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			I was on a walk with my father. My father insisted that he would not be able to finish the walk with me because he had to finish making dinner. I told him " Ok bye." When I finished the walk by myself I spotted someone or something sitting on a bench. When he came into view, he looked almost exactly like my father. When I came even closer, I suddenly realized that my father had a twin brother. He yelled, "Howdy."
"Howdy to you too." I shouted back.
I walked home with him. 
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			Once we got home, instead of seeing a house with life, joy, and happiness like it usually was;
it was filled with anger, sadness, and darkness. I walked toward the front steps and turned the doorknob and to my surprise it felt cold and icy. I turned it and it swung open with a long loud  creak that sounded like a cat scratching on a chalkboard. There was a cold wind that felt like someone pouring cold water down my back. After I got over the fact that the house felt haunted, I heard a faint crying noise. I walked toward it and it got louder and louder. Once I got into the room with the person crying, I was in the living room where it felt the coldest. I looked around and I saw my mom sniffling. I asked what was wrong. She didn't say anything but she pointed to the couch. I couldn't believe my eyes. I rubbed them so hard that they started to water, at the sight of the scene in front of my face. My heartbeat felt like the saddest heartbeat in my lifetime. My father was ...dead.
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			I started crying immediately. I started forward to my father but my mom proclaimed, "Do not touch him."
"Why?" I shouted. 
"Because he may be contagious."I cried even harder. So she ran over to me and reassured me that everything would be ok. I was still sad, but I stopped crying and calmed down a little bit. I asked if we should call someone who can solve this mystery. She thought about it and she didn't want to, so I grabbed the phone. Then she grabbed it from my hand and called the best detective in the world. He calmly asked, "What do you need?" We both said the best detective in the world. 
He yelled "OH yes here I am!"
"Come over at 5:00."  
While we were waiting, she yelled, "Do you feel better?" We didn't talk until he got there. We were surprised to see a man wearing a dark blue suit, a red and yellow striped tie, big black winged tipped shoes, and a very very very tall hat. He was able to just fit though the door crouching.
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			Then he asked, "What is the problem?"  Without saying anything they pointed at the couch with the dead man. Then he shouted, "OOOO a murder. I haven't done one of those in a while." He hummed a song that was not familiar to me. I imagined my mom knew it because she was humming along to it too. "OH!" he quickly yelled. He grabbed the door again and let my uncle inside. He stomped rudely into the living room and my mom yelled at the top of his lungs, 
"He's dead!" She didn't think yelling so loudly would break her husband's handmade pottery. However, it did. She pretended like nothing happened. As soon as she stopped yelling, my uncle started crying. As soon as he started crying, my mom realized he was my dad's brother. The detective started examining the scene. Suddenly he saw a clue. It was a splash of poison that was about 1ft and 5 inches away from the dead body. When he was coming over to say he found a clue, he instead insisted while pointing to my mom, "You're a suspect!"

"Why?"I asked he

My mom got a guilty look on her face. Then the detective asked the story of what happened before he got there. So I told him, "I was on a walk with my father. However, my father insisted, 'I can't finish the walk because I have to make dinner.' On the way back home I found my uncle and then I walked home with him."
Then the detective sat down and announced that he had solved the case.
He explained to me that, "Your father was going home to make dinner. When he got home, your mom was already done with it. He then sat down on the couch. She came in with a weird drink and poured it down his throat. He instantly died. In doing so, she accidentally spilt some down her white dress. She didn't have time to change because you were there. So the police were called and she was put in jail. 
Five years later she escaped from jail and picked a new victim...                     DUN DUN DUN!


			

		

	
		
			Then he asked, "What is the problem?"  Without saying anything they pointed at the couch with the dead man. Then he shouted, "OOOO a murder. I haven't done one of those in a while." He hummed a song that was not familiar to me. I imagined my mom knew it because she was humming along to it too. "OH!" he quickly yelled. He grabbed the door again and let my uncle inside. He stomped rudely into the living room and my mom yelled at the top of his lungs, 
"He's dead!" She didn't think yelling so loudly would break her husband's handmade pottery. However, it did. She pretended like nothing happened. As soon as she stopped yelling, my uncle started crying. As soon as he started crying, my mom realized he was my dad's brother. The detective started examining the scene. Suddenly he saw a clue. It was a splash of poison that was about 1ft and 5 inches away from the dead body. When he was coming over to say he found a clue, he instead insisted while pointing to my mom, "You're a suspect!"

"Why?"I asked he

My mom got a guilty look on her face. Then the detective asked the story of what happened before he got there. So I told him, "I was on a walk with my father. However, my father insisted, 'I can't finish the walk because I have to make dinner.' On the way back home I found my uncle and then I walked home with him."
Then the detective sat down and announced that he had solved the case.
He explained to me that, "Your father was going home to make dinner. When he got home, your mom was already done with it. He then sat down on the couch. She came in with a weird drink and poured it down his throat. He instantly died. In doing so, she accidentally spilt some down her white dress. She didn't have time to change because you were there. So the police were called and she was put in jail. 
Five years later she escaped from jail and picked a new victim...                     DUN DUN DUN!


			

		

	
		
			About the author

This is Maddox. Maddox's favorite color is green. He lives in California. He has a brother and sister. He shares a room with his brother. He loves surfing and swimming. Maddox's favorite animal is a turtle. His favorite book series is Griffin Chronicles.

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			About the author

This is Maddox. Maddox's favorite color is green. He lives in California. He has a brother and sister. He shares a room with his brother. He loves surfing and swimming. Maddox's favorite animal is a turtle. His favorite book series is Griffin Chronicles.

[image: ]

			

		

	





OEBPS/CI_125F4CF3-64FB-412C-AD2B-7554E49199B7.jpg





OEBPS/PaperAntique.jpg





OEBPS/CI_009E3E98-EF1F-4911-973A-041CB0D7C01A.jpg





OEBPS/CI_0B39045B-9661-489E-A8F4-D8835ACCD485.jpg





OEBPS/CI_3190215A-47FB-44ED-9ACD-CAC23E7603D1.jpg





OEBPS/CI_ED1FCED2-8CBD-44F9-BC5A-042EBE12A885.jpg
o RN R e R






OEBPS/CI_EF33E8A6-0A3C-4131-AC0D-DE0EA8C0BC1B.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

		
			
						
					Cover
				


			


		
		
			
						
					Cover
				


						
					Start
				


			


		
	

OEBPS/Cover.jpg





