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Freddie Tanaka
Chapter 1

Wednesday

Aveerotunga Village
(Cottonwood Canyon, near Los Angeles)
Late summer, 1541

eep going, Red Sparrow. You’re not 
there yet.” 
  I was climbing a tree with my 

friend. She’d never seen the ocean, but I had. 
Not far from our village was a tall cypress 
tree, and if you climbed halfway up, you’d find 
an open space with a large branch to stand on. 
You could perch there, swaying in the breeze, 
and see for miles. To the west was a view of 
the ocean. 

“Are you sure this is safe?” asked Red Spar-
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row, looking down at me. 
“Safe enough,” I said. “Just keep climbing. 

You’ve only got ten feet to go.” Red Sparrow 
reached for the branch above her head, and 
pulled herself up a little further. Twigs broke 
off and fell to the ground as she stood up. The 
smell of pine was all around us.

It was close to the time when our village 
would make a trip to the sea. We had friends 
and relatives in one of the villages there, and 
we’d go visit them and bring things to trade. 
We had smoked meats from deer, antelope 
and rabbit. We also had medicinal plants for 
healing which our shaman — Red Sparrow’s 
mom — had collected. And we had baskets to 
hold seeds and water. In return, we got soap-
stone bowls for cooking, beads — which were 
our form of money — and lots of dried fish. 
But the best part was visiting with people we 
only saw a couple of times a year.

The ocean was a full day’s walk away, and 
we’d have to carry everything we needed with 
us. Younger members of our tribe were not al-
lowed on the journey until they could make the 

trip without complaining. 
Red Sparrow had never made the trip be-

fore — I’d only started going last year — and 
she was very excited about seeing the water. 
She’d also heard tales of the food we’d be eat-
ing there — tuna, oysters, maybe even shark! 
The journey to the sea was a big deal for a 
Tongvan girl growing up in the canyons. 

Oh — that’s the name of our tribe! We’re the 
Tongva, the original inhabitants of the land 
you now know as Los Angeles. 

“This branch, Great Condor?” she asked. “It 
better be, because I’m not going up any 
higher.”

“That’s the one. Just hold on to the trunk, 
get your feet underneath you, and stand up 
slowly.”

She was right above me, and she was doing 
fine. Red Sparrow has four older brothers, so 
she’d done her share of climbing trees. She 
hadn’t been up this high before, though. I 
watched her stand and turn her gaze out 
through the big, heavy branches that sur-
rounded us.
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“Oh my …” she said. “It’s … beauuuuuutiful. 
And HUGE! And so blue!”

I scampered up on the branch next to her 
and looked out. Even though I had seen it be-
fore, my arms tingled with goose bumps. 

“How big is it?” Red Sparrow asked. 
“No one knows for sure,” I said. “I think it 

goes on forever.”
“And there are more Tongva out there? 

Tongva who live out on the water?”
“Yes, they live on that island way out there,” 

I said, pointing. “You’ll see it better when we 
reach the ocean. There are more islands further 
out, but you can’t see them from land.”

“But how did our people get out there?”
“They made a kind of giant canoe called a 

te’aat,” I said. “They’d use bone wedges to split 
driftwood logs into planks, and then they’d 
sand them down with sharkskin. Next, they 
would wet the planks and heat them over a fire 
so they could bend them into shape. Then they’d 
glue them together with tar and seal the whole 
boat with pine pitch to make it waterproof.” 

“These canoes were pretty big,” I contin-
ued. “They could hold ten people — or more. 
And they’d have to paddle all day to get to the 
island.”

“That seems scary — and crazy!” Red Spar-
row said, amazed.

“It may be. But our relatives have been do-
ing it for thousands of years. So I’d say we’ve 
gotten pretty good at it.”

We stood gazing at the ocean. A bird sang 
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in a neighboring tree, as the branches around 
us swayed in the summer breeze.

I looked out to my left. There was a plume 
of smoke rising from where we lived. That 
meant the fires for dinner had started. It was 
time for us to head back home.

We climbed back down the tree, which al-
ways took longer than going up. But soon we 
were back on the ground and headed down 
the path to our village. 

On the way, we ran into the Rattler. That 
wasn’t her real name, but that’s what we 
called her. She was our musical friend, and 
she had a great voice and loved to sing. She 
could also play all of our instruments — bird-
bone whistles, deer-bone flutes, clappersticks 
and turtle-shell rattles. That’s how she got her 
nickname. 

She didn’t have any of those things with her 
today. Just a big basket filled with berries.

“Hey guys,” Rattler said. “What were you 
doing away from the village?”

“I just showed Red Sparrow the ocean,” I 
said. “What about you?”

“I found a strawberry patch, and I wanted 
to bring some berries back for our dinner to-
night.”

“Awesome,” I said. “But we need to hurry 
back. We saw smoke when we were up in the 
tree, so preparations for dinner have begun.”

We practically ran the whole way home. 
And when we got there, we saw what was go-
ing to be on the menu — deer!

We’d hoped for deer, but that didn’t mean 
we’d get it. Sometimes the hunters would come 
home with rabbit or squirrel, which aren’t bad 
— rabbit is pretty good, in fact — but deer is 
the best. Dinner tonight would be special.

In most villages, the women are in charge 
of the cooking. In our village, that honor falls 
to the parents of another friend, Counts Too 
Much. His mom and dad are wizards around 
a campfire. I keep telling them they should 
open up a restaurant, as soon as restaurants 
get invented. 

The hides had already been removed from 
the deer carcasses. Later, we would dry the 
hides and tan them to make leather for clothes 
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and sandals. (Normally, we run around bare-
foot. But if we’re going over rough terrain, 
we’ll wear sandals.) The parents of Counts Too 
Much were now separating the meat from the 
bones. The bones would be cleaned and used 
for tools. 

And the meat?
We’d grill it on skewers, make a stew with 

some of it, and smoke the rest. That way, we’d 
have something to eat when the hunts weren’t 
successful. And, just as important, we’d have 
something to trade with the neighboring vil-
lages — everyone wanted deer meat.

Counts Too Much had finished his lessons 
for the day. He studies the stars, the sun and 
the moon, which is pretty important stuff for 
us. The moon serves as the base for our calen-
dar, and the stars are our spirits. Counts Too 
Much is learning the stories we tell about the 
stars, and he’s getting pretty good at them. 

He was hanging out by the fire with Picture 
Guy — again, not his real name. But that’s what 
we call him, because Picture Guy spends so 
much time making pictograms. Pictograms are 

our version of paintings, except we make them 
on rocks. Not all of us, actually, just those with 
real talent. And Picture Guy definitely has tal-
ent. Here’s one of his pictograms:

These were my friends, and you couldn’t 
ask for a better bunch in the whole world. 
(And if you did, the Coyote Spirit might have 
some surprises for you.) Being in the same 
tribe, we’d known each other since birth and 
we were really close. Some elders called us 
the “Wily Kids,” because they thought we 
were wily like the Coyote Spirit. Especially 
when we got into trouble — not big trouble, 
but big enough.

6

The Wiley Kids Freddie Tanaka



I mean, we’re not bad, but our culture is 
really strict on kids. If two adults are talking, 
we’re not allowed to walk between them — we 
have to walk around. My mom says it’s just 
good etiquette, and she’s probably right. But 
we’re also not allowed to drink from a cup of 
water until all adults have drunk first. That 
seems a little harsh to me — I think whoever is 
thirstiest should go first.

Just then Tomyaar, our chief and leader, 
came out of his hut where he slept and spent 
time thinking. His hut is made out of tule, a 
kind of marsh grass, and willow branches. It 

looked like a big bowl turned upside down, 
and had a smokehole on the top that acted as a 
chimney for his fires. 

Tomyaar handled all the big matters for 
our tribe, and some people found him intimi-
dating. He was always nice to us, though, as 
he was Rattler’s grandfather. So we had an in. 

“Hey guys, how was your day?” he asked. 
He was wearing his deerskin cloak, which 

signified his importance to the village. The rest 
of the men and the children just ran around na-
ked! (The women wore skirts.)

“Great,” I said. “I climbed a tree with Red 
Sparrow and showed her the ocean.”

“Good for you,” he said. “And you know, 
Red Sparrow, you’ll be seeing it up close in a 
week or so.”

“I know, Grandfather of Rattler. I’m so ex-
cited!”

“OK, kids, I have to go inspect the hunt. We 
need to sacrifice some of the meat to our god, Y-
ho-ha-rivg-nain, so he will watch over us and 
keep us healthy and prosperous. I’ll see you all 
later at dinner.”
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And dinner came quickly. We had the deer, 
plus acorn meal porridge, roots, and the straw-
berries which Rattler had found. Everything 
was washed down with crisp, cold water from 
our spring. It was a good meal — four stars! 

Afterwards, the sun was slowly sinking in 
the western sky. We gathered by the fire, eat-
ing the last of the strawberries and listening to 
the hoots of a great horned owl perched 
nearby. He would begin hunting for his dinner 
when the sun went down completely.

“Oh, Great Condor,” said Counts Too Much, 
“tell us about the time you outraced a moun-
tain lion.”

“No, no,” said Picture Guy, “tell us how you 
outwitted the Coyote Spirit.”

“Guys, please, I’m awfully tired …” I said.
“What about when you single-handedly 

slew that bear?” asked Rattler. “With your 
fists!”

“Or the time when the tribe from the valley 
came to visit,” said Red Sparrow, “and all the 
girls thought you were so handsome, and 
funny, and smart, and strong ….”

“Freddie,” said Millie. 
“FREDDIE!”
‘What?” I said.
“Totally unbelievable,” said Millie. “I mean, 

parts of it are good, but … Great Condor? 
Really?”

“And why am I Counts Too Much?” asked 
Neil. “What kind of name is that?”

“You got off easy,” said Kyle. “I’m Picture 
Guy. Really, Freddie? Picture Guy?”

“I have to say, Rattler’s not so bad,” said Sle-
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ater. “But Freddie, you want us to believe you 
had a tribe of girls swooning over you?”

“Hey, it’s my story,” I said. “No reason I 
can’t make myself the hero. Though I may have 
been laying it on a little thick.”

“A little, Freddie?” asked Millie. “I mean, 
you killed a bear — with your fists?”

“I see your point,” I admitted. “The thing is 
— I’ve got this writing assignment for my class 
on the native people of Los Angeles, and I’m 
having a really hard time with it. All my ideas 
start out OK, but then they spin out of control.”

“You’ve got time,” said Sleater. “A month, 
right? Don’t worry about it. Besides, maybe 
you’ll get some inspiration when we go camp-
ing with Gramps this weekend.”

“I hope so,” I said.
“So do we, Freddie,” said Millie, shaking her 

head. “Or should I say … Great … Condor ….”
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Neil Chandler
Chapter 2

Thursday
Neil Chandler

Chapter 2

Thursday

kay — so if you’re new to us, here’s the 
deal. (And if you want to know more, 
read this.)

We’re the Wiley Kids, a bunch of friends from 
Wiley Park, California. It’s a suburb outside of Los 
Angeles, and it’s a pretty nice place to grow up. 

The town is named after the Wiley family, and 
Sleater Wiley is one of our friends. Smart, fun, 
musical — the best. And she brings Gramps to the 
table — her grandfather — one of the nicest 
people we know. You can always count on him to 
be there when you need him.

You’ve already met Freddie Tanaka, or at least 
his writing. He’s a very sweet guy, but he can test 
your patience sometimes. Whatever you say 
about the dude, he sure loves his food. 
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And then there’s Kyle Baldwin. Apparently, 
being into photography turned him into Picture 
Guy for Freddie. (You could tell this was when 
Freddie was running out of gas.) Kyle’s too good a 
guy — he needs a cooler name.

Finally, there’s Millie Reyes. She does have 
four older brothers, and that probably toughened 
her up a bit. But there’s more to Millie than 
climbing trees. She can’t complain about how she 
appeared in Freddie’s story — Red Sparrow is a 
pretty good name. 

Then there’s me, Neil Chandler. I have a 
reputation for being big into computers, but I’m 
not sure how that makes me Counts Too Much — 
I’m more than a numbers guy. Then again, it’s 
not my creative writing assignment. 

My mom and dad own the Wonder Wok, a 
restaurant in town that also serves as our 
informal clubhouse. They’re great chefs and good 
people, too. They were the ones cooking the deer 
for the tribal dinner.

We’re pretty much your average suburban 
middle-schoolers, except for one thing. We have a 
habit of finding ourselves knee-deep in mysteries 

from time to time, and this story is no different. If 
you read on, you’ll understand what I mean.
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Milagros Reyes
Chapter 3

Friday

old on!”
That was Gramps.
“YEEEE-HAAAAAAA!”

Also Gramps. 
He was engaging in one of his favorite activi-

ties, which was careening his ’68 Chevy Subur-
ban around cor-
ners and fling-
ing the five of 
us into each 
other like 
rag dolls. 
Sleater was 
sitting up 
front with Gramps 
and the rest of us were 
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squished together like sardines in the back. 
“OK, this’ll be a good one. Hold on!” 
Gramps took a sharp left — and we all went 

sliding into Neil, who was sitting on the far 
right side.

“Nice one, Gramps,” Neil said, pushing back 
at us.

We were barreling up the dirt road to the top 
of Cottonwood Canyon. This canyon had not 
been developed (unlike virtually everything else 
in LA), and is largely untouched by human 
hands. No paved roads, no electricity and no 
bathrooms. When Freddie told Gramps about 
his writing assignment on the Tongva, Gramps 
had a great suggestion. He offered to pick us up 
after school on Friday and take us camping in 
the canyon, so we could experience nature as the 
native people did hundreds of years ago. 

After a couple more turns and a lot of slid-
ing into each other, we found ourselves near 
the top of the canyon. Gramps turned off onto 
an unmarked, flat area of land which people 
used as a parking lot. It wasn’t paved, but it 
served its purpose.

We fell out of the Suburban, choking a little on 
the clouds of dust which Gramps’ fancy driving 
had kicked up. A few coughs later, and we had re-
grouped by the back of the car. Gramps opened 
the rear hatch and handed us our stuff.

“There’s a path at the end of the parking lot,” 
he said. “If we follow that for about five minutes, 
we’ll get to a clearing that has a terrific view of 
the canyon.”

“Can we see the ocean from up here?” I asked.
“If we get lucky. It might be too hazy today,” 

Gramps said. “When I was a kid, there wasn’t as 
much pollution, and you could see all the way 

13

The Wiley Kids Milagros Reyes



out to the Pacific Ocean.”
It wasn’t far to the clearing, which was good 

because we had to make a couple of trips. After 
the sleeping bags and tents, we brought down 
grocery bags, the propane stove and a five-gallon 
water cooler.

“Hey Gramps,” Kyle said, holding up the 
empty cooler. “What should I do with this?”

“If you keep going on this path,” Gramps said, 
“you’ll run into the spring which feeds the stream 
that runs through this canyon. If you’d be so kind 
as to fill that up, we’ll have water for dinner.”

“And bring somebody with you, Kyle. That 
cooler will be pretty heavy when it’s full,” 
Gramps winked. 

“I’ll go,” I volunteered.
“Works for me, Millie,” said Gramps. “And if 

the rest of you could set up the tents, then I’ll start 
in on dinner. I’m making the famous Wiley family 
chili. It’s perfect for dining al fresco!”

“Dining Al Fresco?” Freddie looked confused. 
“Whose Al?”

“There’s no Al, Freddie.” Gramps said, setting 
up the stove. “It’s Italian for being in the open air.” 
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Kyle and I started down the path. The air was 
still hot, but once we got under the cover of the 
trees — cottonwoods, evergreens, oaks, sycamores 
— it became cool. Or maybe cool-ish. The air 
smelled fresh.

Kyle and I chatted away as we walked, and it 
seemed like we found the spring in no time. It 
was bubbling out from a pile of boulders with a 
good amount of force. 

We maneuvered the cooler next to the boulder 
and let the water pour in. I cupped my hand and 
took a drink.

“Wow! It’s ice cold.” 
“Makes sense,” said Kyle. “That water’s com-

ing from deep underground. This is the first time 
it’s seeing daylight, and can get warmed by the 
sun.”

It only took us a few minutes to fill the cooler. 
We screwed on the top, each grabbed a handle, 
and started our trek back to the campsite. 

The cooler was more awkward than heavy.  It 
kept swinging back and forth and bumping our 
legs. Kyle and I found our rhythm, though, and 
we made it back without too many bruises. 

Even before we made it to the clearing, I could 
smell onions frying. I saw that Freddie had 
grabbed a cutting board, and was mincing up 
some garlic. The knife he was using was nearly 
half as big as he was. Freddie, as previously noted, 
loves food and wants to have his own restaurant 
someday. So it wasn’t surprising that he ap-
pointed himself Gramps’ sous chef. 

“Nice job, guys,” said Gramps, looking up 
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from the fire. “You can fill up your water bottles, 
as well as those gallon jugs. and I’ll need you to 
get one more cooler of water.”

“Another one?” I asked.
“This water is for cooking and drinking, Mil-

lie,” Gramps explained. “The next five gallons are 
for the campsite. We’ll need it for cleaning and 
dousing the fire later.”

“I’ll go this time,” said Sleater. 
“Me too,” said Neil. 
“Alright,” said Gramps, lighting the second 

burner. “We’re cooking with gas now!”
Freddie rolled his eyes at that one.
Gramps put the onions into a mixing bowl, 

where they joined a couple cans of chopped toma-
toes. He added the cut-up beef to the skillet, and a 
big waft of searing meat hit my nose. Freddie and 
I helped Gramps with the remaining ingredients.

By the time we’d finished, Sleater and Neil were 
back with the water.

“Thanks, guys,” said Gramps. “Wouldn’t want 
to pull a Johnny Cash.” 

“What’s that?” asked Sleater.
“He was camping up the coast a bit at Los Pa-

dres National Forest, and parked in a pile of dry, 
dead leaves. His wheel bearings were still really 
hot from driving, and started a fire. He ended up 
burning down a few hundred acres of the park.”

“A few hundred?” asked Kyle. “Are you seri-
ous? Why didn’t I hear about this?”
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“Because it happened before you were born,” 
said Gramps. “Sometime in the sixties. I was still 
a teenager, then.”

“The moral of the story,” Gramps continued, 
“is you can’t be too careful with fire around here. 
So thanks for the water.”

“What else do you need, Gramps?” asked Neil.
“Nothing,” said Gramps. “A little time, 

maybe. The chili is cooking, the salad’s ready 
and I’ll put on some veggie dogs for Kyle when 
we’re closer to eating.”

Kyle had recently become a vegetarian. That 
was cool, but I was still a carnivore through and 
through. Especially when Gramps was cooking.

“Thanks, Gramps. I appreciate it,” said Kyle.
“No problem at all,” said Gramps. “I was a 

vegetarian once myself.”
“I never knew that about you,” said Sleater.
“There are lots of things you don’t know about 

me,” said Gramps. “And that’s a good thing.”
“So since we have time to kill, why don’t you 

kids go explore,” he continued. “I’ll stay in camp 
and keep an eye on the chili. Be back in an hour.”

And we were off. We went down the path to 

the spring, but decided to continue on. We 
walked underneath the canopy of cottonwoods 
and eucalyptus tress. It felt good to be shaded 
from the hot sun, and the strong minty scent of 
the eucalyptus trees made our noses tingle.

“It’s pretty incredible that just a five-minute 
drive from here is a town with restaurants and 
stores, and tons of people walking around,” 
Neil said.

“I know,” Sleater agreed. “I can’t hear any 
horns honking or engines running at all … just 
birds.”

“We’re walking in the same woods the Tongva 
lived in hundreds of years ago,” Freddie said. 
“Just like in my story!”

“So when a bear charges us,” Kyle asked slyly, 
“are you going to take him down with your bare 
fists?”

“Very funny, Picture Guy,” Freddie smirked. 
We turned a corner, and walked out onto a 

bluff. The sun was hanging low in the sky. Be-
low we could see the flickering lights of Los An-
geles. It was quiet. We could see the 101 and 10 
Freeways in the distance, but we couldn’t hear 
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them. There was just the soft sound of the 
leaves in the trees brushing against each other. 
The traffic flowing far below looked like a giant 
snake slithering slowly through the city. 

“We’re lucky tonight,” Kyle said. “The air is 
clear, and we can actually see the ocean.”

“It’s really beautiful,” Sleater said. 
Kyle took out his iPhone and started taking 

pictures. He walked out to the edge of the cliff, 
and took one long panoramic shot from the 
east to the west. 

“That should be nice,” he said. “Now every-
body stay put.”

He jogged over to a tree and wrapped a Goril-
laPod around one of its branches. He attached 
his phone, set the timer and ran back to us.

“Everybody say ‘chili’,” he said. 
We put our arms around each other and 

smiled. The flash popped, and we ran over to 
check the results. 

“Cool,” said Freddie. “The Wiley Kids al 
fresco. You should send Gramps a copy.”

“Already done!” said Kyle.
“Speaking of Gramps, we should probably 

head back,” said Neil. 
It was beginning to get dark. Not dark 

enough to be dangerous, but dark enough to be 
a little spooky. Especially with the trees casting 
weird shadows on the ground and the air get-
ting chilly. 

We returned to camp, and the smell of chili 
filled the air. 

“Veggie dogs going on the fire … now,” called 
Gramps, when he heard us coming. “And I’m 
toasting the buns.”
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Gramps had set up some chairs around the 
campfire, so we helped ourselves to heaping 
bowls of chili and sat down. There’s something 
about being outside that really makes my appe-
tite kick in. I knew Gramps’ chili was good, but 
right now — it was amazing. 

And Kyle seemed to be enjoying his veggie 
dogs — he ate three of them.

After dinner, we gathered our trash. 
Gramps was a stickler about litter. His motto is 
“leave no trace.” He says that the only way to 
camp is to bring everything you take into na-
ture back home with you when you leave. 

We settled back down by the fire for dessert. 
Gramps had brought what must have been a 
gallon of strawberries, and they were perfectly 
ripe and sweet. He put them in a big wooden 
bowl and we passed it around.  

“So what are we going to do for entertain-
ment?” asked Sleater.

“It’s too dark now to go on another hike,” said 
Gramps, “so I propose we engage in the tried and 
true campfire tradition of telling ghost stories. 
You kids must know a few.”

We just stared back at him. 

“Really? No ghost stories?”
“Sorry, Gramps,” said Neil. “We do more 

gaming than storytelling.”
“Grumble,” said Gramps. 
He actually said the word ‘grumble.’
“I guess that means I start,” he said. 
Gramps cleared his throat dramatically. Then 

he grabbed a flashlight, turned it on, and placed 
it below his chin. It lit his face up like a jack-o’-
lantern. Now he looked creepy. The campfire 
was burning bright and cast spooky shadows 
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across Gramps’ face.
“This is a true story,” he intoned, “of a young 

couple … IN LOVE!”
“Eww,” said Freddie. “That’s scary enough.”
“One day, my boy, one day,” Gramps said. 
“They had taken a drive up into a canyon,” he 

continued, “… much like this one … to find a place 
to neck. They turned on the radio to listen to 
some romantic music.”

“No iPods back then,” said Sleater. 
We giggled.
“Hey, no giggling during a ghost story!” said 

Gramps. 
“Suddenly there was a news flash on the ra-

dio,” he continued. “A murderer had escaped 
from the local penitentiary and was on the loose.”

“The murderer was dangerous,” Gramps said 
in a low voice, “but he wasn’t armed. At least not 
in the conventional way. Instead, he had a great 
steel hook for a hand, and that’s how this killer 
plied his trade. He was known as The Hook, and 
he was wanted for many gruesome murders.”

“The young lovers paid no heed, and set to 
kissing.”

“Set to kissing?” asked Freddie. 
“Hey, it’s my story,” said Gramps. “So they 

were kissing, and kissing, and kissing. And then, 
suddenly, they heard a sound coming from be-
hind the car.”

“ ‘What was that?’ the girl asked, startled. 
‘Nothing,’ said the boy. ‘Don’t worry about it.’”  

“They started in kissing again. Then there was 
a louder sound, like a twig snapping. The girl was 
scared now.”

“‘What do you think that is?’  she asked.”
“‘Probably just an animal,’ said the boy. ‘Don’t 

let your imagination get the best of you.’”
“So they started kissing again. But this time, 

they felt the car lurch and heard a loud, screech-
ing sound of metal scraping metal, coming from 
the rear fender.”

“‘What in the heck was that!’ the boy whis-
pered, wide-eyed.” 

“He was scared now. The boy’s hand was shak-
ing, but he managed to turn the key in the igni-
tion and start the car. He slammed his foot down 
on the gas pedal and they raced away, not stop-
ping until they reached the young girl’s home.”
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“ ‘I was SO scared!’  the girl said, her heart beat-
ing a million times a minute.”

“‘You’re safe now,’ said the boy, opening his 
door.”

“But when he stepped outside onto the street, 
his eyes met with a terrible sight. Now he under-
stood what had caused the horrible screeching 
sounds. Hanging from the side of the car was a 
large, shiny, steel hook, dripping with gooey, dark 
blood. It belonged to The Hook, and had been 
ripped straight from the killer’s arm!”

Gramps moved the flashlight under his 
chin in circles, saying “ooooooooohhhhhhhh 
… scaaarrrry.” 

We laughed. It wasn’t that scary, but it was 
still a good story.

“Let me give it a shot,” Sleater said, munching 
on a strawberry. “So one time, there was a group 
of friends … just about our age ….” 

“Go on,” said Neil.
“They were up in a canyon, camping,” she 

said. “And there was a verrrrrrrry wise old 
man …”

Gramps cleared his throat loudly.

“… a very wise, older man who accompanied 
them up to a very dangerous spot. He fed them 
first, and made them feel comfortable and safe. 
But even he couldn't protect them from … What 
Lurked in the Night!”

“Uhhh ...” uttered Freddie, quietly.
“Shhhh,” said Sleater. “I’m just getting going.”
“Because … What Lurked in the Night was not 

of this world. It was a ghost. A ghost of a man 
murdered a thousand years ago ….”

“Sleater ...” Freddie said, in a hushed voice.
“Not now, Freddie,” Sleater said impatiently. 

“And the ghost appeared out of the darkness and 
approached the group ….”

“SLEATER!” Freddie screamed.
Freddie starred past us into the woods. He 

looked white as a ghost himself. He started scoot-
ing backwards and that’s when we heard it — a 
deep voice, speaking to us from the darkness.

“Good evening,” it said. 
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