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Olympic Murder Mystery

By: Jaidah V.


			

		

	
		
			Being the daughter of the Manager of Equipment for the Olympics is really hard. At times, my friends at school swarm around me, asking me questions about the Olympics and then, boom, they avoid me and whisper behind my back and they say that I’m super bratty and spoiled. But, that changed a week ago when I (temporarily) moved to Tokyo for the 2020 (even though it’s 2021) Olympics for my dad’s job. Everyone started FaceTiming me hoping they could get sneak-peeks of the Olympics. Now, a few days into the Olympics, “pipe leaks” are postponing many of the games, but the rest of the spectators throughout the world don’t know that the G.O.A.Ts (Greatest Of All Time) are going missing, one by one.
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Here we go again. I’m supposed to be doing homework, but, instead, I’m eavesdropping on my parents’ “adult conversation.” Everyone always says that I’m eavesdropping 24/7. Oh! I forgot to say, My name is Charlotte Crenshaw, daughter of the Manager of Equipment for the Olympics (but you know that). “How was work today?” my mom asked my dad. “Good. Just some Gymnastics Equipment got held up,” Dad replied with a troubled look on his face. At the sight of this, I leaned closer to the crack in the door. “You know how the pipe leaks are cancelling the games?” Dad asked. “Uh huh,” Mom said, never looking up from doing the dishes. “There are no pipe leaks.” 
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			I went pale. That’s why I couldn’t find any pictures on the Internet, I thought. “What do you mean?” Mom turned around. “The Head of the Olympics said so themselves.”  “That’s what they were told to say- Olympians are going missing and pipe leaks are the only cover up that we could come up with!” Dad exclaimed. “So if this is true, why aren’t the FBI investigating it?” Mom asked. “The cover up that we came up with came up with is so good that the police didn’t believe us!” Dad was so frustrated and he punched a pillow. “Hey,” Mom said. “It’s going to be okay. Should we tell Charlotte?” “No, she’d have nightmares for months.” Dad said. Mom started to walk toward my office and I jumped back to my desk and resumed doing homework.
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			Mom poked her head inside the room. “Charlotte, it’s bedtime,” she told me. “Oh, and Dad and I have to go out of town for some Olympic stuff. We won’t be back until tomorrow at 6:00 PM.” “Okay,” I said. After Mom and Dad left, I ran to my room and instead of getting in my pjs, I changed into a hoodie and tights. I pulled out my phone and bought a bus ticket with a credit card that my mom had left at home. I walked a mile to the bus stop, then I boarded the bus and it drove off to a big building in the distance. I was able to get into the security room undetected. “Okay,” I whispered to myself, 72348 was the code that I stole from my Dad. I typed it into the computer and the screen flashed green. I typed in the first date since the ‘pipe leaks’ started. 
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			After what seemed like forever, a small van pulled up and a teenager got out of the car in a hoodie and walked into the building and returned with a brown sack that moved at times. He threw the sack into the trunk and drove off. I followed the van (with security tapes) as far as I could but once it went under a bridge, the van never came out of the other side. “Ugh!” I groaned. “Can I help you?” I turned around to see an older boy, maybe sixteen/seventeen years old, with a janitor cart. “And what are you doing?” 
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			I felt my face turn red. “I’m just checking security tapes,” I replied “You’re looking for the missing Olympians, right?” he said. “My name’s Jake by the way.” “My name’s Charlotte,” I said, relieved. “I see you’ve followed the van,” Jake observed. “It disappeared under a bridge though.” I moaned. “Well if I was trying to get away from cops, I would take the sewer entrance,” he said, and sure enough, the van came out of the other side of town and it entered a cave. “That’s where we’re going,” I said. 
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			We took a bus to a little town outside of Tokyo. We walked until we found the cave. “This is it,” Jake said. “Ready?” I asked. “Yep.” We walked into the cave that was lit dimly. The hallways were lined with metal bars against the cave walls. I looked at the floor and there were drops of something red. I tapped Jake, pointing to the drops, he nodded, as we followed the drops, I took pictures of everything on my phone. The longer we followed the trail, the deeper into the cave we went. Suddenly the drops stopped at an intersection. “Which way do we go?” I asked. “Forward,” Jake commanded. We walked until the next intersection. Then we heard footsteps.
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			I dove into a dark corner, hoping that Jake would follow. I turned back around and Jake was thrashing in the arms of two large men. Even though Jake was gone, I wasn’t going to give up. The trail picked up again and I followed it to a room where there were large pools of red and there were also small cells. There were two figures lying on the ground and hostages in the cells. “The missing Olympians,” I thought. 
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			I turned around, feeling a weird presence behind me. Jake was standing there. “How did you escape?” I asked. “Simple,” he said. The same two men walked up right behind Jake. “Wow, I didn’t think you’d fall for it, this was all a trap.” He laughed and said, “I led you here so you could be one of my hostages.” I ran as fast as I could. But Jake and the men were right in front of me, “Bye, Charlotte,” Jake said as I got dragged into the darkest hallways of the cave.
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			I’m Jaidah and I love to read and I want to be and author when I grow up. I love to hang out with friends and eat lots of sweets. My favorite food is Korean BBQ. I want to thank my mom, dad, and my sister for helping me. I also want to thank everyone at AIW camp for helping me by giving me suggestions for my book.
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