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				"Okay, what about Ironman vs. Spiderman?" asked Jake. 
	"Iron man, easy," Alex answered. 	
	"No way! Spiderman 100%," Chris countered.
	"But he can fly and shoot people with lazers," Alex persisted. 
	"Yeah, but Spidey can climb up walls and trap people in his webs." 
	The three boys were walking home from their school, San Diego Academy of Youth, engaged in a debate about superheroes. It was a beautiful day, the sun smiled down on them from a cloudless sky.
	As they passed the alchemy lab, they could still smell burnt equipment from the explosion that had injured their dads.
	"Man, I miss Dad," Chris said.
	"Yeah," the others agreed.
	 "See you guys," Jake said as he peeled off towards his house.
	"See you at school," Chris said
	After Jake's house was Alex's, and then Chris's.
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				In bed, Chris looked at the framed photo of his dad. "I'm gonna find whoever did this to you," he vowed.
	The next day was even better than the last. Everybody seemed in a good mood. When Chris opened up the window in the morning, everything felt perfect. He could hear the birds singing and he could smell breakfast being made for all the kids on the block. He tingled with excitement, hoping today would be a great day. 	
	"Hi Alex," he called out to his friend.
	"Sup," Alex called back.
	"Morning Jake," Chris called to his other friend. "Hmm, must not be up yet," Chris said to himself when there was no answer.

	After first period, Chris asked Alex, "Was Jake in class?"
	"No," Alex replied, looking worried "We should check on him, maybe he's sick."
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				As Chris and Alex came up on Jake's house, something felt wrong. It seemed as if the sky had darkened and filled with clouds. Chris felt dizzy. Alex tried to talk, but couldn't. The door was open and Jake's bedroom window was shattered. They raced through the open door and up the stairs, their stomachs in knots. 
	 When they got to Jake's room, time seemed to slow. Alex almost fell over. There, on the bed, was Jake. Except it didn't look like Jake: he was as pale as a ghost. The world was spinning. Alex blinked, hoping he was seeing things. Tears rolled down Chris's cheeks.
	"Wait, look!" Chris said: he was holding a bottle of poison and a piece of paper. "The bottle has fingerprints on it and the paper might be from the thief."
	"That's brilliant!" yelled Alex, "We can take the prints to the police," he added on. "Also, what does the paper say?"
	"It says... 'This wasn't my choice,' what could that mean?"
	"No idea." 
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			      After reporting the crime to friends and family, the two boys went to the police with the bottle.
      "How can I help you?" asked the man at the front desk.
	"This is the bottle we found at the scene of the crime."
	"Thank you, and sorry for your loss," said the man. "I have a feeling this will save many lives."
	Two days later, Chris and Alex both got emails from the police. When they got to the station, the man in the front greeted them again. "Hi boys, I have exciting news for you. The fingerprints are those of Maul Jhonson, who not only commited a crime with Jake, but also your dads. He has been caught and justice has been served!"


The End.
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				Caleb P. was born on March 10th of 2015 in California. He loves to read, play baseball, and play video games. He got the idea for 'The Great Muder Mystery 2: Secrets Unveiled' because he likes mysteries and wanted to do a series with his friends. His favorite part of the book is the debate about superheroes. His advice to young authors is that if you are patient enough, an idea will come to you.
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