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				When I was little, my mother, Enola, told me how important being independent is. But all I wanted to do was grow up and make my own life. Now I see there's more to life than fun and games. There's also pain and sadness and the best of all, mystery. I am Enid, Enid Doge. The pup of Enola Doge and niece to the famous Sherlock Doge. I know, it's a lot. Now, you must be thinking, "How can a dog write?"  Well, a good detective only reveals their secrets at the end, but I can't tell you this secret at all, Sherlock told me. My mother's name is "alone" spelled backward. My name is "dine" spelled backward. Mother told me that she wanted me to "dine" on mysteries and I'm assuming mother knew I loved to eat. 

	On the day this story starts, I was just sitting in the front room reading a book about a certain detective, when I heard a paw knock on the door. When I opened the door, I saw the mail pup,"Good day, Ms. err..." he paused,"Do you happen to know where Ms. Enola is?"
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				"I am her daughter." I explained stubbornly.
	"I need Ms.Enola."
	"I am her daughter."
	"I need Ms. Enola..." he quivered under the look of my gaze. "Okay, okay. I need help on this case," I straightened up,"I was taking a path through through the 'dog park' as humans call it, and I stumbled upon a sticky tennis ball. You know, it's against the law!" he paused here and licked the sticky stuff. "It tastes like syrup-Oh my!" he had fainted! My instincts told me I just had to investigate.
	As I made my way over to the park, I thought about the the case, I had no clues, why would the mailpup come to me or, my mother? All of these thoughts were jumbling inside of my head, making a tornado of thoughts and worries. I had almost walked past the park when a sharp, yet smooth voice spoke,"Hello, Enid." I looked up, pushing my thoughts aside and who was standing there but Sherlock and Dr. Woofson. Dr. Woofson, whom I have never seen or met 
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			I looked around and I caught a glimpse green. I had found the tennis ball! I carefully inched towards the tennis ball, not wanting anyone to notice even though there was only around five pups. I examined the tennis ball, excitement pulsing through my veins. Sure enough, the tennis ball had the sticky stuff on it.

Sherlock did. It took me a few minutes to resume searching for the tennis ball because the whole incident had left me in a confused state. I kept searching the park until the sun went down and the owls came out, then it was too dark to continue and I reluctantly made my way home, still desperate for clues. I felt a sinking feeling in my heart, like I had failed something really important. 
	The next morning, I told my mother about the case, most annoyingly, she agreed with Uncle Sherlock,"Uncle Sherlock is right Enid, you mustn't get hurt," she had argued. I stormed out of the house before she could say anything else. Heading for the park, I pasted a new black trash can with the curious sticky stuff on it, I examined it, looking for clues, it did smell like syrup. Did it really have anything else, or was this whole case a joke? I examined it for another five minutes and gave it up as a  bad job, continuing on the path to the park. As I approached the park, I noticed that Sherlock wasn't butting his nose in MY case. I opened the park flap, fresh, new hope beating in my chest.
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			Even though I think tennis balls are boring, I couldn't help, out of pure curiosity going after the green ball, for it had started moving. I didn't realize until it was too late that the ball had a string attached to it. Then everything went black. 
	I woke with a start, everything was fuzzy and blurred, but I could see the outline of something, no, someone in the corner, it looked awful, even if I couldn't see it properly. It took a few minutes for me to finally adjust to the darkness of the room I was in. The floor was damp, in fact, everything was, it also smelled terrible. I was in a cell in a jail! "Hello," sang a fake cheery voice,"you there? You've been asleep for three hours." I knew this voice.
	"Sherlock?"
	"It's Uncle Sherlock, Enid." Sherlock stated firmly.
	"Oh! The sticky stuff-"
	"Is syrup mixed with herbs to make pups faint," Sherlock finished.
	"That's why-"
	"The mail-pup fainted. Yes. Most luckily, I got there just in time to same him."


[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			Even though I think tennis balls are boring, I couldn't help, out of pure curiosity going after the green ball, for it had started moving. I didn't realize until it was too late that the ball had a string attached to it. Then everything went black. 
	I woke with a start, everything was fuzzy and blurred, but I could see the outline of something, no, someone in the corner, it looked awful, even if I couldn't see it properly. It took a few minutes for me to finally adjust to the darkness of the room I was in. The floor was damp, in fact, everything was, it also smelled terrible. I was in a cell in a jail! "Hello," sang a fake cheery voice,"you there? You've been asleep for three hours." I knew this voice.
	"Sherlock?"
	"It's Uncle Sherlock, Enid." Sherlock stated firmly.
	"Oh! The sticky stuff-"
	"Is syrup mixed with herbs to make pups faint," Sherlock finished.
	"That's why-"
	"The mail-pup fainted. Yes. Most luckily, I got there just in time to same him."


[image: ]

			

		

	
		
				"So this is all you. If you hadn't yet noticed, I was the one who told you about it," I hissed, getting more and more irritated by the second.
	"Enid," Sherlock continued,"they put harder chains on me than on you. Try to paw your way out."
	"Only if you give me my freedom"
	"You sound just like your mother," Sherlock groaned, "Now hurry up, we haven't got all day."
It took a while, and it was hard work, but I finally got us out of our chains and Sherlock masterfully uses a bobby pin to pick the lock. We go along the cells, looking for Woofson. Sherlock had suspected that it wasn't the real Woofson. 
	Finally, Sherlock finds Woofson in cell one, he looked terrible, he had gash marks on his cheeks and deep, dark marks under his eyes. 	"What do you notice about him Enid?" Sherlock inquired.
	"Uncle!" I scream-whispered,"surely right now isn't the time for this!?" 
	"Detectives, don't rush," Sherlock whispered back. When we finally got the chains off, 

Sherlock carried Woofson on his back. "Uncle, are you hurt?" I asked. 
	"Only my paw and my pride," Sherlock responded, chuckling to himself all the while. 
	"What do you think about Woofson?" At this, Sherlock stopped his chuckling. "He'll be all right. He's just unconscious." And we chatted all the way home and into the warm, comforting sunset. Not knowing there was more to come. 
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				Maiya is a creative person that loves to have fun and play. She loves the color royal blue. She got the idea of writing Enid Doge by reading Enola's graphic novels. She is also a huge bookworm and loves softball. She lives in California with her parents, grandparents, and older brother. She has two fish and two chickens. She knows how to speak English, a bit of Spanish, and Mandarin. She hopes you found this book interesting and inspiring.
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