering where to find Fizz so he could show him the book, when suddenly he heard a scream from the kitchen.
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			Joe raced downstairs and found Mom crouching in front of the washing machine, which was churning out soapy water onto the kitchen floor.

			“Quick, Joe!” wailed Mom. “Call your dad in from the garage, before the house floods!”

			As Joe turned to go, he saw a flash of orange surfing through the foamy puddle that was forming.

			“I told you there’d be trouble if you didn’t help me,” growled Fizz.

			Joe glared at the fish, then dashed outside to find his dad.

			“Hello, Joe. Want to help me wash the car to earn some extra money?”

			“Dad! Quick! The washing machine’s gone berserk and it’s flooding the kitchen!”

			Dad groaned. “Not another thing to fix!” He thrust the bucket he was carrying into Joe’s hands. “Could you get started on this, Joe? I’ll be back soon.” He dashed indoors.

			Joe reached into the bucket for the sponge, but instead he felt something wriggle between his fingers . . . Joe peered into the bucket. “Did you break the washing machine, Fizz?”

			“I might have; I can’t remember.”

			Joe set the bucket down on the ground. Then he squatted next to it. “Who do you think you are? The Cod-father?”

			“Huh!” rasped the fish. “If you’d done what I asked, it wouldn’t have happened. I told you—I can’t pass over until you help me!”

			“But how? What do you expect me to do?”

			“Find out who killed me.”

			“I keep telling you, the other fish ate you.”

			“They didn’t! They wouldn’t dare.” Fizz swam around the bucket for a bit. “I was the boss of the tank, you know. The toughest fish! None of the others would have dared to eat me.”

			“Well, maybe Dan forgot to feed them and the
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			y got hungry,” said Joe. “I’ve been reading about it—it does happen!”

			“Not to me!” snapped the fish. “That isn’t what happened!”

			“So what did happen, then?”

			
				[image: I was Dan’s first fish. Others came along, but I was always the boss. One day I was having a quiet snooze . . .]
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			“You got flushed down the toilet?” said Joe incredulously.

			“Yeah!” Fizz made a choking sound.

			“So who put you in there?”

			“I don’t know. I couldn’t see!”

			“But that’s ridiculous!”

			Fizz glared up at him. “Have you ever been stuck nose-down at the bottom of a fish net? No? Well, trust me—you don’t get the best view!”

			“Okay, okay, calm down! There can’t be many suspects,” said Joe. “Was it Dan? Maybe he got fed up with you . . .”

			“No chance!” Fizz growled.

			“Or his mom and dad? Maybe they didn’t like your grumpy face!”

			“Ha!”

			“Or what about one of Dan’s little sisters, then—Lily or Lolly? Matt says they’re a real handful.”

			“I’ve told you! I don’t know who did it, and it’s your job to find out!”
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			“Well, give me some clues, at least! Was it a grown-up or a child? I know Matt has lots of little cousins, so it could have been one of them.”

			“I told you, I don’t know!” yelled Fizz. “Dan doesn’t like people going in his room, so I don’t know who’s who! You find out!”

			Joe puffed out his cheeks. “How? I’m not Sherlock Holmes!”

			“That’s your problem,” growled the fish. “Go to Dan’s house and find out!”

			“Oh no!” said Joe, shaking his head firmly. “No way. I am not going to that barbecue tomorrow!”

			Fizz swished around the bucket, splashing Joe with soapy water. “Then say hello to your new pet,” he growled, “’cause I’m not going anywhere until you find out who killed me!”
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			For the rest of the day, Fizz hung around like a bad smell. Wherever Joe went, Fizz went, too.

			When Joe was watching TV, Fizz appeared in the vase on the mantelpiece, blowing green bubbles and glaring at Joe menacingly. When Joe had a drink, Fizz popped up in the glass. And when Joe went to the bathroom, Fizz was already there, waiting in the toilet.

			“Go to Dan’s!” he shouted up. “Or else!”

			“Go away!” Joe hissed. “I can’t pee when you’re there!”

			Joe was glad when it was bedtime. He figured that his bedroom was the one place Fizz couldn’t find him. There was no water in there!

			“Don’t forget to pull out the plug in the sink after you’ve brushed your teeth,” called Dad as Joe headed upstairs. “I haven’t had time to fix that leaky faucet yet. We don’t want another flood today!”

			But Joe wasn’t listening. He was thinking about Fizz. Who could have killed him . . . and why?
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			As Joe filled the sink, he expected Fizz to burst out of one of the taps. But he didn’t. “Where are you?” Joe whispered. He didn’t trust that fish! But there was still no sign of him.

			Joe brushed his teeth, then turned off the cold water as best he could. It was leaking quite badly now. He turned off the bathroom light and headed back to his room.

			As he climbed into bed, he thought about Fizz being flushed down the toilet and chuckled. He looked forward to telling Uncle Charlie about it when he came for his next visit. I wonder where he is right now? thought Joe as he closed his eyes. Probably exploring a lost city somewhere . . .

			Joe was just drifting off, dreaming about a city at the bottom of the sea, when suddenly he heard a yell from the bathroom . . .

			“Joe Edmunds! I told you not to leave the plug in the sink!”

			He opened his eyes and sat up. “What?”

			Dad’s head appeared in Joe’s door. He looked furious. “The bathroom floor is soaking wet, Joe! If I hadn’t come up, you’d have flooded the house!”

			Joe rubbed his eyes. “But I didn’t leave the plug in.”

			“Well, someone must have, and you were the last person in there. The sink was overflowing when I went in!”

			Joe gritted his teeth. Fizz!

			Mom came into the room with a glass of water. “Your head’s been all over the place today, Joe!” She put the glass by Joe’s bed and bent down to kiss him. “Good night. Try to be a bit more careful tomorrow, okay?”
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			“Good night, Joe,” Dad added.

			“Night,” Joe replied.

			As Mom closed his door, shutting out the light from the hallway, Joe spotted a strange glow coming from the water glass.
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			And then a sarcastic voice said, “Night-night, Joe. Don’t let the bed-fish bite!”

			It took Joe forever to drift off after that. Fizz didn’t say anything else. But knowing that the zombie fish was in his room gave Joe the creeps. Every time he drifted off, he dreamed about  a shark-size goldfish chasing him up and down the swimming pool.

			“Whoooa!” he yelled, sitting bolt upright, just as another monster fish was about to gobble him up. He glanced at his clock. It was 6:00 a.m. He felt tired and groggy, and his throat was dry. Without thinking, he reached for his water glass and glugged down a few mouthfuls. The water tasted odd—slightly fishy. And then he remembered why!

			“Morning, Joe!”

			“Ugh!” Joe spit out the water. “Gross!” He felt like he was about to throw up. “You didn’t poop in there, did you?”

			“Can’t remember,” rasped Fizz.

			Joe banged down the glass. “Okay, okay! I’ve had enough,” he snapped. “You win. I’ll call Matt and tell him I’ll go to the barbecue. And when I get there, I’ll try to find out what happened. But I’m not making any promises!”

			The fish fixed its beady eye on him. “Smart move, Joe. You’re finally beginning to use your brain.”

		

	
		
			
			[image: ]
			

			Dan and his family lived on the other side of town in a big stone house with a long gravel driveway.

			“I hope you’re hungry, because Uncle Frank loves food!” said Matt. “He’s got one of those giant barbecues—it’s bigger than our car!”

			“Great,” said Joe unenthusiastically.

			They were in the car. Joe was imagining what was in store when they got to the party—an afternoon playing with the twins . . . not to mention having to somehow unmask a fish killer at the same time. He was holding the water bottle he was carrying Fizz in.

			“Have they still got the guinea pigs?” Joe asked. He remembered Matt once telling him that the twins had each been given one.

			Matt made a grim face. “No. They left the hutch open by mistake and they escaped!”

			Lucky guinea pigs, thought Joe gloomily.

			“I bet they planned it,” Matt’s dad said with a chuckle from the front.

			“Yeah,” added Matt. “To get away from the twins!”

			“That’s unfair,” scolded his mom. “The girls were devastated. Remember, they’re still little.”

			“Yeah, little monsters!” said Matt’s dad under his breath.

			“Oh, look, there’s Aunt Jane!” said Matt’s mom as they pulled up outside the house.

			Joe recognized her from a party at Matt’s house last Christmas. She looked just like her twin daughters—small, blond, and very nicely dressed.

			“Hi, Matt! Hi, Joe! I’m really glad you could come,” she said as they climbed out of the car.

			Her husband, Frank, appeared behind her. “Great to see you again, Joe,” he said, beaming.
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			“Um . . . yeah. Thanks for inviting me.”

			As Joe followed them through the house and into the backyard, Matt nudged him. “I still can’t believe you decided to come.”

			“Yeah,” muttered Joe. “Me neither!”

			“Everyone’s in the yard,” said Uncle Frank. “The barbecue is up and running, so the food won’t be long. What do you want to drink, boys—Coke, lemonade?” He noticed the water bottle in Joe’s back pocket, where Fizz was hiding. “I see you’ve come prepared, Joe. You’ll need lots of water today—it’s going to be a scorcher!”

			“Enough chitchat. Get to work,” growled Fizz. “Find my killer!”

			Joe sighed. It was going to be a long afternoon!

			The backyard was huge, and it was already full of people. There were grown-ups wearing flowing dresses and bright shirts, and a gang of small children were playing in a sandbox.

			Right in the middle of the yard stood Lolly and Lily, the twins. Both had matching blond pigtails and pink swimsuits.

			“Maybe they won’t notice us,” whispered Matt, trying to hide behind a group of chattering adults.

			“Fat chance!” muttered Joe.

			“Maaaaattttt!” screeched one of the twins. (Joe could never tell which was which.) “Come and play!”

			She charged across the grass toward her favorite older cousin, grabbing his arm and trying to haul him toward the sandbox. “You too!” She grabbed Joe’s arm with her other hand.

			“Maybe later,” said Matt, wriggling free.

			“Oh, you two don’t mind playing with the little ones, do you?” said Aunt Jane. “They’ve been looking forward to seeing you all day.”
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			“Oh, okay,” said Matt, looking apologetically at Joe.

			The other twin joined her sister, and they both dragged the boys toward the sandbox. “Come and play!”

			Joe groaned. There were lots of other little kids there, too!

			“That’s Martha and Henry,” said Matt, nodding to a couple of wild-looking toddlers, who were trying to bury each other in sand. “And that one’s Emma.” He pointed to a little girl picking her nose. “Billy’s the one in the green hat. Watch him—he’s a biter! He once tried to eat his daycare hamster—but they rescued it just in time . . .”

			Joe stared at the little boy. If he attacked hamsters, maybe he flushed fish . . .

			“Oh, and that’s Franklin over there,” said Matt. “He likes to pinch—really hard! So keep your eye on him, too!”

			Each of the children seemed worse than the last!

			“Play babies—now!” said one of the twins. The little girl dropped a scruffy doll into Joe’s lap. It had scribbles on its face and no hair. “Baby needs her diaper changed.”

			Matt, who was building sand castles next to him, made another apologetic face.

			“Right,” said Joe, not sure where to start.

			Just then he felt his water bottle twitch. Then he heard Fizz shout, “Come on, Joe! Why aren’t you trying to find out who killed me?”

			Joe took the water bottle out of his back pocket and pretended to take a swig.

			“I am!” he hissed. “Keep calm!” Then he smiled at the kids. “So . . . where’s Dan?” He glanced around the yard to see if he could spot Matt’s oldest cousin.

			“In his room,” said one of the twins grumpily. “He never plays!”

			“Lucky him,” muttered Joe.

			“Well, maybe he thinks he’s too big to play,” said Matt pointedly. “He’s sixteen now.”

			“Change Baby’s diaper!” said the other twin, poking Joe.

			“Okay, Lily.” Joe sighed, peeling off the doll’s diaper.

			“I’m Lolly!” The little girl scowled.

			Meanwhile, Fizz was getting more and more agitated in Joe’s water bottle. “Ask them who killed me!” growled the fish. “Come on, Joe, do something!”

			But before he could say anything, Lolly grabbed his hand. “Baby wants a bath!” She dragged him across to the wading pool. “Fill it up!” she demanded, pointing to a garden hose.

			“Ow!” Joe felt something sharp prick his hand. He looked down. Billy was standing there.

			“Did you just bite me?” said Joe, rubbing his hand. Then he felt a pinch on his left leg. “Hey!”

			“Fill the pool!” said the pincher.

			“All right, all right . . .” Joe glared at them both. “Matt, is it okay to put some water in the wading pool?”

			“I think so. Not too much, though.”

			Joe turned on the hose, and the water splashed into the pool. The children climbed in.

			Suddenly, Fizz appeared among them, gliding around like a grumpy shark.

			Joe glared at him. That was all he needed
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			One of the twins had found a bucket full of toys and was tipping them into the pool. Rubber ducks and plastic fish bobbed about in the water.

			Joe turned off the hose and picked one up. “How about we play catch the goldfish?”

			The children squealed, and made a dive for the floating fish.

			“So, do these fish look like the ones in Dan’s room?” asked Joe, hoping to catch a guilty look on someone’s face.

			Lily frowned. “I don’t know. We’re not allowed in Dan’s room.”

			“What about you . . . um . . . Billy?” Joe asked the hand-biter. “Do you sometimes go and look at Dan’s goldfish?”

			The little boy stuck his tongue out at Joe.

			“Great,” Joe muttered. Then he bent down to speak to Fizz (pretending to fiddle with the hose, so no one would notice). “Are you sure you don’t remember anything about the person who flushed you? What about the hand that held the net? Was it big or small?”

			“I told you, I couldn’t see anything!” growled the fish.

			Joe groaned. How was he supposed to crack this case when his only witness was an undead goldfish?

			“Hey, kids—want something to eat?” Uncle Frank came over carrying two serving dishes. “Fresh off the barbecue! We’ve got hot dogs, burgers, and tons of fish—”

			“What?” Fizz said. “Did he say fish?”

			“—tiger shrimp, sardines, mackerel . . . ,” said Uncle Frank proudly.

			“Monster!” growled Fizz. And then suddenly he disappeared.

			“More water!” wailed Lily.

			Joe turned on the hose, but nothing came out. He peered inside, then gave it a shake, but still no water came out. “Something must be jamming it,” he said.

			Uncle Frank, meanwhile, was still going on about his favorite fish to barbecue. “Look at those shrimp—don’t they look juicy! Go on, Joe, try one . . .”

			Suddenly there was a loud POP, and Fizz burst out of the pipe, along with all the water that had built up behind him.

			SKOOSH!!!!!!!! The hose whipped out of control, spraying water over all of them.

			“Hey!” yelped Uncle Frank, trying to shield the food.

			“Sorry, sorry!” said Joe, wrestling wildly with the twitching hose.

			“Joe funny!” Lolly giggled.

			“Daddy all wet.” Lily laughed.

			And then all the children joined in—belly laughing hysterically and pointing at Uncle Frank and his soaking wet shirt.
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			“It serves him right,” said Fizz sulkily. “The man’s a monster!”

			“You shouldn’t have done it!” whispered Joe. “He thought it was me screwing around with the hose. If you cause too much trouble, I won’t get to stay—then I won’t be able to find your killer!”

			They were talking in the bathroom, out of the way of all the party guests.

			“Are you sure you didn’t recognize any of the children?” asked Joe.

			“No! I told you, I didn’t see who flushed me.”

			“Then how can I help you?”

			“That’s your problem!”

			There was a rattle on the door. “Hurry up, Joe!” called Matt. “I’m bursting!”

			“Look, we’ve got to go. Remember, no more silly stuff, okay?”

			“Huh!” growled the fish as Joe flushed the toilet.

			As soon as he opened the door, Matt rushed in. “Wait there for me, then we’ll go down and get a hot dog.”

			“Or maybe some barbecued fish!” said Joe.

			“I heard that,” growled Fizz.

			Joe heard a shout . . .

			“There he is!”
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			He turned to see the twins, and the rest of their gang, thundering up the stairs toward him.

			“Joe, play with us now!” Lily grinned.

			“What? Um . . . no . . .”

			“Come and see my dollies,” said Lolly, taking Joe’s hand. The kids dragged and pushed him down the corridor, into the twins’ bedroom.

			Joe blinked at the bright pink wallpaper. The curtains were pink, too. So was the carpet. And the two little beds had matching pink bedspreads, decorated with white stars.

			“It’s very . . . um . . .”

			“Pink?” Matt appeared in the doorway, chuckling.

			“Hello, Matt!” Lolly beamed. “This is my new doll. Her name’s Rose. Let’s have a tea party . . .”

			Joe felt his water bottle moving again. Fizz was back. But Joe had noticed something else—a book lying next to one of the beds. It had a smiling goldfish on the front cover: Little Bubble’s Big Adventure.
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			He was about to pick it up and take a look when Lily suddenly grabbed his hand.

			“Let’s play hide-and-seek!”

			“What? Okay.” That sounded slightly better than a doll’s tea party! “All right, Matt and I will count to twenty,” said Joe. “You guys go hide. Ready? One, two, three, four, five, six . . .”

			He waited until all of the children had disappeared out of the room, then he stopped counting and collapsed on the bed. “Wow,” he said. “I thought Toby was hard work!”

			Matt smiled sheepishly. “Yeah, they’re a handful. You can see why Dan stays in his room a lot.”

			“Where is his room, anyway?”

			“Down the hall.”

			“Can we go and see him? I’d love to get a look at his killer fish!” said Joe.

			“Huh!” muttered Fizz. “Those guys couldn’t kill a water flea!”

			Joe ignored Fizz and said to Matt, “Come on, let’s give it a try!”

			Matt looked doubtful. “He might not let us.”

			Joe eventually persuaded Matt. They went to Dan’s room and banged on the door.

			“Go away!” came the answer.

			“Dan? It’s me, Matt . . .”

			“Go away!”

			Matt sighed. “See?”

			“Tell him I want to see his fish, because I’m thinking of getting some.”

			Matt shrugged. “Hey, Dan, my friend Joe’s here. He wants to see your fish tank—he’s thinking of getting one of his own.”
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			There was silence for a few seconds, then the door opened a crack and Dan peered out. He was tall with shaggy black hair and a grumpy expression.

			“Are the twins with you?”

			Matt shook his head.

			“They think we’re playing hide-and-seek with them.” Joe grinned. “They’re hiding, but we’re not seeking!”

			Dan smiled and opened the door a bit more. “Come in, before they hear you.”

			The room was dark—the curtains were pulled shut and the only lights were coming from a TV, which right now showed a video game on pause, and a large illuminated fish tank.

			“Wow!” Joe breathed as he and Matt examined a detailed model of a spaceship.

			Matt reached out to pick it up.

			“Don’t touch anything!” hissed Dan, pushing his long, stringy hair out of his eyes.

			“Sorry . . . ,” said Matt.

			There were more models dotted around the room, along with piles of video games. In the corner stood an electric guitar and a dusty black amp. The walls were covered with movie and music posters, books and DVDs were piled on the bookcase, and a whole bunch of weird ornaments—a glowing skeleton, a green lava lamp, and a road sign saying NO EXIT—were scattered around the shelves.
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			“Wow!” said Joe. “I really like your room.”

			The fish tank stood in the corner, glowing like an alien sea world. Joe peered in. There were several small goldfish swimming around, as well as a guppy. Two water snails were stuck to the glass. On the bottom was a model of a shipwreck and a small skull blowing air bubbles from its mouth.

			“Your tank is awesome,” said Joe.

			Dan bent down and looked in, too. “Yeah, the fish are cool. I used to have a goldfish called Fizz. I’d had him since I was nine. But he got eaten.”

			“I didn’t!” growled Fizz, who had appeared inside the tank. He was floating around the place like a drill sergeant carrying out an inspection.
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			“It was weird that he got killed,” Dan continued. “He was always the boss of the tank. I thought he was tough as nails.”

			“I am!” said Fizz hotly. He peered out of the tank at Dan’s room. “I liked it here,” he added miserably. “There was lots of stuff to look at. I used to watch TV with Dan—gangster films, monster movies, Jaws!”

			“Hey, Dan, tell Joe what happened to Fizz,” said Matt.

			“Well, I was away for a couple of days, camping with a friend. When I got home, Fizz was gone. One of the others had eaten him.”

			“Ridiculous!” growled Fizz.

			“Do you know which fish did it?” asked Joe. “I mean, which fish is the cannibal?”

			THUD! Fizz banged his head against the glass in frustration. “I keep telling you, they’re not cannibals!”

			Dan shrugged. “Nope. I’ve been watching the tank, but I haven’t seen anything.”

			“Tell him what really happened, Joe,” yelled Fizz, pressing right up against the glass of the tank. “Come on! Now’s your chance!”

			But before Joe could say anything, there was a sudden hammering on the door.

			“Matt? Joe? Where are you?”

			“The twins,” Matt said, groaning.

			“You’ll have to go,” said Dan. “They’re not allowed in here.”

			But it was too late. Lolly and Lily burst in, followed by the others.

			“We found you!” squeaked Lolly. “We’ve been hiding for ages!”

			“But you didn’t come and look for us!” added Lily, with a scowl.

			“Everyone out!” shouted Dan as Henry picked up one of his models. “Hey—stop that!” he yelled at Franklin, who was pulling the strings on his guitar. Meanwhile, Billy and Emma had moved over to the fish tank. Emma was pulling faces at the fish, while Billy banged on the glass to scare them.

			Joe looked at them both. Was one of them the killer? Joe could imagine Billy flushing a fish just for the fun of it.

			“All of you, GET OUT!” Dan yelled.

			As he headed for the door, Joe spotted a laptop on Dan’s desk. There was a webcam on top, which gave Joe an idea . . .
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			“Come and play on the slide!” Lily said to Joe, grabbing him by the hand and pulling him downstairs.

			Joe was thinking about something else as he was dragged back out into the yard. If he could somehow stake out Dan’s room using his webcam, then maybe he could catch the fish killer in the act! He’d have to set a trap to tempt the killer to strike again . . . But Joe was sure he could think of some way to make that happen. All he had to do was persuade Dan to let them use the webcam without making him and Matt suspicious!

			“Your turn on the slide!” said Lily, pushing Joe forward.

			“I think I’m too big . . .” The slide was pink and plastic and barely came up to Joe’s waist.

			“Here,” said Matt, handing Joe a paper plate with a hot dog on it. “Come and grab a seat.”

			They sneaked away before the little kids could stop them.

			Two smiling aunts made room for them at a table on the lawn. One had curly blond hair and a dress with red cherries on it. The other wore purple-rimmed glasses, large hoop earrings, and lots of jangly bangles.

			“Joe, this is Aunt Sal and Aunt Tracey,” said Matt.

			“Would you like some fruit punch?” asked Aunt Tracey. “It’s delicious!” A giant plastic jug in the middle of the table was filled with strawberries, cherries, and slices of lemon and lime, all bobbing around in lemonade.
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			“Yes, please,” said Matt.

			“Thanks, that would be great,” said Joe.

			Aunt Tracey poured them all a glass. And that was when Fizz reappeared—in Aunt Sal’s glass!

			The fish glared out at Joe. “What are you doing? You shouldn’t be sitting around. Have you forgotten what you’re here for?”

			Joe frowned. He wished he could tell Fizz his stakeout plan for using the webcam to catch the fish killer in the act. But he couldn’t—not with people listening.

			“So, Joe,” said Aunt Sal. “Do you have any hobbies?” She had picked up her glass now, and was holding it in one hand, swirling the ice and fruit—and goldfish!—around.

			“Um, well . . . ,” Joe stuttered. He couldn’t stop staring at her glass. “I like soccer . . .”

			“Oh, I love sports, too,” said Aunt Sal, giving her glass another swirl.

			Fizz clunked his head on an ice cube, then exploded at Joe: “So . . . you’ve given up! You won’t help me, eh? Changed your mind, have you? Well, watch this . . .”

			Joe watched in horror as a long string of fish poop appeared in Aunt Sal’s glass.

			“Do you have any other interests, Joe?” asked Aunt Tracey, taking a sip from her glass.

			“He’s nuts about animals,” said Matt.

			“Really? Me too!” Aunt Sal smiled. “I’m especially fond of parrots. What about you, Joe? What are your favorite animals?”

			But Joe couldn’t speak. His eyes were fixed on Aunt Sal’s glass. Please don’t drink it, he thought.
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			“Joe’s interested in all sorts of animals,” said Matt pointedly. Joe knew that Matt had been getting a bit sick of his odd behavior, which was entirely because of the undead pets—although Matt didn’t know that! “He likes hamsters, cats, dogs . . . and fish, too,” Matt added. “We’ve just been looking at Dan’s goldfish.”

			“Oh, I heard about them. Turned cannibal, haven’t they!” said Aunt Sal. Then she went to take a drink.

			“No!” yelped Joe. “There’s something in your glass—I think it’s a fly!”

			“What?” Aunt Sal peered into her cup. “I don’t see anything.”

			“Can I have a look?” Joe took the drink from her and glared at Fizz, who was still swishing about inside the glass. “Yeah, there it is,” he said. “Should I pour it out for you?”

			Before Aunt Sal could answer, Joe emptied the glass into a nearby flowerpot. Fizz instantly vanished, reappearing seconds later in Aunt Tracey’s glass.

			“Shall I poop in here, too?” he asked menacingly. “I will unless you get back to looking for my killer!”

			“Look!” said Joe. “There’s Dan!” And as Matt and the aunts turned to look, Joe switched drinks with Aunt Tracey, so he now had the fish glass.

			“Very clever,” Fizz said with a growl. “But I can play this game all day!”

			And he instantly vanished out of the glass in Joe’s hand and reappeared inside Matt’s drink.

			Joe wished a zombie cat would appear and gobble up Fizz! That would fix him!

			“Dan, over here!” called Aunt Sal, giving her nephew a wave.

			Dan came over with an enormous plate of food and sat down next to Joe.

			“We haven’t seen much of you today,” said Aunt Tracey.

			Dan shrugged moodily, taking a bite of his burger.

			Joe turned to Dan. “Hey, Dan, I was thinking . . . If you want to find out which fish in the tank is the cannibal, maybe we could organize a stakeout . . .”

			“What do you mean?”

			“Well, how about we set up your webcam and point it at the fish tank, to monitor it.”

			“Waste of time,” muttered Dan. “I’ve been watching them for days, and nothing’s happened. And anyway, I’m going out with my friends soon.”

			“Well, Matt and I could do it. We wouldn’t even have to go in your room. The camera’s wireless, isn’t it? We could take the laptop somewhere else and watch the fish tank from there . . .”

			“What are you talking about?” said Matt, who’d been chatting to one of his aunts.

			“I was just saying we could spy on Dan’s fish for him,” explained Joe. “Using his webcam and his laptop—so we can spot the killer fish.”

			“I’m in!” Matt grinned. “We’d be like a real surveillance team.”

			Dan didn’t look excited. “I don’t know . . . I don’t like people messing with my stuff.”
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			Then Joe had an idea. “Well, it would also be a great way to make sure no one touches any of your stuff . . .”

			“What do you mean?”

			“Well, if we set up the camera in the right place, we would also be able to see if anyone comes into your room.”

			Just at that moment, there was a loud wail from the sandbox.

			“Looks like Franklin’s hit Billy with the spade again!” said Aunt Sal.

			Aunt Tracey sighed. “They’re such monkeys, those two!”

			Matt looked at Dan. “Do you want those kids messing with your stuff?”

			“Okay, okay,” Dan said. “Come upstairs and I’ll show you how it works.”

			“Good plan!” called a fishy voice from Matt’s glass. “That’s more like it!”
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			“This is how you turn on the camera. It’s got a microphone built in, so you’ll be able to hear if anyone sneaks inside. And this is how you see the picture on the laptop . . .”

			“Wow! This is a good camera,” said Joe, looking closely at the fish tank.

			Dan nodded. “You can take the laptop into any room you like—but be careful with it,” he added, handing it over reluctantly. “And don’t take it into the bathroom, obviously. I had to save up forever to buy that thing! If anything happens to it, you’re dead meat!”

			Joe swallowed hard. He definitely didn’t want to get on Dan’s bad side.

			“Nothing’s happening,” Matt said with a sigh, peering at the laptop screen.

			They were sitting in the twins’ bedroom. They’d started off in Jane and Frank’s bedroom, but Aunt Jane had chased them out when she’d appeared to reapply her lipstick. Then they’d tried the guest room, but Matt’s granddad was already in there having a nap. So that only left the twins’ room. They’d been watching the screen for ten minutes, and so far none of the fish had done anything remotely interesting.

			Matt puffed out his cheeks. “I don’t know why people have fish. They’re so boring!”

			But Joe was grappling with another problem. He still hadn’t thought of a way to tempt the fish killer to strike again. He was pretty sure it was one of the kids. But unless he could get them to do it again, the stakeout was a complete waste of time.

			Joe stared at the screen as a fish swam across the tank and glared into the camera. It was Fizz. Joe sighed. He was running out of time. Matt’s parents had promised to drive him home by six, and it was already five o’clock.
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			“There’s so much stuff in here!” said Matt, knocking over a row of teddy bears that were arranged on one of the beds.

			There were baskets full of toys, a large box filled with dress-up clothes, a giant set of drawers groaning with paper and pens and sparkly stickers . . .

			“Sarah’s room looked kind of like this when we were little.” Joe grinned. “It’s horrible!” He looked at the kitten-shaped lampshade and the two pairs of fluffy puppy slippers poking out from under the beds. It was truly gruesome!

			“Sleeping in here would give me a headache!” Matt said. “It’s like being trapped inside a stick of cotton candy.”

			Just then there was a shout from downstairs. “Maaaattttt!”

			“Oh no!” he groaned. “They’ve found us! Quick, Joe, hide the laptop.”

			Joe shoved it under Lolly’s bed, just as they thundered into the room.

			Billy was at the front. He’d found a pirate hat from somewhere and a pointy plastic cutlass, which he waved at Joe. “Give me your treasure or I’ll make you walk the plank!”

			“Yeah, yeah, very funny,” said Matt. “Why don’t you all go back and play in the sandbox again.”

			Billy’s answer was to turn his cutlass on Matt and bare his teeth.

			“My dolly needs another bath,” said Lily, plopping her scribble-faced baby into Joe’s lap.

			“And I need to go wee-wee . . . ,” added Lolly.

			“Give me your treasure, or I’ll make you walk the plank!” said Billy again, even louder this time, poking Matt with the cutlass.

			“Hey!” said Matt, batting it away. “I haven’t got any treasure!” Then a sly smile spread across his face. “How about a real treasure hunt, though?” he said.

			“What?” Joe frowned. The last thing he wanted to do was join in another little kids’ game. “But, Matt,” he whispered. “We can’t play games—we’re supposed to be doing the stakeout, remember?”

			“Don’t worry,” Matt whispered back. “We won’t have to do anything! But these guys will—somewhere else!”

			Joe grinned. He understood Matt’s idea.

			“What kind of treasure hunt?” asked Billy, giving his cousin another poke with the cutlass.

			Matt shrugged. “You have to go and see how many things you can find that start with the letter P.”

			The kids looked at him blankly.

			“P for pirate hat!” added Matt, grabbing Billy’s hat off his head.

			“Hey!” he growled. “Give that back!”

			“Or this,” said Joe, picking up a pink fluffy pig that was lying on Lolly’s bed.
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			“Or this?” shouted Lolly, holding up her pink pajamas.

			“Exactly!” said Matt.

			Then suddenly Joe had another idea. A brilliant idea. An idea that could possibly trap a fish killer!

			“P is too easy,” he said. “Let’s choose a different letter. How about F?”

			“I like P better,” wailed Lily. “P for pink.”

			“No!” said Joe firmly. “The letter is F.”

			“F for fork,” said Matt. “And face paint and . . . false teeth!”

			“And fangs,” said Billy.

			“Great!” said Joe. “That’s cool, Billy. But there’s lots more stuff that starts with the letter F, too—things like flannel, flower, films . . . and FISH net and FISH food!” he said, looking around to see if any of the children looked especially interested in the word fish. But no one seemed to have noticed . . .

			For a second, all the kids looked at one another, and then there was pandemonium. They were racing and chasing around the room searching for stuff beginning with F.

			“Hey!” shouted Matt, fighting to be heard over the din. “You get extra points if you find stuff in other rooms!”

			“Downstairs!” yelled Lily, and the kids stampeded out of the room like a herd of wildebeests.
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			“I’m not sure that game was such a great idea,” sighed Matt as he flipped open Dan’s laptop. “All the kids will probably head straight for Dan’s room to dig around for stuff.”

			Joe shrugged. “They all went downstairs. Look—there’s absolutely nothing happening in Dan’s room.”

			“Yeah,” said Matt glumly. “I wish there was, though . . . None of those fish look the slightest bit hungry!”

			Joe sat down on one of the beds. As he did, he spotted the picture book again—the one with the smiley fish on the front.

			“‘Little Bubble’s Big Adventure,’” he read out loud. He reached for it and turned a few pages. “‘Little Bubble liked to go on adventures . . .’”

			Matt grinned. “What’s this? Story time with Joe Edmunds? It’s not my bedtime, you know.”

			Joe ignored him and kept on reading. “‘When Maisie was cleaning out the fishbowl, Little Bubble would jump into the sink and disappear down the drain, looking for excitement . . .’”

			“Yeah, yeah, very nice, Joe!”
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			“‘One day, Little Bubble went down the pipes on an amazing underground adventure, all the way to mermaid land . . .’”

			“Enough, Joe,” Matt groaned.

			But Joe didn’t need Matt to tell him—he had read enough. He now had a pretty good idea why Fizz had ended up down the toilet. All he had to do was catch the culprit red-handed.

			Suddenly, Matt shouted, “There’s someone in there!”

			Joe crouched down to get a better look at the screen. A little girl had appeared in the room. Fizz was going crazy, swimming around in circles.

			“Hello, Little Bubble,” she said. “I’m looking for things beginning with F. Can you help me?”

			“It’s one of the twins!” whispered Matt.

			“Which one?”

			Matt peered closer. “I can’t tell. We should go and get her out of Dan’s room.”

			“No,” said Joe. “Wait a minute. Let’s see what she does . . .”

			They watched as she picked up the fish food. Then she got a hold of the fish net. She looked like she was about to leave, when suddenly she twisted back to look in the tank.

			“Little Bubble, want to go on another adventure?” she asked with a smile.

			“What’s she talking about?” whispered Matt. “Oh no! Surely she doesn’t think that silly story is for real . . .”

			Fizz was flapping around the tank, shouting, “It was her! It was her! Murderer!”

			“Come on, Little Bubble, Lolly will take you for another adventure.”
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			Matt’s mouth opened in horror. “No!” he shouted. But Lolly had already flipped open the lid of the tank and lowered the net into the water.

			“Come on, Little Bubble . . .”

			“Quick!” shouted Joe. “Stop her!”

			The boys raced down the corridor, just in time to see Lolly leaving Dan’s room and heading to the bathroom, clutching the little fish net in her hand.

			“Stop!” yelled Matt.

			Lolly turned around. “Little Bubble is going on an adventure to mermaid land.”

			Joe bent down and tried to take the net from her.

			“No, Joe!” She scowled, holding it firmly against her chest.

			“Come on,” said Joe. “Hand it over!”

			Lolly shook her head and held the net tighter.

			“Please! Give it to me!” Joe yelped.
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			“Let go, Lolly,” said Matt sternly. He stepped toward her and held out his hand. “Give it to me, now!”

			Lolly made a face, then reluctantly handed the net over. Inside was a gasping goldfish.

			“Quick, Joe, put it back in the tank.”

			As Joe headed back to Dan’s room, he heard Lolly cry, “Give me Bubble back!”

			“At least he’s still breathing,” growled Fizz as Joe put the fish carefully back in the tank, “unlike me!”

			When Joe returned to the landing, he found Matt crouched down in front of Lolly.

			“Dan’s going to be so mad at you!”

			“What’s going on here?” It was Aunt Jane—Lolly’s mom. “All my forks have gone missing,” she said in an angry voice, “and half my flower bed’s been chopped to pieces. And your uncle Sid says his false teeth have been stolen! Do you boys know anything about it?”

			Joe looked at his shoes. Matt bit his lip. “Sorry, Aunt Jane,” he muttered. “We were doing a treasure hunt for the kids, and we got them to look for things beginning with F.”

			“Fish food!” Lolly beamed, showing the little box she’d picked up in Dan’s room.

			“Have you been inside your brother’s bedroom again?” said her mom sternly.

			Lolly nodded. “And I wanted Bubble to go on another adventure . . .”

			“Excuse me?”
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			Matt sighed. “It was Lolly who killed Dan’s fish,” he said. “She wanted the goldfish to have adventures like the ones in her book, Little Bubble’s Big Adventure, so she flushed it down the toilet. She was just about to do the same to another one when we stopped her.”

			“Oh, Lolly,” said her mom. “Goldfish can’t really go off on adventures. They die if you flush them down the drain.”

			The little girl looked at Matt, and then at her mom. Her lip began to wobble, and she burst into tears.

			“I’ll just go and check on the fish,” said Joe.
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			“Ha!” Fizz growled from inside the tank. “The murderer has been unmasked!”

			Joe scowled at the fish. “Well, at least the rest of the tank is safe now. Lolly won’t be flushing away any of the others.”

			“Lucky them!” snapped Fizz. He swam around the tank for a bit, glaring at the other fish, then he stopped and stared out at Joe. “I think it’s time I was going. Now I know who killed me, I feel sort of . . . peaceful.”

			“Oh . . . right . . .” Joe tried to hide his relief.

			He definitely wouldn’t miss Fizz!

			“Bye, Joe.”

			And he vanished.
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			Just then, Joe heard a noise at the door.

			“Who were you talking to?” Matt was at the doorway with a suspicious look on his face. “Were you just talking to the fish tank?”

			“Oh, yeah. I . . . really like the guppy.”

			“Well, hopefully now it’ll be safe from the phantom fish killer!” Matt said. “Though Dan’s going to be mad at Lolly when he finds out what really happened.”

			There was a shout from downstairs. “Matt! Joe! We’re leaving now!”

			“I suppose I’d better go turn off the webcam,” said Matt. “It’s still recording!”

			“What?” Joe turned pale.

			“Yeah—Dan put the camera on ‘record,’ in case we wanted to take a break.”

			“So it’s recording everything I’ve been saying in here?” said Joe nervously.

			Matt nodded.

			“I’ll go and turn it off!” said Joe, dodging past his friend. And I’d better delete everything it’s recorded, too! he thought.
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			Matt’s parents were already in the car by the time they got downstairs.

			“Thanks for coming, boys,” said Uncle Frank. Lolly, who was holding his hand, gave them a sulky scowl.

			“I hope you enjoyed yourselves,” said Aunt Jane, who was carrying three forks and a napkin in her hands. “You’ve certainly kept the little ones amused!”

			Matt grinned, and Joe tried not to laugh.

			“Thanks, Aunt Jane,” said Matt.

			“Yeah, it was great!” added Joe. It was definitely good to have gotten rid of Fizz, at least.

			As Joe followed Matt to the car, something white and fluffy hopped past him and disappeared into the bushes.

			“What was that?” Joe gasped.

			“Mmm?” Matt peered out of the backseat. “I didn’t see anything.”

			Joe crouched down and peeked into the bushes, but whatever it was had gone. Joe was just about to go, when he noticed something odd on the ground. It was a trail of tiny green balls. Joe frowned. They looked kind of like . . .

			“Rabbit poop?”
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		Looking for more?

			

			Visit Penguin.com for more about this author and a complete list of their books.

			

			Discover your next great read!
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Goldfish are social creatures
who like to live in groups. But if
you keep more than one fish, you'll
need a big tank. Keeping fish in a
tank that is too small can make
them stressed and ill. Cannibalism
is rare, but it can happen if you
don't feed your fish properly.
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Ten-year-old
Joe Edmunds is
desperate for a pet.

But his mom’s allergies mean that he's got
no chance.

Then Charlie, his great-uncle, gives
him an ancient Egyptian amulet
that he claims will grant Joe a single
wish ...
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