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			What a summer I had. Memories and chaos, drama and mystery. If you want to know what happened, then sit back and listen for an amazing adventure. As much as I was excited for 10th grade, the summer satisfied me the most.
     It all started in on a summer afternoon, I was packing up because camp was over within a blink again. I waved goodbye to Becca, my BFF, and climbed in the car. 
     “How was camp?” My dad inquired.
     “The breakfast was way better than last years, it was great.” I replied. 
We had arrived at home when…
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     “OMG!” I shrieked. There was trash and waste everywhere around the roads! ‘Everywhere’ is an understatement. You wouldn’t believe what a mess is was! I could literally smell the stinky….and grossy…smell of trash. This is a big mystery…somebody needs to fix this and find who the culprit is; and stop this Litter Mystery.
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			Ever since I was a kid, I had always wanted to be a detective. I loved solving mysteries at school and home. So I was determined to solve this Litter Mystery. I was very nervous, excited, happy, and scared. All these feelings whirled up in my body made me feel like butterflies in my stomach. But I had enough happiness leftover to still have fun. 
      I started by questioning people around the block. After an hour, I found myself back home. It was a great start today, because I collected two clues. First, there was Mr. Barner, an old man who had been living here, Bradford Court, for 36 years. He was really nervous when we questioned him. Second, there was Mrs. Rosemary, my neighbor across the street. She said she was out of town, but last week she said she would stay home the whole summer.

I was heading back home when Becca came rushing at me with her short brown hair racing behind her. “Nicole! Nicole!” She panted. “I came as soon as I heard the news. What’s going on?” She was still gasping for breath. 
      “Oh, hi, Becca. It’s a Litter Mystery!” I exclaimed. Becca immediately nods seriously and gets a notepad and pen out of nowhere. We both laugh.
       
	

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			Ever since I was a kid, I had always wanted to be a detective. I loved solving mysteries at school and home. So I was determined to solve this Litter Mystery. I was very nervous, excited, happy, and scared. All these feelings whirled up in my body made me feel like butterflies in my stomach. But I had enough happiness leftover to still have fun. 
      I started by questioning people around the block. After an hour, I found myself back home. It was a great start today, because I collected two clues. First, there was Mr. Barner, an old man who had been living here, Bradford Court, for 36 years. He was really nervous when we questioned him. Second, there was Mrs. Rosemary, my neighbor across the street. She said she was out of town, but last week she said she would stay home the whole summer.

I was heading back home when Becca came rushing at me with her short brown hair racing behind her. “Nicole! Nicole!” She panted. “I came as soon as I heard the news. What’s going on?” She was still gasping for breath. 
      “Oh, hi, Becca. It’s a Litter Mystery!” I exclaimed. Becca immediately nods seriously and gets a notepad and pen out of nowhere. We both laugh.
       
	

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
[image: ]
	The next day, with Becca here, my family and Becca started questioning people, again, but this time further into the neighborhood. After a couple hours, we sat down for lunch. My mom packed PB+J sandwiches the other day. 
	“Your taking this really seriously, Nicole,” mom said. 
	“Of course! Why wouldn’t I?” I said proudly. I didn’t mean to stuck up or anything.	
      “Oh, nothing. My baby is all grown up.” My mom replied. 
	“If I'm grown up, don’t call me ‘baby'” I rolled my eyes until they fell out. We all laughed, except for Becca. I was to exited to realize Becca was upset.




A few days passed, and we decided to take a break from “detectiving.” I agreed, and went to Becca’s house. We hadn’t hung out in while since the investigating, so I was pretty happy to go there. I rode my bike over to her house, just like usual. I was about to open the door, but the door opened for me.
	“Oh, hi, Mrs. Ranslay!” I greeted. 
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			She left both me and her stepmom dumbfounded.
	I chased her upstairs still processing what had just happened. “Wait, Becca! Becca!” I shouted. Suddenly she turned around just as she entered the room. “What do you think?” She hissed. “Go solve the Mystery! Go plead your parents for more compliments! Go play more Nintendo with me brother! All this time; haven’t you thought about MY thoughts? What I want to do?”

	

		“Becca, I’m sorry. I didn’t think that you wouldn’t like the things I do. I’m sorry, really, I am.” I said, worried. She sat down on her bed. I sat beside her. There was a long, awkward silence after that. Those few minutes in my life felt like a million years. Finally, she spoke.
	“What are we going to do about the Mystery?” She inquires; with her voice cracked, looking down, fidgeting her hands. I din’t reply for the next couple seconds. She was right. There was no more clues. 

	“I don’t know.” I replied. We talked some more about the Trash, and picked up a meaningful conversation. We talked out the Mystery, our parents, about started school, and most importantly, we talked about making up. 
I waved goodbye and head back home for dinner. After a while, I arrived.
	“I’m home,” I said, depressed.
	“Are you alright, honey?” my mom asked.
	“Yeah, I’m okay.” I reply. I hang my coat and sit down for dinner. 
	We had spaghetti and meatballs, which was my favorite food. I’m sure my mom tried to cheer me up from what was happening. But I still didn’t have my appetite. I ate just a little, and excused myself from the table.
	That night, I couldn’t sleep. The Mystery was bothering me. But finally, I fell asleep. 


	 “Hello, my little detective!” She said, like I was her child or something. “I bought snacks for you!” 
	“You mean for me AND Becca?” I added. 
	“Yeah, that’s what I meant.” She said. She welcomed me in. “Rebecca’s in her room.” Becca is just a nickname. Older’s usually cal her by her full name. 
	
       Before her stepmom couldn’t even reply, she noticed me with from the corner of her eye, and turned around. Her pink rosy cheeks turned to hot, steamed, tomatoes. She glared at me, eyes like a wolf. I expected her to say something. But she didn’t. She turned around, and stomped back up her room. 
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				I couldn’t believe what had happened the next morning. I woke up from a rustling sound out my window. I always like saving suspense for the last. I prayed too Jesus that the SOMETHING would stay there. Then, I quickly got dressed, and chunked down breakfast. 
	And so, I rushed out the door, outside. I turned my direction to my window. I looked down, and there was somebody fumbling in the garbage can outside. It poked out. So I saw what the “thing” was! I laughed my head off. 
	It was a Lemur! A lemur was digging through the trash! This means that we had found out the culprit. 

I quickly called my parents over, and told my mom to text Becca’s mom. We all hugged congratulated each other. When Becca finally arrived, I gave her a big, warm, bear hug.

Sometimes, you shouldn’t give up just yet, even when all hope is lost. Hang in there, because you never know when that answer could be waiting for you right across the cliff.

THE END
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