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Chapter	1

Gossip	Blues

Emma	Sawyer	nervously	swept	past	 the	 lockers	of	Riverside	Middle	School.	Her	hands
were	moist	with	sweat	as	she	clutched	her	latest	article	for	Emma’s	Gossip	Column.	Once
again,	she	was	late	turning	it	in	and	felt	the	pressure	as	classrooms	whizzed	by	her.	Fame
had	her	running	every	which	way	to	pick	the	right	rumor	to	research	but	her	mission	was
always	to	find	the	real	truth	behind	it.	This	latest	story	had	taken	her	down	a	slippery	slope
of	surprises	before	she	was	confident	it	was	true	enough	to	complete.	So	now,	her	mission
was	to	get	it	turned	in.

Rounding	the	last	hallway,	she	spotted	Kelly	Flynn	and	slowed	her	pace.	It	was	never
hard	to	notice	her	editor’s	rotten	mood	and,	by	the	look	on	Kelly’s	face,	today	was	one	of
those	days.

Don’t	panic,	she	thought.	Just	hand	the	article	over	and	walk	away.

“What	took	you	so	long?”	Kelly	demanded,	snatching	the	article	from	Emma’s	grip.

“I	had	to	be	sure	my	source	was	solid,”	Emma	countered	with	a	shrug.	“Justin	gave	in
during	English	class	and	handed	over	the	missing	info	I’ve	been	waiting	for.	Who	knew	it
would	take	him	two	weeks	to	give	up	the	fact	he	had	spread	the	‘Kacey	Rumor’?	Anyway,
I’m	not	going	to	write	something	if	I’m	not	sure	it’s	true,”	she	repeated,	for	the	millionth
time	since	Kelly’s	dad	insisted	his	daughter	edit	the	school	paper.

Even	 though	 she	 acted	untouched,	Emma	was	 tired	of	 this	 same	 conversation	 every
time	 she	 handed	 in	 her	 articles.	 Instead	 of	 exiting	 quickly,	 she	 always	 found	 herself
defending	 her	 work.	 She	 had	 hoped	 eighth	 grade	would	 bring	Kelly	 to	 a	more	mature
accepting	stage	in	her	life.	Unfortunately,	it	seemed	to	have	made	her	worse.	So	knowing
there	was	nothing	she	could	do	to	end	the	rage,	Emma	braced	herself	for	the	usual.

“Who	cares	about	solid	when	all	our	readers	want	is	a	piece	of	gossip?”	Kelly	flared.
“Your	article	may	still	be	most	popular	in	our	little	school	paper	but	it	won’t	be	for	much
longer	 if	 all	 you	 ever	write	 about	 is	 the	boring	 truth,”	 she	 continued,	 as	 she	waved	her
hands	 at	 the	 air.	 “Your	 once	 numerous	 fans	 are	 dwindling	 because	 they	 don’t	want	 the
truth	anymore,	Emma,”	Kelly	informed	her,	with	a	smirk.	“They	want	the	latest	talk;	talk
about	whether	a	rumor	could	be	true	or	whether	someone	is	guilty	of	something;	not	about
who	is	really	innocent	or	misunderstood.”

She	 paused	 for	 a	 reply	 but	Emma	 just	 stood	 there	 silent	with	 rage.	What	 could	 she
really	say?	The	ugly	truth	was	Kelly	hit	a	nerve.	How	many	times	had	Emma	received	a
text	 about	 a	 rumor	 someone	wanted	 her	 to	write	 about?	Or	 how	many	 notes	 had	 been
slipped	into	her	locker	prompting	her	to	look	at	someone’s	Facebook	page	to	write	what
she	thought	about	it?	As	much	as	her	article	continued	to	get	rave	reviews	it	was	getting
harder	and	harder	to	please	her	readers.
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Kelly	took	advantage	of	Emma’s	silent	rage	and	aimed	to	hit	another	nerve	with	her.

“Everyone	knows	your	number	one	goal	 in	 life	 is	 to	become	a	 real	 journalist.	Am	I
right?”

Her	 sly	 smile	 sent	Emma’s	heart	 into	her	 throat	 and	before	 she	could	answer,	Kelly
continued.

“Well	if	you	ever	want	my	dad	to	hire	you	at	Main	Street	News	you	better	figure	out
what	 real	 gossip	 is.	He	definitely	won’t	 hear	 good	 things	 from	me	 if	 I	 don’t	 hear	 good
things	from	you.”

Emma	felt	like	she	was	going	to	explode.	Instead,	she	bit	her	tongue	then	turned	and
stormed	off—no	use	fighting	a	losing	battle.	Running	for	the	exit,	her	heart	was	racing	and
her	 head	 spinning.	 How	 could	 Emma	 make	 Kelly	 happy?	 Kelly	 wants	 gossip;	 Emma
wanted	the	truth.

Reaching	the	exit,	she	opened	the	doors	and	escaped	outside.	Her	bitter	thoughts	came
to	a	halt	upon	spotting	Trevor	Kavanaugh	beside	the	bicycle	racks.	With	one	hand	around
his	basketball	and	the	other	gripping	his	favorite	candy	bar,	Trevor’s	stunning	composure
softened	Emma’s	rage.	He	gave	a	cute	smile	as	she	approached.

“So	did	you	and	your	best	friend	get	along	today?”	he	teased.

Trevor	 stood	 a	 good	 foot	 taller	 than	Emma	and	 tried	 to	 reach	down	 to	 tug	her	 hair,
playfully.	He	knew	how	Emma	despised	Kelly’s	bossy	behavior	and	he	loved	to	tease	her
about	it.	She	pushed	his	hand	away	in	irritation.

“You	know	Kelly	and	I	get	along	about	as	well	as	you	and	Coach	Palmer,”	she	replied.

“Can’t	your	mom	and	dad	do	something	about	that?”	he	asked.	“Don’t	they	have	some
kind	of	pull,	seein’	as	they	write	for	her	dad	at	the	paper	an’	all?”

“I	doubt	it.	Mr.	Flynn	is	the	one	who	made	sure	she	edited	our	school	paper.	I’m	pretty
sure	 he	wouldn’t	want	my	 parents	 coaching	 him	 on	 how	 his	 daughter	 should	 act,”	 she
presumed.	 “The	 power	 Kelly	 has	 over	 me	 is	 so	 unfair.	 And	 the	 only	 reason	 for	 it	 is
because	her	dad’s	newspaper	company	sponsors	our	school	newspaper.”

“Yeah,	well	 I	know	how	you	feel.	 If	 I	hear	Coach	Palmer	 fuss	one	more	 time	about
playing	it	safe	on	the	court	with	those	referees,	I	think	I’m	gonna	hurl,”	he	insisted.

“Oh	 yeah,	what	 did	 the	 coach	want	 to	 talk	 to	 you	 about	 after	 school	 today?	Was	 it
more	ref.	talk?”

The	color	in	Trevor’s	face	suddenly	drained.	Emma	could	tell	it	hadn’t	been	good.

“If	you	really	want	to	know,	I	got	suspended	from	the	next	game.”

Emma’s	shock	was	revealed	in	her	gasp,	which	drove	Trevor	to	pound	his	basketball
into	the	pavement.

“Coach	said	I’ve	missed	too	many	practices.	Like	it’s	my	fault	I’ve	been	sick	and	had
to	miss	a	few.”

Emma	was	afraid	he’d	beat	a	hole	in	the	pavement	but	she	kept	quiet	and	let	him	vent
while	he	walked	her	home.
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“So	I	guess	the	coach	wants	to	risk	losing	the	next	game	by	sitting	me	out.	It’s	not	like
I’m	the	only	one	who’s	missed	lately.”

Emma	stepped	away	from	Trevor	to	avoid	having	her	feet	smashed	into	the	sidewalk
by	 his	 basketball.	 It	was	 a	 good	 thing	 everywhere	 in	 their	 small	 town	 of	Methuen	was
within	walking	distance	or	that	just	might	have	been	more	likely	to	happen.

“I	 know	 the	 coach	 threatened	 to	 take	 you	 out	 a	 couple	 of	 times	 before	 but	 I	 never
thought	he’d	actually	do	it.	He	knows	your	one	of	the	best	players.”

“Well	he	won’t	get	away	with	this	when	my	dad	finds	out.”

“What	do	you	think	your	dad	will	do?”

“Hopefully	he’ll	make	sure	I’m	back	in	the	game	before	anyone	finds	out	about	this.
Besides	making	the	best	candy	bars	anyone	has	ever	tasted,	my	dad	has	also	given	jobs	to
half	the	people	in	town.	Do	you	think	anyone	will	question	him?”

As	 cocky	 as	 he	 sounded,	 Trevor’s	 confidence	 was	 not	 unfounded.	 His	 dad	 owned
Kavanaugh	Kandy	Works,	which	is	why	he	usually	had	a	candy	bar	in	the	hand	he	wasn’t
using	 to	 bounce	 his	 basketball.	Tobias	Kavanaugh	had	 talked	with	Coach	Palmer	many
times	before	and	always	seemed	to	get	Trevor	off	his	bad	side.

“Don’t	tell	anyone,	OK,	Emma?”	Trevor	pleaded.	“There’s	no	game	next	week	so	my
dad	has	all	week	to	talk	to	him.	I	just	hope	Coach	Palmer	doesn’t	say	anything	until	my
dad	gets	to	him.”

“Don’t	worry,	 I	won’t,”	she	promised.	That	was	one	story	she	wanted	nothing	 to	do
with.

As	the	two	arrived	at	Emma’s	house,	Trevor	gave	her	a	soft	peck	on	the	cheek	and	was
off	to	shoot	hoops.	She	then	headed	in	and	up	to	her	room.	After	plopping	her	books	on
the	bed,	she	logged	onto	her	Facebook	page.	She	really	could	have	used	the	time	to	wind
down	 after	 a	 stressful	 afternoon.	 Instead,	 she	 was	 bombarded	 with	 posts	 about	 a	 girl
named	Nicole	who	had	tweeted	about	her	dad	losing	his	job	at	the	candy	factory.	As	she
attempted	to	read	all	the	posts	about	what	people	thought,	she	received	a	text	from	a	girl	in
her	health	class	requesting	news	about	Nicole’s	tweet.

Bet	I	can	guess	what	Kelly	will	want	me	to	write	about	next,	Emma	bitterly	thought.

Some	days	she	just	wanted	a	break	from	rumors	and	gossip	but	apparently	today	was
not	one	of	those	days.	No	one	wanted	true	stories	anymore.	All	anyone	wanted	was	some
unbelievable	 tale	 that	 exploded	 into	 endless	 drama.	 Emma	 wanted	 to	 make	 everyone
happy	 but	 how	 could	 she	 write	 exaggerated	 articles	 without	 hurting	 someone	 in	 the
process?	Her	thoughts	ran	rampant	until	she	was	interrupted	by	her	vibrating	phone.

“Emma	speaking,”	she	answered.

“Hey	it’s	me,”	Kelly	said	on	the	other	end,	as	if	the	two	hadn’t	had	their	run-in	earlier.

Too	familiar	with	Kelly’s	mood	swings,	Emma	just	hoped	this	wasn’t	a	pressure	call.

“Oh	hey,	what’s	up?”
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“Well	after	you	left	school	today,	I	heard	something	on	my	way	out,”	Kelly	informed
her.	“When	I	walked	by	Coach	Palmer’s	office,	I	heard	him	on	the	phone.	He	was	talking
about	your	boyfriend.”

She	 paused	 for	 a	 reaction.	 Pressure	 call	 it	was.	 Emma	 knew	 it	must	 be	 about	what
Trevor	told	her	earlier	but	she	wasn’t	prepared	to	respond.

“I	heard	him	mention	something	about	Trevor	getting	suspended	from	the	basketball
team,”	Kelly	continued	after	receiving	no	response.

It	was	obvious	Kelly	wanted	 the	scoop	on	 the	subject	but	Emma	promised	complete
secrecy.

“Come	on	Emma.	 Just	 tell	me	what	 it	 is,”	Kelly	 insisted.	And,	 as	 if	 she	 could	 read
Emma’s	thoughts,	she	added,	“It’s	not	like	you’re	the	one	telling	the	secret.	I	already	heard
it	from	the	coach’s	own	mouth.	I	just	want	a	few	details.”

Emma	 knew	 Kelly	 would	 push	 until	 she	 squeezed	 something	 out	 of	 her	 so	 she
frantically	searched	her	brain	for	the	right	words.

“OK,	 the	 only	 thing	 I’ll	 tell	 you	 right	 now	 is	 I	 did	 hear	 something	 about	 it	 this
afternoon.	But	I	am	sworn	to	secrecy.”

“I	knew	it.	I	knew	you’d	hear	from	your	boyfriend	so	now	I	want	the	deets.	I	want	you
to	 write	 me	 an	 edge-of-your-seat-we-want-more-article	 without	 all	 the	 sappy-happy-
ending—the-truth-comes-out-crap.”

This	 time,	 instead	 of	 pausing	 for	 Emma’s	 reply,	 Kelly	 hung	 up.	 She	 just	 hung	 up.
Emma	 should	 have	 felt	 rage	 but	 she	 didn’t.	 Instead	 she	 felt	 dread.	What	 should	 she	 do
now?	She	definitely	had	not	intended	to	write	her	next	big	article	about	a	secret	meant	for
no	 one	 besides	 her	 and	 her	 boyfriend.	Yet	what	 choice	 did	 she	 have?	 It	was	 becoming
more	and	more	obvious	what	people	really	wanted	from	Emma.	No	more	truth	behind	the
rumor.	They	wanted	secrets	revealed;	something	big	to	talk	about.	After	all,	it	was	named
Emma’s	Gossip	Column	 for	 that	 very	 reason.	 Emma	 just	 wished	 the	 gossip	 she	 had	 to
reveal	wasn’t	the	secret	she	had	promised	to	keep.Free
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Chapter	2

Touchy	News

Emma	 spent	most	 of	 her	weekend	 obsessing	 about	 how	 to	 handle	 her	 latest	 story.	 She
could	usually	wiggle	out	from	under	Kelly’s	demand	but	this	time	seemed	hopeless.	Even
her	loyal	readers	were	digging	for	dirt.	Emma	feared	being	cut	from	the	paper.	She	feared
jeopardizing	her	relationship	with	Trevor	even	more.

The	unfortunate	reality	of	it	all	was	her	audience	was	hungry	for	juicy	gossip	and	she
happened	 to	 have	 a	 piece	 of	 it.	What	 if	 she	 could	 think	 of	 a	way	 to	 keep	 attention	 off
Trevor	 and	 put	 it	 on	 someone	 else?	Who	 could	 she	 focus	 on?	Another	 teammate?	 The
coach?

“That’s	it,”	she	told	herself,	grabbing	the	pad	and	pencil	she	always	kept	handy.

Emma	quickly	 jotted	down	a	few	notes	pausing	now	and	 then	with	pencil	 to	chin	 to
get	her	thoughts	straight.	Why	not	investigate	Coach	Palmer’s	history	of	suspending	other
kids	from	his	team?	If	she	could	just	find	out	who	else	had	ever	been	cut	or	suspended	and
why	then	the	focus	would	be	on	the	coach	instead	of	Trevor.

You	are	a	genius,	she	thought	to	herself.	Pleased	with	her	resolution,	she	proceeded	to
make	 plans	with	Trevor	 and	 a	 few	 friends	 for	 Sunday	 evening,	 giving	 no	 indication	 of
what	she	was	planning.

Monday	morning	began	Emma’s	investigation.	She	started	by	asking	much	of	Trevor’s
teammates,	many	 questions.	When	 asked	what	 they	 knew	 about	 Coach	 Palmer	 and	 his
choice	of	 discipline,	 she	got	mixed	 reviews.	Some	didn’t	 know.	Some	knew	of	 running
laps.	 Others	 knew	 of	 staying	 after	 practice	 for	 a	 lecture.	 Not	 one	 had	 ever	 heard	 of	 a
teammate	being	suspended	from	a	game.

“OK,	so	what	exactly	does	Coach	Palmer	discipline	you	guys	for?”	she	asked	Chase
later	in	the	week.

“Well	mostly	for	missing	practices	or	being	late	for	games.	He	gets	pretty	heated	no
matter	what	the	reason	is.”

This	bit	of	information	opened	up	a	new	line	of	questioning	for	Emma.

“Hmmm.	What	were	some	of	the	reasons	given	for	missing	or	being	late?”

“Kids	 are	 starting	 to	 get	 weirded	 out	 with	 all	 your	 questions,	 Emma.	What’s	 with
you?”

As	excited	as	Emma	had	been	about	her	 investigation,	she	wasn’t	quite	prepared	for
his	response.

“My	next	 article	will	 explain	everything,”	 she	 responded,	 a	bit	 annoyed.	 “Just	don’t
tell	Trevor.	He’ll	find	out	then,	too.	Anyway,”	she	continued,	“you	said	that	Coach	Palmer
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disciplined	kids	for	missing	practices	and	games;	so,	again,	why	did	they	miss?”

Chase	 hesitated.	 She	 could	 tell	 he	 didn’t	 want	 to	 get	 into	 it	 but	 why?	 Was	 there
something	Emma	was	missing?

“Well?”	she	pushed.

“Well,	I’ll	tell	you	if	you	promise	not	to	tell	who	you	heard	it	from.”

He	paused	for	Emma’s	confirmation.

“OK,	OK,	I	won’t.	Just	tell	me	what’s	going	on.”

Her	excitement	was	overwhelming	her.

“A	while	back,”	he	finally	started,	“a	bunch	of	kids	caught	the	stomach	virus	that	was
going	 around	 and	 missed	 a	 bunch	 of	 school.	 They	 missed	 whatever	 else	 they	 were
involved	in,	too.	You	remember?”

“Yeah,”	 she	 recalled.	 “I	 remember	 the	 school	 actually	 closed	 because	 so	many	 kids
were	getting	it.	Trevor	got	it,	I	got	it	and,	I	think,	even	Kelly	Flynn	got	it.	I	assume	you
got	it,	too?”

“Yup,”	he	confirmed.	“It	took	a	long	time	for	everyone	to	get	over	it.	I	 think	when	I
had	it	I	was	sick	for	a	day	or	two	and	then	it	went	away.	Then	it	came	back	a	day	or	two
and	went	 away	 again.	 It	 kept	 on	 like	 that	 for	weeks.	No	 one	 seemed	 to	 know	where	 it
came	from	or	why	it	came	and	went	the	way	it	did.	My	mom	took	me	to	the	doctor	and	he
said	everyone	was	sick	the	same	way.	I	think	everyone	was	just	told	to	drink	lots	of	fluids
and	get	plenty	of	rest.”

Emma	thought	back	a	moment.	“Hmmm.	Mine	pretty	much	went	the	same	way	when	I
had	it,	 too.	I	remember	Trevor	talking	about	how	tense	Coach	Palmer	stayed	during	that
time.”

“Very,”	Chase	agreed.	“I	can’t	remember	how	many	practices	were	cancelled	or	how
many	games	were	lost	because	of	it.	But	I	do	remember	it	was	a	lot.”	He	rolled	his	eyes
before	continuing.	“I	dreaded	calling	to	tell	the	coach	I	wouldn’t	be	able	to	make	it	but	I
dreaded	even	more	catching	his	heat	when	I	got	better.”

Emma	was	taking	good	notes	but	the	information	wasn’t	making	total	sense.

“Um,	not	to	spoil	our	memory	fest	or	anything	but	what	does	any	of	this	have	to	do
with	my	question?”	she	prodded.

“Well,	 apparently	 a	 lot	 of	 people	 are	 still	 getting	 this	 so-called	 virus.	 They’re	 still
missing	school	and	stuff.	Coach	Palmer	seems	to	think	the	guys	are	using	it	as	an	excuse
to	skip	practices.	He	doesn’t	 think	a	virus	could	ever	 last	 this	 long.	His	punishments	for
missing	keep	getting	worse.	Pretty	soon	I	bet	he’ll	suspend	one	of	us.”

Emma	made	no	further	comment	on	that	one.	She	couldn’t	give	away	the	fact	Trevor
had	been	suspended.	What	she	did	give	away	was	her	surprise	about	the	virus	living	on.

“Wow.	That’s	really	weird,”	she	pondered	aloud	to	herself.	“I	 thought	 that	virus	was
dead	and	long	gone.”

Focus	Emma.	This	isn’t	about	the	virus.
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“OK,	anyway,	why	so	secret?”	she	managed.

“Because	Coach	Palmer	said	not	to	make	a	big	deal	about	it,”	he	revealed.	“He	said	if
anyone	found	out	he	was	punishing	us	for	missing	then	our	parents	would	pitch	fits	with
him.	 He	 said	 they	 would	 try	 to	 stick	 up	 for	 us	 because	 we’re	 missing	 for	 a	 so-called
sickness.”

“Wow,”	was	all	Emma	could	think	to	say	again.

“Wow	is	right.	But	whatever	you	do	with	all	your	information,	don’t	forget	to	keep	my
name	out	of	it.	I	don’t	want	to	be	known	as	the	kid	who	got	Coach	Palmer	in	trouble.”

On	Friday	afternoon,	Emma	worked	on	transferring	some	final	notes	from	her	notepad
to	her	 laptop.	Afterward,	 she	 studied	her	 recent	 revelations.	Until	 then,	 she	had	 thought
her	upcoming	article	would	be	based	on	Coach	Palmer’s	history	of	suspending	kids	from
the	 basketball	 team.	 Then,	 she	 discovered	 he	 had	 never	 suspended	 anyone.	 But	 he	 did
punish	 a	 lot	 for	 missed	 practices	 and	 games.	 She	 then	 inquired	 as	 to	 why	 kids	 were
missing	 and	 if	 Coach	 Palmer	 punished	 them,	 needlessly.	 She	 never	 envisioned	 all	 her
questions	leading	her	to	a	virus	supposedly	dead	and	gone,	a	virus	about	which	the	coach
was	now	suspicious.

Emma’s	thoughts	suddenly	were	interrupted	by	her	vibrating	cell	phone.	It	was	Trevor.

“Where	have	you	been	all	week?”	he	asked	her.	“People	have	been	talking	about	how
you’ve	been	bugging	them	with	weird	questions.	Wanna	fill	me	in?”

Uh	oh,	Emma	thought.

Those	people	were	supposed	to	be	discreet	and	keep	her	questions	secret.	Somehow,
she	had	forgotten	how	people	love	to	talk	and	spread	the	very	rumors	about	which	she	was
expected	to	write.

“You	know	 I	 don’t	 like	 to	 talk	 about	my	articles	 until	 they’re	 in	print,”	 she	quickly
answered.	“You’ll	find	out	what	I’ve	been	up	to	then.”

“OK,	Emma,	whatever.	I	just	haven’t	heard	from	you	all	week,	even	though	everyone
else	has,”	he	complained.

Oh	poor	baby,	she	thought.	Boys	can	be	so	whiny.

“Well,	how	about	tomorrow?	I	can	be	at	your	house	in	the	morning.”

“Fine,”	he	accepted.	“Let’s	go	see	the	new	Millennium	movie.”

Each	comfortable	with	their	plans,	they	hung	up.

“Great,	so	now	what	do	I	do?”	Emma	mused.

She	debated	on	whether	or	not	to	investigate	a	little	more	and	find	out	if	this	sickness
was	as	real	as	Chase	said,	proving	Coach	Palmer	wrong;	or	maybe	just	write	a	good	gossip
piece	 about	 how	 cruel	 the	 coach	was	 for	 punishing	 sick	 kids.	 Either	way	 she	was	 sure
Trevor	wouldn’t	be	happy	his	secret	was	on	the	verge	of	being	blown	wide	open.	She	had
managed	 so	 far	 to	 avoid	 his	 finding	 out.	 Still,	 how	much	 longer	 could	 she	 avoid	 him
catching	on?	The	turn	her	story	had	taken	was	just	too	good	to	worry	about	that	now.	She
needed	 to	 keep	 going	 to	 find	 out	 more.	 Even	 knowing	 Kelly	 would	 want	 the	 gossip
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version	Emma	was	too	interested	in	the	truth	of	it	to	give	up	now;	even	if	it	would	invoke
Kelly’s	wrath.

At	that	point,	she	made	her	decision	to	continue	with	the	investigation.	Her	next	move
would	be	to	ask	Trevor	about	his	illness	on	their	way	to	the	movies.	Maybe	he	could	tell
her	 who	 else	 had	 been	 getting	 it	 and	 lead	 her	 in	 the	 right	 direction	 for	 a	 successful
investigation.	Emma	just	hoped	to	finish	before	Kelly	could	intervene.
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Chapter	3

The	Yellow	Folder

Emma’s	spirits	were	high	as	 she	approached	Trevor’s	house.	She	was	excited	about	her
investigation	 and	 felt	 a	 bounce	 in	 her	 step	 as	 she	 ascended	 his	 front	 porch	 steps.	Upon
ringing	 the	 gold-plated	 doorbell,	 her	 enthusiasm	 faded.	 Instead	 of	 being	 greeted	with	 a
smile,	she	was	greeted	with	a	frown	by	a	pale-faced	boy	with	circles	under	his	eyes.	He
motioned	for	Emma	to	enter	and	then	shut	the	door	behind	her	without	a	word.

“Are	you	sick	again,”	Emma	asked.

“Yeah,	I	don’t	think	we’ll	be	going	to	the	movies	today,”	he	pouted,	as	he	shrugged	his
shoulders.	“I	just	hope	I	won’t	have	to	miss	any	practices.	Coach	Palmer’ll	kill	me.	I	just
can’t	believe	he	thinks	this	is	my	fault.”

Emma	heard	tears	in	his	voice	but	didn’t	let	on	she’d	noticed.

“I	told	my	dad	about	getting	suspended	from	the	next	game	and	he	was	pretty	mad,”
he	 continued.	 “He	 said	 he’d	 talk	 to	 the	 coach	 about	 it	 but	 something’s	 come	 up	 at	 his
work.	Anyway,	I’m	sick	again	so	he’ll	just	do	it	when	things	settle	down	here.”

Emma	felt	horrible	about	Trevor	being	sick	again.

I	wonder	who	else	is	still	getting	sick	this	much.

Of	 course,	 that	 was	 the	 whole	 reason	 she	 was	 there	 but,	 before	 she	 could	 start
interrogating	him,	Trevor	spoke	up	again.

“’Cause	Dad	is	busy	with	work	and	the	next	game	is	tomorrow,	coach’ll	most	likely	go
ahead	and	tell	the	team	about	my	suspension.”

Guilt	invaded	Emma	as	she	listened	to	Trevor’s	complaint.	Instead	of	feeling	sorry	for
him,	 she	 was	 relieved	 his	 secret	 would	 be	 revealed	 by	 the	 coach	 and	 not	 by	 her
investigation.	 She	 struggled	 to	 think	 of	 a	 sympathetic	 response.	 Lucky	 for	 her,	 Trevor
didn’t	need	one.	He	drew	his	hand	to	his	mouth	and	sped	off	toward	the	bathroom.

“I’m	gonna	be	sick.	I’ll	call	you	later,”	he	managed.

Before	 she	 knew	 it,	 Trevor	 was	 gone	 and	 Emma	 still	 had	 the	 same	 unanswered
questions	as	when	she’d	arrived.

Well	that’s	just	great,	she	thought	to	herself.

Emma	 hated	 to	 be	 so	 insensitive	 but	 she	 really	 wanted	 to	 finish	 her	 investigation.
Disappointed,	she	turned	to	leave.	Before	reaching	the	door,	she	stopped	as	muffled	voices
carried	down	the	hallway	from	the	Kavanaugh’s	den.	Instead	of	just	leaving,	her	curiosity
won	out.	She	turned	and	followed	the	voices	down	the	hall	and	to	the	den.	She	recognized
them	immediately.	Tobias	Kavanaugh	and	Melvin	Clementine	were	having	what	sounded
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like	a	heated	discussion.	Emma	didn’t	want	 to	 intrude	 so	 she	merely	pressed	herself	up
against	the	wall	to	listen.

“Our	trips	were	meant	to	help	those	poor	people,”	Mr.	Kavanaugh	stated.	“They	were
never	meant	for	us	to	turn	around	and	profit	from	them.”

Emma	couldn’t	 imagine	what	he	was	talking	about.	Was	he	referring	to	their	trips	to
Brazil?	Everyone	thought	those	were	for	charity,	 to	help	the	villagers	 in	the	rain	forests.
Was	there	something	else?	Emma	strained	to	hear	more.

“We’ll	 just	 go	 back	 and	 find	 out	 what	 went	 wrong,”	Melvin	 told	 him.	 “It	 must	 be
something	in	the	portions.	We	find	out	what	went	wrong,	fix	the	problem	then	all	this	goes
away.”

Melvin	always	seemed	so	helpful	and	on	top	of	things	but	Emma	never	did	like	him.
He	always	acted	so	snooty	and	uptight.

“No,”	Mr.	Kavanaugh	insisted.	“I	am	not	about	to	let	this	get	any	more	out	of	control
than	it	already	is.	These	are	kids,	for	heaven’s	sake.”

Emma	tried	to	peek	through	a	crack	in	the	door	to	see	what	the	men	were	doing.	She
was	 hoping	 something	would	 catch	 her	 eye	 and	 give	 her	 an	 idea	 about	what	 they	were
talking.	The	 only	 thing	 she	 caught	was	Melvin	 slamming	 down	 a	 yellow	 folder	 on	Mr.
Kavanaugh’s	 corner	 desk.	 A	 sly	 smile	 crept	 across	 his	 face	 as	 he	 answered	 Mr.
Kavanaugh’s	objection.

“If	 you’ll	 recall	 your	 business	 was	 nothing	 until	 I	 took	 over	 and	 found	 my	 little
Brazilian	secret.	Forget	a	few	kids.	I	am	not	about	to	lose	what’s	been	built	here.”

What	did	he	mean	by	“my	little	Brazilian	secret?”	What	kids	were	they	talking	about?
Were	they	doing	something	illegal	for	them?	Emma	couldn’t	keep	her	mind	from	racing.
That	 is	until	she	looked	up	and	saw	Melvin	standing	over	her.	He	must	have	turned	and
spotted	 her	 while	 she	 was	 lost	 in	 her	 thoughts.	 Shocked,	 she	 jumped	 back,	 certain	 he
would	chew	her	out	and	demand	she	leave	the	premises.

“No	one	 likes	 nosy	 children,”	was	 all	 he	 said	before	 turning	 to	Mr.	Kavanaugh	 and
stating,	“I	assume	you’ll	take	care	of	her.”

He	 then	 scurried	 past	 her	 and	 headed	 for	 the	 front	 door.	 Emma	 looked	 back	 in	Mr.
Kavanaugh’s	direction	and	saw	him	stuffing	the	yellow	folder	back	in	his	desk	drawer.	He
then	hurried	toward	her	with	a	look	of	dismay.	She	felt	her	stomach	flip-flop	a	few	times
and	her	knees	became	weak.	What	was	he	going	to	do	to	her?	She	braced	herself	for	the
worst,	 ready	 for	 a	 struggle;	yet,	 to	her	 surprise,	 all	 he	did	was	gently	grab	her	 arm	and
escorted	her	to	the	front	door.

“You	shouldn’t	be	here	while	Trevor	 is	 sick,	Emma.	Go	on	home	and	he’ll	 call	you
tomorrow.”

Mr.	Kavanaugh	motioned	for	her	to	leave	and	then	disappeared	into	the	house.

That’s	 it?	No	 yelling?	No	 stuffing	 her	 into	 a	 closet	 until	 he	 figured	 something	 out?
Emma	 just	 stood	 there	 for	 a	 few	moments,	 thinking	 about	 her	 next	move.	That	 yellow
folder	the	men	have	must	have	something	to	do	with	what	the	two	men	were	talking	about.
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Could	 I	 get	 a	 look	at	 it?	Her	 common	 sense	 told	her	 to	 just	 go	home	but	 her	 desire	 to
investigate	called	her	back	to	the	den	to	find	out	what	was	in	that	folder.

Emma	knew	she	was	there	for	Trevor’s	story.	She	knew	she	should	just	go	home	and
talk	to	him	when	he	was	better.	Sill,	a	mystery	had	been	revealed,	just	waiting	to	be	found
out	and	told.	She	tried	to	turn	and	leave	yet	couldn’t	ignore	the	call.	Even	at	the	price	of
getting	into	trouble.	She	tiptoed	back	to	the	den,	slipped	inside	and	closed	the	door	behind
her.

Trying	not	 to	make	 too	much	noise,	Emma	approached	 the	corner	desk.	Quietly	 she
opened	the	top	drawer,	reached	inside	and	pulled	out	the	yellow	folder.	After	laying	it	on
top	of	the	desk,	she	just	stared	at	it	for	a	moment.	Emma	had	never	done	anything	like	this
before.	Her	heart	was	 racing	and	her	hands	were	damp	with	sweat.	She	wanted	 to	get	a
quick	 peek	 at	 the	 contents	 of	 the	 folder	 and	 then	 she	would	 put	 it	 back.	Unfortunately,
before	she	could	get	a	good	look,	someone	started	fumbling	with	the	den’s	doorknob.

Not	now,	she	thought.	I’m	so	close.

Emma	knew	she	had	to	get	out	of	there	before	she	was	caught	but	she	couldn’t	pass	up
seeing	what	was	in	the	yellow	folder.	She	quickly	scooped	it	up	and	stuffed	it	under	her
shirt.	She	then	turned	and	raced	toward	a	second	door	in	the	den,	leading	to	the	backyard.
She	 barely	 reached	 it	 and	made	 it	 out	 before	 the	 other	 door	 swung	 open	 and	 someone
entered	the	den	behind	her.

“Whew,	that	was	close,”	she	exhaled.

Running	across	the	yard,	she	exited	through	a	hole	in	the	side	fence.	Emma	couldn’t
believe	what	 she	 had	 just	 done	but	 she	was	 glad.	This	was	 the	 kind	of	 investigating	 of
which	she	had	always	dreamed.	Now	what?	She	had	snooped	around	 in	 someone	else’s
home	and	she	had	taken	a	folder	that	didn’t	belong	to	her.	Emma	wasn’t	quite	sure	what	to
do	with	the	information	she	was	about	to	find	in	the	yellow	folder—she	had	no	idea	how
to	get	it	back	without	anyone	knowing	about	it.

Wrestling	with	these	thoughts	for	a	few	more	moments,	she	realized	there	was	an	even
bigger	problem.	Emma	had	forgotten	to	close	the	desk	drawer	before	racing	out	of	the	den.
Someone	was	bound	to	notice.	The	only	way	she	wouldn’t	be	discovered	was	if	Trevor	or
his	mom	found	the	open	drawer.	They	would	just	assume	it	was	Mr.	Kavanaugh	who	had
left	 it	open.	But	 if	Mr.	Kavanaugh	found	the	open	drawer,	he	would	surely	know	it	was
her.	After	all,	she	had	been	caught	eavesdropping.

Emma	suddenly	stopped	in	mid-thought,	reminding	herself	how	good	detectives	have
to	 deal	with	 this	 kind	 of	 sneaky	 business	 all	 the	 time.	Besides,	 there	was	 a	 two-to-one
chance	 that	Mr.	Kavanaugh	would	 not	 be	 the	 one	 to	 find	 the	 open	 drawer.	 She	 tucked
away	her	fears,	convincing	herself	she	would	know	what	 to	do	when	she	got	 the	yellow
folder	home	and	studied	what	was	inside	of	it.
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Chapter	4

Not	Quite	Gossip

Emma	shot	through	her	front	door	hoping	to	avoid	her	parents.	She	scrambled	up	the	stairs
and	barely	reached	the	top	when	her	mom	spotted	her.

“Hi,	 stranger,”	 Mrs.	 Sawyer	 greeted	 from	 behind.	 “Got	 time	 to	 chitchat	 before
retreating	to	your	room?”

“Sorry,	Mom,	I’m	working	on	a	story	and	need	to	make	some	notes	before	I	forget,”
Emma	absently	explained.	“We’ll	catch	up	later.”

“If	you	need	help	don’t	forget	I’m	always	here,”	her	mom	offered.

Emma	spun	around	and,	without	thinking,	spit	out	a	shallow	response.

“Well	I	just	thought	you’d	be	busy	with	your	latest	material	for	Main	Street	News	and
didn’t	want	to	bother	you.	Anyway,	this	is	kind	of	private,	at	this	point.”

Before	her	mom	could	respond,	Emma	hurried	off	and	out	of	sight	toward	the	privacy
of	her	 room.	She	 felt	 a	 twinge	of	guilt	 at	brushing	off	her	mom	but	 she	couldn’t	worry
about	 that	 right	 now.	 If	 this	 were	 any	 other	 story,	 she	 definitely	 would	 be	 asking	 her
parents	 for	 advice.	 They	 always	 had	 new	 writing	 techniques	 of	 their	 own,	 which	 she
attempted	to	use	yet	this	was	different.	Her	latest	investigation	had	led	her	to	information
she	 happened	 to	 be	 borrowing	 without	 permission.	 Emma	 wasn’t	 sure	 what	 she	 was
getting	into	and	she	didn’t	want	anyone	interfering	until	she	was.

After	 shutting	her	 bedroom	door,	Emma	 flung	her	 books	on	 the	bed	 and	 then	 raced
over	to	her	desk.	The	yellow	folder	slid	easily	out	from	under	her	shirt.	She	placed	it	on
top	of	her	computer	and	began	to	open	it	when	she	suddenly	heard	her	cell	phone	ringing
her	favorite	song.	Emma	sighed	and	let	the	folder	close.	She	looked	in	frustration	for	her
singing	phone.	Spotting	it	on	the	other	side	of	her	desk,	she	stretched	out	to	reach	for	it.
As	she	did	so,	the	yellow	folder	was	knocked	to	the	floor	and	all	its	contents	were	strewn
about.

“Yes,”	she	answered	in	frustration.

Emma	 couldn’t	 help	 being	 snappy	 as	 she	 scrambled	 to	 retrieve	 the	 contents	 of	 the
folder.

“What’s	wrong	with	you?”	Kelly	snapped	back.

“I’m	only	 trying	 to	work	on	 the	story	you’re	probably	calling	about.	 If	 I	could	have
just	five	minutes	to	myself,	I	might	just	get	it	done.”

Emma	surprised	herself	with	such	a	harsh	response.	She	felt	empowered	by	this	new
story	and	was	bent	on	getting	to	it.
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“Whatever,”	Kelly	countered.	“I	just	heard	about	all	the	questions	you’ve	been	asking
and	wanted	to	see	what	was	up.”

Emma	was	 trying	 frantically	 to	 place	 the	 papers	 back	 in	 the	 folder	 and	 didn’t	 have
time	 for	 Kelly’s	 nosy	 inquiries.	 She	 found	 herself	 much	 too	 distracted	 by	 her	 present
dilemma	to	try	to	appease	her.

“You	 know,	 Emma,	 I	 figured	 you’d	 try	 to	 avoid	 writing	 about	 your	 boyfriend’s
suspension	 when	 everyone	 started	 talking	 about	 Nicole’s	 tweet.	 Instead	 of	 asking
questions	about	her	dad,	you’re	asking	questions	about	some	stupid	virus.	I	want	to	know
what’s	going	on	so	spill	it.”

Already	used	to	Kelly’s	temper	tantrums,	Emma	didn’t	give	much	thought	to	her	little
escapade.	She	searched	her	excuse	bank	to	get	Kelly	off	 the	phone	but	before	she	could
find	one	she	spotted	a	piece	of	paper,	which	read	“ADDICTION	LEVELS”	at	the	top.	She
quickly	picked	it	up	to	take	a	closer	look.	It	contained	a	bunch	of	charts.	She	then	began
scanning	the	rest	of	the	pages	she	had	scooped	up.	They,	too,	were	covered	with	charts	and
they	were	all	labeled	the	same:	“ADDICTION	LEVELS.”	Emma	wasn’t	at	it	long	before
Kelly	reminded	her	she	was	still	on	the	phone.

“Hello.	Are	you	there?”	Kelly	inquired,	forcing	Emma	back	into	the	conversation.

“Oh…yeah…um…sorry…I…uh…	I	gotta’	go,”	 she	 stuttered	before	 abruptly	 ending
the	call.

Emma	then	silenced	her	phone,	knowing	Kelly	would	blow	it	up	in	anger.

“Addiction	levels,”	she	softly	said	to	herself,	“What	in	the	world	does	this	mean?”

It	was	unclear	to	what	the	addiction	levels	were	related	because	there	was	nothing	else
written	on	any	of	the	pages.	The	charts	on	each	page	were	labeled	only	with	percentages
and	 ounce	 measurements.	 It	 could	 be	 anything	 from	 a	 drug,	 to	 coffee,	 caffeine,	 or
anything.	Still	if	it	was	something	like	coffee	or	caffeine	what	would	make	Melvin	and	Mr.
Kavanaugh	 argue	 over	 something	 so	 common?	 Could	 it	 be	 drugs?	 No,	 not	 drugs.	 It
couldn’t	 be	drugs.	 So	 to	what	 else	 can	 you	get	 addicted?	Alcohol?	No.	Why	would	 you
have	a	chart	for	addiction	levels	of	alcohol?	The	only	charts	Emma	ever	saw	relating	to
any	kind	of	addiction	were	in	health	class	and	they	always	related	to	drugs.	Yet	why	would
Mr.	Kavanaugh	and	Melvin	concern	themselves	with	drug	addiction?

“Does	this	have	anything	to	do	with	Brazil,”	she	again	softly	said	to	herself.

The	two	men	mentioned	Brazil	more	than	once	in	their	argument	and	Mr.	Kavanaugh
said	something	about	kids.	Were	they	dealing	drugs	to	kids	in	Brazil?	Emma	felt	queasy
with	confusion.	She	sat	down	on	her	bed	to	let	it	all	soak	in.	Figuring	anything	out	seemed
hopeless	with	so	few	details.

After	sitting	for	a	few	more	moments	trying	to	process	all	the	information	she	had	just
absorbed,	Emma	spotted	some	small	writing	inside	the	yellow	folder,	which	was	still	lying
opened	on	the	floor.	She	picked	it	up	and	softly	read	aloud,	“FILE	2.”

Hmmm.	 If	 this	was	File	 2	 could	 it	 be	 there	was	 a	File	 1?	Maybe	 another	 file	with
detailed	information	about	what	the	charts	mean?	Emma	had	to	get	her	hands	on	it.	Yet
assuming	 a	 twin	 file	 did,	 in	 fact,	 exist	 in	 Mr.	 Kavanaugh’s	 den,	 how	 would	 she	 find
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another	opportunity	to	go	snooping	around	for	 it?	She	couldn’t	 just	pop	in	and	say,	“Hi.
Do	you	mind	if	I	go	snoop	around	in	your	den?”

Before	 letting	 doubt	 creep	 in	 much	 more,	 Emma	 remembered	 something	 she	 had
learned	from	her	parents.

“Information	can	be	obtained	in	more	ways	than	one,”	her	mom	had	once	advised	her.

“And	the	more	creative	you	get,	 the	better	chance	you	have	of	succeeding,”	was	her
dad’s	input	on	the	subject.

At	 this	 point	 in	 her	 investigation,	 she	 didn’t	 need	 to	 question	whether	 she	 could	 or
couldn’t.	She	only	needed	to	figure	out	how.	If	she	could	find	the	twin	folder,	assumedly
containing	answers	 to	her	questions,	 this	 could	be	her	biggest	 story	yet—big	enough	 to
blow	everyone	away.

“So	how	do	I	get	back	into	that	den?”	she	mumbled	to	herself.

Her	thoughts	led	her	in	many	directions.	Trevor	was	a	good	excuse	to	be	there	but	she
couldn’t	snoop	around	with	him	on	her	tail.	If	she	knew	he	was	at	practice	she	could	act	as
if	she	didn’t	know.	Then	she	could	say	she	would	just	wait	on	him	to	get	home.	But	his
dad	would	most	likely	tell	her	to	come	back	after	he	does	get	home.	Emma	began	to	doubt
her	next	move	until	she	remembered	Trevor’s	mom.	She	was	always	a	bit	scatterbrained
and	 not	 very	 observant.	 Many	 times,	 Emma	 had	 shown	 up	 at	 their	 house	 only	 to	 be
greeted	by	Mrs.	Kavanaugh	chatting	on	her	cell	phone.	She	would	graciously	smile	then
walk	away	leaving	the	door	wide	open	for	Emma	to	enter	whether	Trevor	was	there	or	not.
If	Emma	could	count	on	Mrs.	Kavanaugh’s	typical	behavior	then	freely	snooping	around
would	come	quite	easily.	The	only	problem	was	she	would	have	to	rely	on	Trevor	and	Mr.
Kavanaugh	not	to	be	there,	as	well.	She	could	only	hope.

Now	that	she	had	a	purpose	and	a	plan,	she	felt	satisfied.	Yet	somewhere	in	the	pit	of
her	 stomach,	 she	 felt	uneasy.	 If	 the	 truth	came	out,	proving	Mr.	Kavanaugh	and	Melvin
were	 dealing	 drugs	 then	Emma	 could	 be	 getting	 them	 into	 big	 legal	 trouble.	 She	 could
possibly	ruin	their	lives	and	her	boyfriend’s	life.	With	realization	settling	in	about	how	this
could	 affect	 things	 around	 her,	 she	 began	 to	 feel	 unsure.	 Was	 she	 lacking	 a	 true
investigator’s	detachment?

No,	she	stopped	herself;	my	remedy	for	that	worry	is	to	just	accept	my	purpose	as	an
investigative	reporter.	I	have	to	remember	I	am	in	this	to	seek	the	truth,	no	matter	what.

This	is	exactly	what	she	planned	to	do.
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